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DEDICATION. 


NOBLEMEN   AND    GENTLEMEN 


CALEDONIAN   HUNT. 


[On  the  title-page  of  the  seeoni  or  Edinburgh  edition,  were  these  words :  "Poems,  chiefly  in 
the  Scottish  Dialect,  by  Robert  Burns,  printed  for  tie  Author,  and  sold  by  "William  Creech,  17S7." 
The  motto  of  the  Kilmarnock  edition  was  omitted;  a  very  numerous  list  cf  subscribers  followed; 
the  volume  was  printed  by  the  celebrated  Smcllie.] 

My  Lords  and  Gentlemen  : 

A  Scottish  Bard,  proud  of  tte  Eiimc,  and  whoso  highest  ambition  is  to  sing  in 
his  oountiys  servioe,  where  shall  he  so  properly  look  for  patronage  as  to  the  iUuatrious 
names  of  his  native  land :  those  who  bear  the  honours  and  inherit  the  virtues  of  their 
anccftora?  The  poetic  genius  of  my  country  found  me,  as  the  prophetic  hard  Elijah 
did  Elisha — at  the  plough,  and  threw  her  inspiring  maatlo  over  me.  She  bade  me 
img  the  loves,  the  joys,  the  rural  sceues  and  rural  pleasures  of  my  native  soil,  in  my 
lutiYi^  tnnguej  I  tuned  my  wUd,  artless  notes  as  she  inspired.  She  whispered  me  to 
1  ome  to  this  ancient  metropolis  of  Caledonia,  and  lay  my  songs  under  your  honoured 
]  lotection    I  now  oboy  her  dictates. 

Though  much  indebted  to  your  goodness,  I  do  not  approach  you,  my  Lords  and 
Gentlemen,  in  the  usual  style  of  dedication,  to  thank  you  for  past  favours :  that  path  is 
so  hackneyed  by  prostituted  learning  that  honest  rusticity  is  ashamed  of  it.  Nor  do  I 
proaent  thi'!  address  with  the  vena]  soul  of  a  servile  author,  looking  for  a  continuation 
of  tho^o  fjvours :  I  was  bred  to  the  plough,  and  am  independent.  I  come  to  claim  the 
common  Scottish  name  with  you,  my  illustrious  countrymen ;  and  to  tell  the  world  that 
I  glory  m  the  title.  I  come  to  congratulate  my  country  that  the  blood  of  her  ancient 
heroes  still  runs  uneontaminated,  and  that  from  your  courage,  knowledge,  and  publio 
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viii  DEDICATION. 

spirit,  she  may  expect  protection,  wealtt,  and  iilierly.  In  the  last  placo,  I  come  t;i- 
proffer  my  warmest  wisiies  to  the  great  fountain  of  honour,  the  Blonai'ch  of  the  uniyerse, 
for  your  welfare  and  happiness. 

When  you  go  forth  to  waken  the  echoes,  in  the  ancient  and  fevouiite  amusement 
of  your  forefathers,  may  Pleasure  e^er  he  of  your  party :  aad  may  social  joy  await  youi' 
return !     When  haiasscd  in  courts  or  camps  with  the  jostlinga  of  bad  men  and  bad 
measures,  may  the  hoaest  consciousness  of  injured  worth  attend  your  return  to  your 
native  seats ;  and  may  domestic  happiness,  with  a  smiling  welcome,  meet  you  at  your 
gates!     May  corruption  shrink  at  your  kindling  indignant  glance;  aad  naay  tyranny 
in  the  ruler,  and  licentiousness  in  the  people,  equally  find  you  an  inesorahle  foe  1 
I  have  the  honour  to  be. 
With  the  sinoerest  gi'atitude  and  highest  respect, 
My  Lords  aad  Gentlemen, 

Tour  most  devoted  humble  servant, 

ROBERT  BUEXS. 
EDiKBUEQir,  April  i,  1787. 
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PREFACE. 


I  odNNOT  giyo  to  mj  country  tiiis  editiun  ot  one  of  its  favourite  poeti,  wilhout 
stating  that  I  iiave  deliberately  omitted  seyeral  pieces  ot  voise  asciibed  to  BurcH 
Tiy  other  editors,  wto  too  hastily,  and  I  think  on  inoTiftoiLiit  testimony,  admitted  them 
among  his  works.  K I  am  iinahle  to  share  m  the  hi,8itation  expressed  hy  one  of  them 
on  the  authorship  of  the  staazJis  on  "Pastoial  Pcetiy,'  I  cin  <i'<  bttlc  share  in  tht  feci 
inga  with  which  they  have  intruded  into  the  charmed  circle  of  his  poetry  euoh  eomposi 
tions  as  "  Lines  on  the  Ruins  of  Lincladen  College,"  "  Verses  on  the  Destruction  of  the 
Woods  of  Drumlanrig,"  "  Verses  written  on  a  Marhle  Slah  in  the  Wooife  of  Aberfeidy," 
and  those  entitled  "The  Tree  of  Lihorty."  These  productions,  with  the  exception  of 
the  last,  were  never  seen  hy  any  one  even  in  the  handwriting  of  Bums,  and  are  one  and 
all  wanting  in  that  original  vigour  of  language  and  manliness  of  sentiment  which  dis- 
tinguish his  poetry.  With  respect  to  "The  Tree  of  Liherty"  in  particular,  a  subject 
dear  to  the  heart  of  the  Bard,  can  any  o.ie  conTsrsant  with  his  genius  imagine  that  ho 
welcomed  its  growth  or  celebrated  its  fruit  with-suoh  "  capon  craws"  as  these  ? 

"Upo'  this  tree  theie  grows  aio  fruit, 

Its  virtoea  a'  can  tell,  man; 
It  raises  ttan  aboon  the  brute, 

It  mak's  him  ken  li'mael',  man. 
Gif  ance  the  peiEaoit  ti,Bte  a  Lit, 

Ho'a  greatop  than  a  lo-d,  maji, 
As'  wi'  a  beggar  shares  a  mite 

0'  a'  he  Qon  afford,  jnan." 

Tlierc  are  eleven  stanzas,  of  which  the  best,  eompareci  with  the  "  A  man's  a  man  for  a' 
that"  of  Bums,  sounds  liho  a  cracied  pipkin  against  tho  "  heroic  clang"  of  a  Damascus 
blade.  That  it  is  estant  in  the  handwriting  of  the  poet  cannot  he  taken  as  a  proof  that 
it  is  his  own  compmition,  against  the  internal  testimony  of  utter  want  of  all  the  marks 
oy  which  we  know  him — the  Burns-stamp,  so  to  speak,  which  is  visiUe  on  all  that 
ever  oame  from  his  pen.  Misled  hy  his  handwriting,  I  inserted  in  my  former  edition 
of  hia  works  an  epitaph,  beginning 

"  Ilere  lies  a  roae,  a  budding  rose," 
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fie  composition  of  SlieiiBtone,  and  ■wHch  ia  to  be  found  in  tlie  churchyard  of  Halea- 
Owen  :  as  it  is  not  jncltided  in  every  edition  of  that  poet'a  acknowledged  works,  Burns, 
who  was  an  admirer  of  his  genius,  had,  it  seems,  copied  it  with  his  own  hand,  and  hence 
my  error.  If  I  hesitated  ahout  the  exclusion  of  "  The  Tree  of  Liberty,"  and  its 
three  falao  brethren,  I  could  have  no  scruples  regarding  the  fine  song  of  "  Evan  Banks," 
eiaimed  and  justly  for  Miss  Williams  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  or  the  humorous  song  called 
"  Shelah  O'Neal,"  composed  hy  the  late  Sir  Alexander  BosweU.  When  I  have  stated 
that  I  have  arranged  the  Poems,  the  Songs,  and  the  Letters  of  Burns,  as  nearly  a 
possible  ia  tho  order  in  which  they  were  written  j  that  I  have  omitted  no  piece  of  either 
verse  or  prose  which  bore  the  impress  of  his  hand,  nor  included  any  hy  which  his  high 
reputation  would  likely  be  impaired,  I  have  said  all  that  seoms  necessary  to  be  said,-  save 
that  the  following  letter  came  too  late  for  insertion  in  its  proper  place :  it  is  charactoriafjo 
and  worth  a  place  anywhere. 

ALLAN  CUNNINGnAM. 


TO  DR.  ARCHIBALD  LADRIE. 

MossffU,  JSih  JVoii.  1786. 
Deak  Sib, 
X  haye  along  with  this  sent  the  two  rolumoa  of  Ossiaa^  with  the  remaining  Toiumc  of  the  Songs 
OBsiao  I  am  not  in  auoh  a  hurry  ahout;  but  I  wish  the  Bongs,  with  the  volume  of  the  Scotch  Poeta, 
retnmed  aa  soon  as  they  can  eouvemently  he  dispatohod.     If  they  .are  left  at  Mr.  Wilson,  the 
bookseller's  shop,  Eilmarnoot,  they  will  easily  reach  mo. 

My  most  respectful  oomplimeDts  to  Mr.  and  Mrs,  lauiie ;  and  a  Poet's  warmest  wisbes 
their  happiness  to  the  young  ladies  ;  pactioolarly  the  fiur  musioiioi,  whom  I  thiiTt  much  better 
i^ualified  thau  ever  DaTid  was,  or  conld  be,  to  charm  ait  evil  spirit  out  of  a  Saul. 

Indeed,  it  needs  not  the  feelings  of  a  poet  to  be  interested  in  the  welfare  of  one  of  the  awoetest 
scenes  of  domeaUc  peaoe  and  kindred  love  that  ever  1  saw;  as  I  think  the  peaceful  unity  of  8 
Margaret's  Hill  oftn  only  be  excelled  by  &e  banaonious  concord  of  the  Apocalyptic  Zion. 
I  am.  dear  Sir,  yours  sincerely, 

Robert  Bitrns. 
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LIFE 


ROBERT   BURNS. 


BoBEKT  BcnNS,  the  oliief  of  the  peasant  poeta  of  Scotlaai,  was  bora  in  a  little  mud-walled 
cottage  on  the  banks  of  Doon,  near  "  Allowaj's  nuld  hauntetl  kirk,"  in  the  sliire  of  Ayr,  on  the 
25th  day  of  Janaarj,  1759,  As  a  natural  mark  of  the  event,  a  sudden  storm  at  tlie  EHrne  laomont 
swept  the  land :  the  gabel-wall  of  the  fi'iiil  dwelling  gave  way,  and  tlie  babo-hnrd  was  liuiried 
through  a  tempest  of  wind  and  sleet  to  the  ehelter  of  a  securer  hovel.  Ha  was  the  elilcst  boi-n 
of  thiee  BonB  and  three  daughters ;  his  father,  IVillinm,  who  in  his  native  Kineardineshire  wiote 
uamo  Burness,  was  bred  a  gardener,  and  sought  for  work  in  the  West;  but  coming  from  the 
lands  of  the  noble  family  of  tlie  Keiths,  a  suspicion  nj^companied  him  that  he  had  been  out — as 
rebellion  waa  softly  called — in  the  forty-five :  a  suspicion  fatal  to  his  hopes  of  rest  and  bread,  in 
io  loyal  a  dislrieti  and  it  was  only  when  tlie  clei^jman  of  bis  native  parish  certiHod  bis  loyalty 
thiit  he  was  permitted  to  toil,  Thia  suspicion  of  Jajjobitism,  revived  by  Burns  himself,  when  he 
>  into  fame,  seems  not  to  h-avo  inSueneed  either  tJio  feelings,  or  tiio  tastes  of  Agnes  Brown,  a 
young  woman  on  the  Doon,  whom  he  wooed  and  married  in  December,  1757,  when  ho  was  thirty- 
BiK  years  old.  To  support  her,  he  leased  a  small  piece  of  ground,  which  ho  convertoil  into  a 
nursery  and  garden,  and  to  ehclter  her,  he  raised  with  his  own  hands  that  humbla  abode  where 
she  gave  birth  to  her  eldest  son. 

he  elder  Burns  was  a  well-informed,  silent,  austere  man,  who  endured  no  idle  gaiety,  nor 
indecorous  language :  wliile  he  rolasod  somewhat  the  hard,  stern  creed  of  the  Covenanting  times, 
e  enforced  all  the  work-day,  aa  well  aa  sabhatb-day  observances,  which  the  Colvinistic  kirk 
requires,  and  scrupled  at  promiaouous  dancing,  as  the  staid  of  our  own  day  scruple  at  the  waltz, 
ffis  wife  was  of  a  milder  mood ;  she  was  hlest  with  a  singular  fortitude  of  temper ;  was  as  devout 
)f  heart,  as  sho  was  calm  of  miod ;  and  lo-ed,  w>ile  bnsied  in  her  household  concerns,  to  sweeten 
die  bitterer  moments  of  life,  by  chanting  flie  songs  and  ballads  of  her  country,  of  which  her  store 
was  great.  The  garden  and. nursery  prospered  so  mach,  that  he  was  induced  to  widen  his  views, 
and  by  the  help  of  hie  kind  landlord,  the  laird  of  Doonholm,  and  the  more  questionable  aid  of 
borrowed  money,  he  entered  upon  a  neighbouring  farm,  named  Mount  OUphanf,  extending  to  an 
hundred  acres.  Thia  was  in  1765 ;  but  the  land  was  hungry  and  sterile;  the  seasons  proved  rainy 
and  rough;  the  toil  was  oertiiin,  lie  reward  unsure;  when  to  his  sorrow,  the  laird  of  Doonholm — 
a  generous  Ferguson, — died :  the  strict  terms  of  the  lease,  as  well  as  the  rent,  were  exacted  by 
a  harsh  factor,  and  with  his  wife  and  children,  he  was  obliged,  .after  a  losing  struggle  of  sis  years, 
to  relinquish  the  farm,  and  seek  shelter  on  the  grotmds  of  Lochlea,  some  ten  miles  off,  in  the 
parish  of  Tarbolton.  When,  in  after-days,  men's  characters  ware  in  the  hands  of  his  eldest  son, 
the  scoundrel  factor  sat  for  that  lasting  portrait  of  insolence  and  wj-ong,  in  the  "  Twa  Dogs." 

In  this  new  farm  TVilliam  Burns  seemed  to  strike  root,  and  thrive.  Ho  was  strong  of  body  and 
ardent  of  mind :  every  day  brought  increase  of  vigour  to  his  three  sons,  who,  though  very  young, 
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already  pat  their  hands  to  the  plough,  the  reap-hook,  and  the  flail.  But  it  seemed  tliat  nclliing 
which  he  nndertoolc  was  decreed  in  the  end  to  prosper:  after  four  seasons  of  prosperity  a  change 
ensued ;  the  farm  was  far  from  cheap ;  the  gains  under  any  lease  were  then  so  little,  that  tlie 
loss  of  a  few  pounds  was  rninons  to  n  farmer;  bad  seed  and  wot  seasons  had  their  usual  influence : 
"  The  gloom  of  hermits  and  the  moil  of  galley-slaves,"  as  the  poet,  alluding  to  those  days,  said, 
were  endured  to  no  purpose  ]  when,  to  crown  all,  a  difference  arose  between  the  landlord  and  the 
tenant,  as  to  the  terms  of  the  lease ;  and  the  early  days  of  tlie  poet,  and  the  declining  years  of 
his  father,  wei'e  harassed  by  disputes,  in  which  acnsitiyo  niiods  are  sure  to  sufl'er. 

Amid  these  laliours  and  disputes,  the  poet's  father  remembered  the  worth  of  religious  and  moral 
instruction :  ho  took  part  of  this  upon  himself  A  week-day  in  LoclUea  wore  the  sober  looks  of 
a  Sunday :  ho  read  the  Bible  and  esplajned,  as  intelligent  peasants  are  accustomed  to  do,  the 
sense,  when  dark  or  difficult ;  he  loved  to  discuss  the  spiritual  meanings,  and  gaze  on  the  mystical 
splendours  of  Uic  Kevelntiona.  Ha  was  aided  in  these  labours,  first,  by  the  school-master  of 
Alloway-mill,  near  the  Doon;  secondly,  by  John  Murdoch,  student  of  divinity,  who  undertook  to 
tea^h  arithmetic,  grammar,  French,  and  Latin,  to  the  boys  of  Loehlea,  and  the  sons  of  Ave 
neighbouring  farmers.  Murdoch,  who  was  an  enthusiast  in  learning,  much  of  a  pedant,  and  such 
a  judge  of  genius  that  he  thought  wit  should  always  be  laughing,  and  poetry  wear  an  eternal 
smile,  performed  Ms  task  well :  he  found  Robert  to  he  quick  in  apprehension,  and  not  afraid  to 
study  when  knowledge  was  the  reward.  He  taught  him  to  turn  Terse  into  its  natural  prose  order ; 
to  supply  all  the  ellipses,  and  not  to  desist  till  the  sense  was  clear  and  plain :  he  also,  in  their 
walks,  told  him  the  names  of  different  objects  both  in  Latin  and  French ;  and  though  his  know- 
ledge of  these  languages  never  amounted  to  much,  he  approached  tlie  grammar  of  the  English 
tongue,  through  the  former,  which  was  of  material  use  to  him,  in  his  poetic  compositions.  Burns 
was,  even  in  tliosc  early  days,  a  sort  of  enthusiast  in  all  that  concerned  the  glory  of  Scotland; 
he  used  to  fancy  himself  a  soldier  of  the  days  of  the  'Wallace  and  the  Bruce :  loved  to  strut  after 
the  bag-pipe  and  the  drum,  aud  read  of  the  bloody  struggles  of  his  country  for  freedom  and 
exietonce,  till  "  a  Scottish  prejudice,"  he  says,  "  was  poured  into  my  veins,  which  will  boil  there 
tm  the  flood-gates  of  life  are  simt  in  eternal  rest." 

In  this  mood  of  mind  Burns  was  unconsciously  approaching  the  land  of  poesie.     In  addition  t< 
the  histories  of  the  Wallace  and  the  Bruce,  he  found,  on  the  shelves  of  his  neighbours,  not  only 
whole  bodies  of  divinity,  and  sermons  without  limit,  bnt  the  works  of  some  of  tlie  best  English 
as  well  as  Scottisli  poets,  togetlier  with  songs  and  ballads  innumerable.     On  these  he  loved  b 
pore  whenever  a  moment  of  leisure  came;  nor  was  verse  Ms  sole  favourite ;  he  desired  to  drink 
knowledge  at  any  fountain,  and  Guthrie's  Grammar,  Dickson  on  Agriculture,  Addison's  Spectator,    [ 
Locke  on  the  Human  Understanding,  and  Taylor's  Scripture  Doctrine  of  Original  Sin,  were  as    i 
welcome  to  his  heart  as  Shakspenre,  Milton,  I'ope,  Thomson,  and  Young.     There  ia  ft  mystery  in    ! 
the  workings  of  genius :  with  these  poets  in  liis  head  and  hand,  we  see  not  that  he  has  advanced    \ 
one  step  in  the  way  in  which  ho  was  soon  f«  walk ,  "  Iligliland  Mary"  and  "  Tam  o  fehanter  '    ' 
sprang  from  ot^cr  inspirations.  i 

Burns  lifts  up  the  veil  himself,  from  the  studies  which  made  him  a  poet.     "In  ray  bojish 
days,"  ho  says  to  Moore,  "  I  owed  much  to  an  old  woman  (Jenny  Wilson)  who  resided  in  the 
family,  remarkable  for  her  creduKty  and  superstition.    She  had,  I  suppose,  the  largest  collection 
in  the  country  of  tales  and  songs,  concerning  devils,  ghosts,  fairies,  browMes,  witches,  warlocks, 
Bpunkies,  kelpies,   eifcandles,   dead-lights,  wraiths,  apparitions,   cantraips,  giants,   enchanted 
towers,  dragons,  and  other  trumpery.     Tliia  cultivated  the  latent  seeds  of  poesie ,  but  hod  so 
strong  an  effect  upon  my  imagination  that  to  this  hour,  in  my  nuetumal  rambles,  I  sometimes 
keep  a  lonk-out  on  sn^picious  places."    Here  we  have  the  young  poet  taking  lessons  in  the  classic 
lore  of  his  r.iitiye  land :  in  the  school  of  Janet  Wilson  he  profited  largely ;  her  talaa  gave  a  hue,    I 
all  tiieir  own,  to  many  noble  elfusioas.     But  her  teaching  was  at  tlie  hearth-stone :  when  he  was    ; 
in  tlie  fields,  cither  driving  a  cart  or  walking  to  labour,  he  had  erer  in  his  hand  a  oollection  of    1 
Bongs,  such  as  any  stall  in  the  laud  could  supply  him  with ;  and  over  these  he  pored,  ballad  by   I 
ballitd,  and  verse  by  verse,  noting  the  true,  tender,  and  the  natural  sublime  from  affectation  and    '■ 
tastian.    "  To  this,"  he  said,  "  1  am  convinced  that  I  owe  much  of  my  critic  craft,  such  as  it  is."    ] 
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Hia  motlicr,  tuo,  uneoiiaeioualj  led  liim  in  the  vnys  of  tlie  niuse :  she  loTcd  to  rceito  or  sing  to  him 
a  strange,  but  clever  ballad,  oallod  "  the  Life  and  Age  of  Man :"  this  Btrain  of  piety  and  imagina- 
oon  was  in  Ms  mind  when  lie  wrote  "  Man  was  made  to  Mourn." 

He  found  other  teachers — of  a,  tandcrer  nature  and  softer  influence.  "  Ton  liuow,"  ho  sajs  to 
Moore,  "«ur  oountry  custom  of  coupling  a  man  and  woman  together  as  partners  in  the  labours 
of  harrest.  In  my  fifteenth  autumn  my  partner  waa  a  bewitching  creature,  a  year  younger  than 
myself;  eha  was  in  trutli  a  boimie,  sweet,  sonsie  lass,  and  unwittingly  to  herself,  initiated  me  in 
tJtat  ilelioious  passion,  wliich,  in  spite  of  acid  disappointment,  gin-horse  prudence,  and  hook-worm 
philosophy,  I  hold  to  he  tlie  first  of  iroman  joys.  How  she  caught  the  contagion  I  cannot  toll;  I 
ncTer  expressly  said  I  loved  her  :  indeed  I  did  not  know  myself  why  I  likod  so  much  to  loiter 
behind  with  lier,  when  returning  in  the  eTcninga  from  our  labours ;  why  the  tones  of  her  voice 
made  my  heart  strings  thrill  like  an  iEolian  harp,  and  particularly  why  my  pulse  beat  sach  a 
furious  ratan,  Trheu  I  looked  and  fingered  over  her  little  hand,  to  pick  out  the  crael  nettle-stings 
and  thistles.  Among  other  love-inspiring  qualities,  she  saag  sweetly,  and  it  was  her  favourite 
reol  to  which  I  attempted  to  give  an  embodied  vehicle  iu  rhyme ;  thus  with  me  began  love  and 
verse ."  This  intercourse  with  the  fair  part  of  the  creation,  was  to  his  slumbering  eraotiona,  a 
voice  from  heaven  t»  call  them  into  life  and  poetry. 

From  the  school  of  traditionary  lore  and  lovo,  Burns  now  went  to  a  rougher  academy.  Lochlea, 
tliougli  not  producing  line  crops  of  com,  was  considered  excellent  for  flai ;  and  while  the  culti- 
vatiou  of  this  commodity  was  coiamittod  to  his  father  and  liia  brother  Gilbert,  he  was  sent  to 
Irvine  at  Slidsummer,  1781,  to  learn  tlie  trade  of  a  flai-dresser,  under  one  Peacock,  kinsman  to 
hia  mother.  Some  time  before,  he  had  spent  a  portion  of  a  summer  at  a  school  in  Kirkoawnld, 
learning  mensuration  and  land-surveying,  where  he  had  mingled  in  scenes  of  sociality  with 
Bmugglcrs,  and  enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  a  silent  walk,  under  the  moon,  with  the  young  and  the 
beautiful.  At  Irvine  he  laboured  by  day  to  acquire  a  knowledge  of  his  business,  and  at  niglit  he 
associated  with  the  gay  and  the  thoughtless,  with  whom  he  learnt  to  empty  his  glass,  and  indulge 
in  free  discourse  on  topics  forbidden  at  Lochlea.  He  had  one  small  room  for  a  lodging,  for  which 
he  gave  a  shilling  a  week ;  meit  he  seldom  tasted,  and  his  food  consisted  chiefly  of  oatnieal  and 
potatoes  sent  froia  his  father's  house.  In  a  letter  to  his  father,  writlcn  with  grant  purity  and 
simplieity  of  style,  he  thus  gives  a  picture  of  himself,  mental  and  bodily :  "  Honoured  Sir,  I  have 
purposely  delayed  writing,  in  the  hope  that  I  should  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  on  new 
years'  day,  but  work  comes  so  hard  upon  us  that  I  do  not  clioose  to  be  absent  on  that  account. 
My  healtii  is  nearly  the  same  as  when  you  were  here,  only  my  sleep  is  a  little  sonuder,  and  on 
the  whole,  I  am  rather  better  than  otherwise,  though  I  mend  by  very  slow  degrees :  the  weak- 
ness of  ray  nerves  had  so  debilitated  my  mind  that  I  daro  neither  review  past  wants  nor  look  for- 
wird  into  futurity,  for  the  least  ansiety  or  perturbation  in  my  breast  proijnces  most  unhappy 
ciFects  on  my  whole  frame.  Sometimes  indeed,  when  for  an  hour  or  two  my  spirits  ore  a  little 
ligbtoned  I  fflimmir  3  litHe  into  futurity;  but  my  principal  and  indeed  my  only  pleasurable 
employment  is  looking  backwards  and  forwards  in  a  moral  and  reli^ous  way.  I  am  quite  tranS' 
ported  at  the  thought  that  ere  long,  perhaps  very  soon,  I  shall  bid  an  eternal  adieu  to  all  the 
pains  and  uneasinesses,  and  disquietudes  of  this  weary  life.  As  for  the  world,  I  despair  of  ever 
making  a  figure  in  it :  I  am  not  formed  for  the  bustle  of  the  busy,  nor  the  flutter  of  the  gay.  I 
fore''oe  that  poverty  and  obscurity  probably  await  me,  and  I  am  in  some  measure  prepared  and 
daily  preparing  to  moot  them.  1  have  but  just  time  and  paper  to  return  you  my  grateful  thanks 
for  the  lessons  of  virtue  and  piety  you  have  given  me,  which  were  but  too  much  neglected  at  the 
time  of  giving  them,  but  which,  I  hope,  have  been  remembered  ere  it  is  jet  too  late."  This 
remarkable  letter  was  written  iu  the  twenty-second  year  of  Ms  age ;  it  alludes  to  the  illness 
which  seems  to  have  been  the  companion  of  hia  youth,  a  nervous  headache,  brought  on  by  con- 
gtant  toil  and  ansiety ;  and  it  speaks  of  the  melancholy  wMdi  is  the  common  attendant  of  genius, 
and  its  sensibilities,  aggravated  by  despair  of  distinction.  The  cataatrophe  which  happened  ere 
this  letter  was  well  in  Ma  father's  hand,  accords  ill  with  quotations  from  the  Bible,  and  hopes 
Bsed  it!  heaven; — "As  we  gave,"  ho  says,  "a  welcome  carousal  to  the  new  year,  the  shop  took 
Era,  and  burnt  t'  ashes,  and  I  waa  left,  like  a  true  poet,  not  worth  a  sispcnee," 
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This  disaster  was  followed  by  one  more  grievous:  hia  father  was  well  in  j-«ars  when  he  wns 
married,  imd  nge  and  a  constitntioa  iujiired  by  toil  and  disappointment,  began  to  press  him 
down,  cro  his  sons  had  grown  up  to  man's  estate  On  all  sides  the  cloads  began  tc  darken : 
the  farm  was  unprosperous :  the  specolatious  □  ftai  fa  le  I  and  the  Ian  llord  of  lochlca,  raising 
a  question  upon  the  meaning  of  the  lease,  con  ermng  rotat  on  of  crop  pushed  the  matter  to  a 
lawsuit,  alike  ruinous  to  a  poor  man  either  n  Is  aueoes  or  its  fi  lure  Wter  throe  jeai-s 
tossing  and  whirling,"  says  Burna,  "  in  th  to  te^  of  Lligation  my  father  was  just  saved  &.-om 
the  horrors  of  a  jail  by  a  consumption,  wh  ch  after  two  years  jr  m  sea  k  ndly  slept  in  and 
earriod  him  away  to  where  tlie  'wicked  eea^e  fr  m  tionb!  ng  and  tl  e  weary  a  e  at  rest-'  His  all 
went  among  the  hell-hounds  that  prowl  in  the  kennel  of  justice.  The  finishing  evil  wliieh  brought 
up  tlie  rear  of  this  infernal  file,  was  my  conafitudonal  melancholy  being  increased  to  such  a 
degree,  tliat  for  three  months  I  was  in  a  state  of  mind  scarcely  to  be  envied  ty  the  hopeless 
wretehes  who  have  got  their  mittimus,  '  Depart  from  me,  ye  cursed.' " 

Robert  Burns  was  now  the  head  of  his  father's  house.  He  gathered  togetler  ilie  little  that 
law  and  Taisfortune  had  spared,  and  took  the  farm  of  Mossgiel,  near  Mauchline,  containing  one 
handced  and  eighteen  acres,  at  a  rent  of  ninety  pounds  a  year :  his  mother  and  sisters  took  the 
domestic  superintendence  of  home,  barn,  and  byre  ;  and  he  associated  his  Tirother  Gilbert  in  the 
labours  of  the  land.  It  was  made  a' joint  affair:  the  poet  was  young,  willing,  and  vigorous,  and 
excelled  in  ploughing,  sowing,  reaping,  mowing,  and  thrashing.  His  wages  were  fixed  at  seven 
pounds  per  annum,  and  such  for  a  time  was  hia  care  and  frugality,  that  he  nerer  eiceedcd  this 
small  allowance.  He  purchased  books  on  farming,  held  conversations  with  the  old  and  the  know- 
ing ;  and  said  unto  himself,  "  I  shall  be  prudent  and  wise,  and  my  shadow  shall  increase  in  tlie 
land."  But  it  was  not  decreed  that  these  resolutions  were  to  endure,  and  that  he  was  to  becooie 
a  mighty  agriculturist  in  the  west.  Farmer  AttenUon,  as  the  proTerb  says,  is  a  good  farmer,  all 
the  world  orer,  and  Burns  was  snch  by  fits  and  by  starts.  But  he  who  writes  an  ode  on  tlie  sheep 
he  is  about  to  shear,  a  poem  on  the  flower  that  he  covers  with  the  furrow,  who  sees  visions  on  his 
way  to  market,  who  makes  rhymes  on  tho  horse  he  is  about  to  yoke,  and  a  song  on  the  girl  who 
shows  the  whitest  hands  among  his  reapers,  lias  small  chance  of  leading  a  market,  or  of  being 
laird  of  tho  fields  he  routs.  The  dreams  of  Burns  were  of  the  muses,  and  not  of  rising  markets, 
of  golden  loots  rather  than  of  yellow  com :  he  had  other  faults.  It  is  not  known  that  William 
Bums  was  aware  before  his  death  that  his  eldest  son  had  sinned  in  rhyiac  ;  but  we  have  Gilbert's 
assurance,  that  his  father  went  to  the  grave  in  ignorance  of  his  son's  errors  of  a  loss  venial  kind 
— unwitting  that  he  was  soon  to  give  a  two-fold  proof  of  both  in  "  Rob  the  Rhymer's  Address  tc 
his  Bastard  Child" — a  poem  less  decorous  than  witty. 

The  dress  and  condition  of  Burns  whon  ho  became  a  poet  were  not  at  all  poetical,  in  the  minstrel 
meaning  of  the  word.  His  clothes,  coarse  and  homely,  were  made  from  liorae-grown  wool,  shorn  i 
off  his  own  sheeps'  baots,  carded  and  spun  at  bis  own  fireside,  woven  by  tlie  village  weaver,  and,  ] 
when  not  of  natural  hodden-gray,  dyod  a  half-blue  in  the  village  vat.  They  wore  shaped  and  ; 
sewed  by  tlio  district  toiler,  who  usually  wrought  at  tlie  rate  of  a  groat  a  day  and  his  food ;  :ind 
as  the  wool  was  coarse,  so  also  was  the  workmanship.  The  linen  which  he  wore  was  horac-growii, 
homo-liacUled,  home-spun,  home-woven,  and  home-bleached,  and,  unless  designed  for  SunilHy 
use,  was  of  coarse,  strong  harn,  to  suit  the  tear  and  wear  of  bam  and  field.  His  shoes  etuue  frorii 
rnatio  tanplts,  for  most  farmers  then  prepared  their  own  leather;  were  armed,  sole  and  heel,  willi 
heavy,  broad-beaded  nails,  to  endure  the  clod  and  the  road :  as  hats  were  then  little  in  use,  save 
among  small  lairds  or  counh-y  gentry,  westland  heads  were  commonly  covered  with  a  coan.*, 
broad,  blue  bonnet,  with  a  stopple  on  its  flat  crown,  made  in  thousands  at  Kilmarnock,  an-:!  known 
in  all  lands  by  tlie  name  of  scone  bonnets.  His  plaid  was  a  handsome  red  and  white  chck — 
for  pride  in  poets,  ho  said,  was  no  sin — prepared  of  fine  wool  with  more  than  common  care  by 
ihe  hands  of  Ms  mother  and  sisters,  and  woven  with  more  skill  than  the  villoge  wearer  was 
asually  required  to  exert.  His  dwelling  was  in  keeping  with  his  dress,  a  low,  thatched  house, 
with  akitchen,  a  bedroom  and  closet,  with  floors  of  kneaded  clay,  and  ceilings  of  moorland  tnrf : 
a  few  books  on  a  shelf,  thumbed  by  many  a  thumb ;  a  few  hams  drj-ing  above  lead  in  the  smoke, 
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which  was  in  no  hasto  to  gut  out  at  the  roof — a  wooden  settle,  some  oak  chairs,  chaff  beils  well 
eoTered  with  blanketii,  with  a  fire  of  peat  and  wood  burning  at  a  distance  ftom  the  gable  wall,  on 
the  middle  of  the  floor.  His  food  was  as  homelj  as  his  habitation,  and  consisted  chiefly  of  oat- 
meal-porridge, barley-broth,  and  potatoes,  and  milk.  How  the  muso  happened  to  yisit  him  in 
this  clay  biggin,  take  a  fancy  to  a  clouteriy  peasant,  and  teach  him  strains  of  consummate  beauty 
and  elegajice,  most  erer  be  a  matter  of  woailer  to  all  those,  and  they  are  not  few,  who  hold  that 
noble  sentiments  and  heroic  deeds  are  the  eiclusiTe  portioa  of  the  gently  nursed  and  tlie  far 


Of  the  earlier  rerses  of  Burns  few  are  preserved :  when  composed,  lie  put  them  on  paper,  bat 
he  kept  them  to  himself:  though  a  poet  at  siiteen,  be  seems  not  to  hare  made  even  his  brother 
his  confidante  till  he  became  a  man,  aad  his  judgment  had  ripened.  He,  however,  made  a  little 
clasped  paper  book  his  treasurer,  and  under  the  head  of  "Observations,  Hints,  Songs,  and 
Scraps  of  Poetry,"  we  find  many  a  wayward  and  impassioned  verse,  songs  rising  little  above  the 
humbleat  country  strain,  or  bursting  into  an  elegance  and  a  beauty  worthy  of  the  highest  of 
minstrels  The  first  words  noted  down  are  the  stanias  which  he  composed  on  his  fair  companion 
of  th*  harvest-field,  out  of  whose  hands  he  loved  to  remove  the  nettle-stings  and  the  thistles  :  the 
prcitier  song,  beginning  "Now  westlin  win's  and  slaughtering  guns,"  wi'itten  on  the  lass  of 
Kirkoswald,  with  whom,  instead  of  learning  mensuration,  he  chose  to  wander  under  the  light  of 
the  moon  a  strain  better  still,  inspired  by  the  charms  of  a  neighbouring  medden,  of  the  name 
of  A.nnic  Ronald ;  another,  of  equal  merit,  arising  out  of  his  nocturnal  adventures  among  the 
lassos  of  the  west ;  and,  finally,  that  crowning  glory  of  all  his  lyric  compositions,  "  Green  grow 
the  rashes."  This  little  clasped  boolt,  however,  seems  not  to  have  been  made  liis  confidante  till 
hia  twenty-third  or  twenty-fourth  year;  Jie  probably  admitted  to  its  pages  only  the  strains  which 
he  loved  most,  or  snch  as  had  taken  a  place  in  his  memory ;  at  whatever  age  it  was  commenced, 
he  had  then  begun  In  estimate  Ms  own  character,  and  intimate  his  fortunes,  for  he  calls  himself 
in  its  pages  "  a  man  who  had  littlo  art  in  making  money,  and  still  less  in  keeping  it." 

We  have  not  been  told  how  welcome  the  incense  of  his  songs  rendered  him  to  the  matio  maidens 
of  Kyle :  women  are  not  apt  to  be  won  by  the  charms  of  verso ;  they  have  littlo  sympathy  with 
dreamers  on  Parnassus,  and  allow  themselves  to  be  influenced  by  something  more  substantial  than 
tiie  roses  and  lilies  of  the  muse.  Bums  had  other  claims  to  their  regai'd  than  those  arising  from  pootio 
bMU;  he  was  tall,  young,  good-looking,  with  dark,  bright  eyes,  and  words  and  wit  at  will:  lie  had  a 
Bareastio  sally  for  all  lads  who  presumed  to  cross  his  paih,  and  a  softj  persuasive  word  for  all  lasses 
on  whom  he  fixed  his  fancy :  nor  was  this  all — he  was  adventurous  and  bold  in  love  trystes  and 
love  esoursions:  long,  rough  roads,  stormy  nights,  flooded  rivers,  and  lonesome  places,  were  no 
letts  to  him  ;  and  when  the  dangers  or  labours  of  tlio  way  were  br.ived,  he  was  alike  skilful  in 
eluding  vigilant  aunts,  wakerifo  mothers,  and  envious  or  suspicious  sisters :  for  rivals  he  had  a 
blow  ns  ready  as  he  had  a  word,  and  was  familiar  with  snug  stack-yards,  broomy  glens,  and  nooks 
of  hawthorn  and  honeysuckle,  where  niaideas  love  to  be  wooed.  This  rendered  liim  dearer  to 
woman's  heart  than  all  the  lyric  effusions  of  his  fancy ;  and  when  we  add  to  such  allurements,  a 
warm,  flowing,  and  persuasive  eloquence,  we  need  not  wonder  that  woman  listened  and  was  won ; 
tliat  one  of  the  most  charming  damsels  of  the  West  said,  an  hour  with  him  in  the  dark  was  woiih 
a  lifetime  of  light  with  any  other  body;  or  that  the  accomplished  and  heantifal  Duchess  of 
Gordon  declared,  in  a  latter  day,  that  no  man  ever  carried  her  so  completely  off  her  feet  as 
Robert  Bums. 

It  ia  one  of  the  delusions  of  the  poet's  critics  and  biographers,  that  the  sources  of  his  inspira- 
tion are  to  be  found  in  the  great  classic  poets  of  the  land,  with  some  of  wlioia  he  had  from  his 
youth  been  familiar :  there  is  iittle  or  no  trace  of  them  in  any  of  liis  compositions.  He  read 
and  wondered — he  warmed  his  fancy  at  their  flame,  he  corrected  his  own  natural  taate  by  theirs, 
but  he  neither  copied  nor  imitated,  and  there  are  but  two  or  three  allusions  to  Young  and  8hat- 
speare  in  all  the  range  of  his  verse.  He  could  not  but  feel  that  he  was  the  scholar  of  a  difierent 
Bohool,  and  that  his  thirst  was  to  be  slaked  at  clher  foantains.  The  langtiage  in  which  those 
great  bards  embodied  their  thoughts  waa  unapproachable  to  an  Ayrshire  peasant ;  it  was  to  him 
as  an  almost  foreign  tongue :  ho  had  to  think  and  feel  in  the  not  ungraceful  or  inharmonious 
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language  of  his  own  vale,  and  tlieo,  in  a  mimuer,  tiannlote  it  into  that  of  Popa  or  of  Thomson, 
with  the  additional  difficulty  of  finding  English  words  to  eipress  the  esact  meaning  of  those  of 
Scotland,  which  had  chieHj  been  retained  because  eqniyaleats  could  not  be  found  in  the  mora 
elegant  and  grammatical  tongue.  Such  straina  as  those  of  the  polished  Pope  or  the  sublimer 
MiltoQ  were  hejond  his  power,  less  from  delicienc;  of  genius  than  from  lact  of  language:  he 
conld,  indood,  nrito  English  nith  ease  and  fluencj ;  but  when  he  desired  to  be  tender  or  impa^ 
sionod,  to  persuade  or  sahdue,  he  had  recourse  to  the  Scottish,  and  he  found  it  sufBeient. 

The  goddesses  or  the  Dalilahs  of  the  young  poet's  song  were,  like  the  language  in  which  he 
celebrated  them,  the  produce  of  the  district ;  not  dames  high  and  exalted,  but  lasses  of  the  barn 
and  of  the  byre,  who  bad  never  been  in  higher  company  than  that  of  shepherds  or  ploughmen, 
or  danced  in  a  politer  assembly  tJiau  that  of  their  fellow-peasants,  on  a  barn-floor,  to  the  sound 
of  Che  district  fiddle.  Nor  even  of  these  did  ho  choose  the  loveliest  to  lay  out  the  wealth  of  Ms 
verse  upon :  he  has  been  accused,  by  his  brother  among  others,  of  lavishing  the  colours  of  hia 
fancy  on  very  ordinary  faces.  "He  had  always,"  says  Gilbert,  "a  jealousy  of  people  who  w 
Heher  than  himself ;  his  lovOj  therefore,  seldom  settled  on  persons  of  this  description.  When  he 
selected  any  one,  out  of  tiie  sovereignty  of  his  good  pleasure,  to  whom  he  should  pay  Ids  parti- 
cular attention,  slie  was  instantly  invested  with  a  sufficient  stock  of  charms  out  of  the  plentiful 
stcros  of  his  own  imagination :  and  there  was  often  a  great  dissimilitude  between  his  fair  capti- 
vator,  as  she  appeared  to  otliers  and  as  she  seemed  when  invested  with  the  attributes  he  gave 
her."  "My  heart,"  he  himself,  spealiing  of  those  days,  observes,  "was  completely  tinder,  and 
■was  eternally  lighted  up  by  some  goddess  or  other."  Yet,  it  must  be  acluiowledged  that  sufficient 
room  exists  for  behoving  that  Bums  and  bis  brethren  of  the  K'est  had  very  difl'ercnt  notions 
the  captivatiug  and  the  beautiful ;  while  they  were  moved  by  rosy  cheeks  and  looks  of  rustic 
health,  he  was  moved,  lilte  a  sculptor,  by  beauty  of  form  or  by  harmony  of  motion,  and  by 
expression,  which  lightened  up  ordinary  features  and  rendered  tliem  captivating.  Such,  I  have 
been  told,  were  several  of  tlie  lasses  of  the  West,  to  whom,  if  he  did  not  surrender  his  heart,  he 
rendered  homage  ;  and  both  eloganoo  of  form  and  beauty  of  face  were  visible  to  all  in  those  of 
whom  he  afterwards  sang — the  Hamiltons  and  the  Eurncts  of  Edinburgh,  and  (lie  Millers  and 
M'Uurdos  of  the  Nith. 

The  mind  of  Burns  took  now  a  wider  range :  he  had  sung  of  the  maidens  of  Eyle  in  strs 
not  likely  soon  to  die,  and  though  not  weary  of  the  softnesses  of  love,  he  desired  tc  try  his  genius 
on  matters  of  a  sterner  kind — what  those  subjeota  wore  he  tells  us  ;  they  were  homely  and  a 
band,  of  a  native  nature  and  of  Scottish  growth;  places  celebrated  in  P.oman  story,  vales  made 
famous  in  Grecian  song — hills  of  vines  and  groves  of  myrtle  had  few  charms  for  him,  "I  am 
hurt,"  thus  he  writes  in  August,  1785,  "  to  see  other  towns,  rivers,  woods,  and  haughs  of  Scot- 
land immortalized  in  song,  while  my  dear  native  county,  the  auoient  Baillicriea  of  Carrick,  Kyle, 
and  Cunningham,  famous  in  both  ancient  and  modern  times  for  a  gallant  and  warlike  race  of 
inhabitants — a  county  where  civil  and  religions  liberty  have  ever  found  their  first  support  and 
their  asylam — ^a  county,  the  birth-place  of  many  famous  philosophers,  soldiers,  and  statesmen, 
and  the  scenu  of  many  great  events  recorded  in  history,  parlJculiirly  the  actions  of  the  glorious 
Wallace — yet  wo  have  never  had  one  Scotch  poet  of  any  eminence  to  make  the  fertile  banks  of 
Irvine,  the  romantic  woodlands  and  sequestered  scenes  of  Ayr,  and  the  mountainous  source  and 
winding  sweep  of  the  Doou,  emulate  Tay,  Forth,  Ettrick,  and  Tweed.  This  is  a  complaint  I  would 
gladly  remody,  but,  al.i.s!  I  am  far  unequal  to  the  task,  both  in  geuius  and  education."  To  fill 
up  wiUi  glowing  verse  the  outline  which  this  sketch  indicates,  was  to  raise  the  long-laid  spirit  of 
national  song — to  waken  a  strain  to  which  the  whole  land  would  yield  response — a  miracle  unat- 
tempted — certainly  unperformed — since  the  days  of  the  Gentle  Shepherd.  It  is  trne  that  the 
tongue  of  the  muse  liad  at  no  time  been  wholly  silent ;  that  now  and  then  a  burst  of  sublime  woe, 
like  the  sonj;  of  "  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me,"  and  of  lasting  merriment  and  humour,  like  that 
of  "  Tibbie  Fowler,"  proved  that  the  fire  of  natural  poesie  smouldered,  if  it  did  not  blaze ;  while 
the  social  strains  of  the  unfortunate  Fergusaon  revived  in  the  city,  if  not  in  the  field,  the  memory 
of  him  who  sang  the  "  Monk  and  the  Miller's  wife."  But  notwithstanding  these  and  other  pro- 
ductions of  equal  ment,  Scottish  poesie,  it  must  be  owned,  bad  lost  much  of  its  original  ecstasy 
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and  ferrour,  and  that  the  Loldcat  efforts  of  tlic  muse  no  more  equalled  Hie  songs  of  Diinljar,  of 
Douglas,  of  Lyndsay,  and  of  James  tlic  Fifth,  than  the  sound  of  au  iirtificiul  cascade  resembles 
the  ondjiDg  thunders  of  Corra. 

To  .iccompliah  tliU  requireil  an  acquaintance  willi  man  beyond  what  t]ie  forge,  the  change-house, 
and  the  markot-plaoo  of  the  Tillage  supplied ;  a,  look  furllier  ttaii  the  barn-jard  and  the  fittrowed 
fialcl,  and  a  livelier  knowledge  and  deeper  feeling  of  history  than,  probably.  Burns  eTor  possessed. 
To  all  ready  and  accessible  sources  of  knowledge  he  appears  to  have  had  recourse ;  he  sought 
matter  for  Ms  muse  in  the  meetings,  religions  as  well  as  social,  of  the  district — consorted  wilh 
staid  matjons,  grave  plodding  farmers — with  tliose  mho  preached  as  well  as  those  who  listened — 
with  sharp-tongued  attorneys,  who  laid  down  the  law  over  aMauchline  gill — with  coantry  squires, 
whose  wisilom  was  great  in  the  gnme-Iawa,  and  in  contested  elections — and  with  roving  smug- 
glers, who  at  that  time  hung,  as  a  cloud,  on  all  the  western  coast  of  Scotland.  In  the  company 
of  farmers  and  fellow-peasants,  he  witnessed  scenes  which  he  loved  to  embody  in  verso,  saw  pic- 
es of  peace  and  joy,  now  woven  info  Uie  web  of  his  song,  and  had  a  poetic  impulse  given  to 
him  both  by  cottage  devotion  and  cottage  merriment.  If  he  was  familiar  with  love  and  all  its 
outgoings  and  incomings — had  met  his  lass  in  the  midnight  shade,  or  walked  with  her  under  the 
moon,  or  braved  a  stormy  night  and  a  haunted  road  for  her  sake— ho  was  as  well  acquainted  with 
the  joys  which  belong  to  social  intercourse,  when  instruments  of  music  speak  to  tie  feet,  when 
the  reek  of  punchbowls  gives  a  tongue  to  the  staid  and  demure,  and  bridal  festivity,  and  harvest- 
homes,  bid  a  whole  valley  lift  up  its  voice  and  be  glad.  It  is  more  difBcnlt  to  decide  what  poetic 
use  he  could  make  of  his  intercourse  with  that  loose  and  lawless  class  of  men,  who,  from  love  of 
gain,  broke  the  laws  and  braved  the  police  of  their  covintry ;  that  he  found  among  smugglers,  as 
he  says,  "  men  of  noble  rirtaes,  magnanimity,  generosity,  disinterested  fiicndsliip,  and  modesty," 
is  easier  to  believe  than  that  he  escaped  the  contamination  of  their  sensual  manners  and  prodi- 
gality. The  people  of  Kyle  regarded  this  conduct  with  suspicion :  they  were  not  to  be  expected 
to  know  that  when  Bums  ranted  and  boosed  with  smugglers,  conversed  with  tinkers  huddled  in  a 
kiln,  or  listened  to  the  riotous  mirth  of  a  batch  of  "randia  gangrel  bodies"  as  they  "toomcd 
their  powka  and  pawned  their  duds, "for  liquor  inPoosie  Nansie's,  he  was  taking  sketches  for  the 
fntnre  entertjunment  and  instruction  of  the  world ;  they  could  not  foresee  that  from  all  this  moral 
strength  and  poetic  beauty  would  arise. 

While  meditating  something  better  than  a  ballad  to  his  mistress's  eyebrow,  be  did  not  neglect 
to  lay  out  the  little  skill  he  had  iu  cultivating  the  grounds  of  Mossgiel.  The  prosperity  in  which 
he  found  himself  in  the  first  and  second  seasons,  induced  him  to  hope  that  good  fortune  had  not 
yet  forsaken  him :  a  genial  summer  and  a  good  market  seldom  come  together  to  the  farmer,  but 
at  first  they  came  to  Burns  ;  and  to  show  that  he  was  worthy  of  them,  he  bought  books  on  agri- 
culture, calculated  rotation  of  crops,  attended  sales,  hold  the  plough  with  diligence,  used  the 
scytlie,  the  reap-hook,  and  the  ftai!,  with  skill,  and  the  malicious  even  began  to  say  that  there 
was  something  more  in  him  than  wild  sallies  of  wit  and  foolish  rhymes.  But  the  farm  lay  high, 
the  bottom  was  wet,  and  in  a  third  season,  indifferent  seed  and  a  wet  harvest  robbed  him  at  once 
of  half  Ms  crop ;  he  seems  to  have  regarded  this  as  an  intimation  from  above,  that  nothing  which 
he  undertook  would  prosper :  and  consoled  himself  with  joyons  friends  and  with  the  society  of 
the  muse.  The  judgment  cannot  he  proised  which  selected  a  farm  with  a  wet  cold  bottom,  and 
sowed  it  with  unsound  seed ;  but  that  man  who  despairs  because  a  wet  season  robs  him  of  the 
fmits  of  tie  field,  is  unfit  for  tlio  warfare  of  life,  where  fortitude  is  as  much  required  as  by  a 
general  on  a  field  of  battle,  when  the  tide  of  success  threatens  to  flow  against  him.  The  p"et 
seems  to  have  believed,  very  eai-Iy  in  life,  that  he  wasnone  of  the  elect  of  Mammon;  that  he  was  too 
mneh  of  a  genius  ever  to  acquire  wealth  by  steady  labour,  or  by,  as  he  loved  to  oaU  it,  gin-horse 
prudence,  or  grubbing  industry. 

And  yet  there  were  hours  and  days  in  which  Bams,  even  when  the  rain  fell  on  his  unhoused 
sheaves,  did  not  wholly  despair  of  himself:  he  laboured,  nay  sometimes  he  slaved  on  his  farm  ; 
and  at  intervals  of  toil,  sought  to  embellish  his  mind  with  such  knowledge  as  might  be  useful, 
should  chance,  the  goddess  who  ruled  his  lot,  drop  him  upon  some  of  the  higher  places  of  the 
land.     He  had.  vrhile  he  lived  at  Tarbolton,  united  with  some  half-dozen  young  men,  all  sons  of 
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fatmora  ia  that  ncigiibom-Iiooil,  in.  forming  a  club,  of  wliioh  tlie  object  was  to  charm  away  ii  few 
evening  hours  in  tlie  week  with  agroeable  cbit-ebat,  and  the  diseussion  of  topics  of  econoi:iy  or 
love.  Of  this  little  society  the  poet  was  president,  and  ilie  fii'St  question  tiiej  ware  called  on  to 
settle  was  this,  "  Suppose  a  young  man  bred  a  farmer,  bat  without  any  fortune,  has  it  io  liis 
power  to  marry  either  of  two  women ;  the  one  a  girl  of  large  fortune,  but  neither  handsome  in 
person,  nor  agreeable  in  conTersation,  but  who  can  manage  the  household  affairs  of  a  farm  well 
encugb ;  the  other  of  them,  a  girl  every  way  agreeable  in  person,  conversation,  and  behaviour, 
bat  without  any  fortune,  which  of  them  shall  he  choose  ?"  This  question  was  started  by  the 
pcot,  and  once  every  weeic  the  club  were  called  to  the  consideration  of  matters  connectoii  with 
rural  life  and  industry :  their  expenses  were  limited  to  threepence  a  week ;  and  till  the  departure 
of  Burns  to  the  distant  Mossgiol,  the  olnb  continued  to  live  and  thiiro  ;  on  his  removal  it  losttlio 
spirit  which  gave  it  birth,  and  was  heard  of  no  more  ;  but  its  aims  and  its  usefulness  were  rcTiveit 
in  Manclilino,  where  tlie  poot  was  induced  to  establish  a  society  wliich  only  differed  from  tlie 
other  in  spending  the  moderate  fines  arising  from  non-attendance,  on  books,  ijistoad  of  liquor. 
Here,  too,  Bums  was  the  president,  and  the  members  were  chiefly  tlie  sons  of  husbandmen,  ivhoia 
lie  found,  he  said,  more  natural  in  their  manners,  and  more  agreeable  than  the  sclf-Eufficient 
mechanics  of  villages  and  towns,  who  were  ready  to  dispute  on  all  topics,  and  inclineii  to  be  con- 
vliieed  on  none.  This  olnb  had  the  pleasure  of  subscribing  for  (lie  Erst  edition  of  tlie  works  of 
its  gi'cat  associate.  It  has  been  questioned  by  Lis  £rst  biographer,  whetlier  the  refinement  of 
mind,  wliich  follows  the  reading  of  books  of  eloquence  and  delicacy, — the  mental  improvement 
resulting  from  such  calm  discussions  as  the  Tarbolton  and  Mfluehlino  clubs  indulged  in,  was  not 
i.";i;iiuus  to  men  engaged  in  the  barn  and  at  the  plough.  A  well-ordered  mind  will  be  etrcngth- 
tiijJ,  asivell  as  embellished,  by  elegant  knowledge,  while  over  tiioso  naturally  ban-en  and  nngcniiil 
all  tiiiit  is  refined  or  noble  will  pass  as  a  sunny  shower  scuds  over  lumps  of  granite,  biiagiug 
neitlier  waimth  nor  life. 

In  the  account  ivhieli  tJie  poet  gives  to  Moore  of  Ms  early  poems,  he  says  little  about  Jiis  esqui- 
sJDe  lyrics,  and  less  about  "  The  Death  and  dying  Words  of  Poor  Mailie,"  or  her  "  Elegy,"  the 
fiist  of  Ilia  poems  where  the  inspiration  of  the  muse  is  visible ;  but  ho  speaks  with  osultation  of 
the  fame  which  tliose  indecorous  sallies,  "  Holy  Willie's  Prayer"  and  "  The  Holy  Tulsie"  brought 
fiom  some  of  the  clergy,  and  the  people  of  Ayrshire.  The  west  of  Scotland  is  ever  in  tlio  van, 
when  matters  either  political  or  religious  are  agitated.  Calvinism  was  shaken,  at  this  time,  with 
a  controversy  among  its  professors,  of  which  it  is  enough  to  say,  that  while  one  party  rigidly 
adhered  to  the  word  and  letter  of  tie  Confession  of  Faith,  and  preached  up  the  palmy  and  whole- 
some days  of  the  Covenant,  the  other  sought  to  soften  the  harsher  rules  and  observances  of  the 
kiik,  aud  to  bring  moderation  and  charity  into  its  discipline  as  well  as  its  councils.  Both  believed 
tdeniaolves  right,  both  were  loud  and  hot,  and  personal, — bitter  with  a  bitterness  only  known  iji 
religious  controversy.  The  poet  sided  with  the  professors  of  the  Kew  Light,  as  the  more  tolerant 
ivcro  called,  and  handled  the  professors  of  the  Old  Light,  as  the  other  party  were  named,  with 
the  most  unsparing  severity.  For  this  he  had  sufficient  cause  ; — lie  had  esperiencod  llie  merci- 
lesiiness  of  kirk-discipline,  when  his  friulUcs  caused  him  to  visit  the  stool  of  repentance;  and 
moreover  his  friend  Gavin  Hamilton,  a  writer  in  Mauehline,  had  been  sharply  censured  by  the 
same  authorities,  for  daring  to  gallop  on  Sundays.  Moodie,  of  Eicearton,  and  Euescl,  of  Kilmar- 
nock, were  the  first  who  tasted  of  the  poet's  wrath.  They,  though  professors  of  the  Old  Light, 
had  quarrelled,  and,  it  is  added,  fought:  "The  Holy  Tulzie,"  which  recorded,  gave  at  the  same 
time  wings  to  the  scandal;  while  for  "Holy  Willie,"  an  elder  of  Mauehline,  and  an  austere  and 
hollow  pretender  to  righteousness,  he  reserved  the  fiercest  of  all  his  lampoons.  In  "  Holy  Willie's 
Prayer,"  he  lays  a  burning  hand  on  the  terrible  doctrine  of  predestination:  this  is  a  satire,  daring, 
personal,  and  profane.  Willie  cliUms  praise  in  the  singular,  acknowledges  folly  in  the  plural, 
and  makes  heaven  accountable  for  his  sins  I  In  a,  similar  strain  of  undcvout  satire,  lie  cangratu~ 
lates  Goudie,  of  Kjlra.imock,  on  his  Essays  on  Eevealed  Eeli^on.  These  poems,  particularly  the 
two  latter,  are  the  sharpest  lampoons  in  the  language. 

While  drudging  in  the  cause  of  the  New  Light  controversial! sts.  Bums  was  not  unconsciously 
strcngtJicning  his  hands  for  worthier  toils:  the  applause  which  selfish  divines  bestowed  on  his 
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mttj,  bat  giMoe'.css  effusions,  couM  not  be  enough  for  one  wlio  knew  how  fleetiug  tlie  fame  ivaa 
whicli  oame  from  tiie  lieut  of  pa^ty  dispatcs ;  nor  was  lio  jasensiblo  that  songs  of  a  beauty  unknown 
for  a  century  to  uational  puesy,  had  been  vmregarded  in  the  hue  and  cry  which  arose  on  account 
of  "Holy  Willie's  Prayer"  and  "The  Holy  TuUio."  He  hesitated  to  drink  longer  out  of  the 
agitated  puddle  of  Calvinistio  controyeraj,  he  resolved  to  elake  his  thirst  at  the  pure  well-springs 
of  patriot  feeling  and  domestic  love ;  and  aoeordingly,  in  the  last  and  best  of  bis  controyersial 
compositions,  he  rose  out  of  the  lower  regions  of  lampoon  into  the  upper  air  of  true  poetry. 
"  The  Holy  Fair,"  thongh  stained  in  one  or  two  Torsea  with  personalities,  exhibits  a  scene  glowing 
with  chai-Lict«r  and  inci^ont  and  life  :  the  aim  of  the  poem  is  not  so  much  to  satidze  one  or  two 
Old  Light  divines,  as  to  expose  and  rebuke  those  almost  indecent  festiyities,  which  in  too  many 
of  the  ^-estem  parishes  accompanied  the  administration  of  the  sacrament.  In  the  earlier  days 
of  tlie  eliureh,  when  men  were  staid  and  ^cere,  it  was,  no  doubt,  an  impressive  Mght  to  see  rank 
Buccceiling  Tank,  of  the  old  and  the  young,  all  calm  and  all  devout,  seated  before  tite  tent  of  the 
preacher,  in  the  sunny  hours  of  June,  listeaing  to  his  eloquence,  or  partaking  of  the  mystic  bread 
and  wine  ;  but  in  tliese  our  latter  days,  when  discipline  is  relased,  along  with  the  sedate  and  the 
pious  cuine  swarms  of  the  idle  and  the  profligate,  wliom  no  eloquence  can  edify  and  no  solemn 
rite  afi'ect.  On  these,  and  such  as  these,  tlie  poot  has  poured  bis  satire;  and  since  this  desirable 
reprehension  tiie  Holy  Pairs,  east  as  well  as  west,  have  become  more  decorous,  if  not  more 
devout. 

His  controyersial  sallies  were  accompanied,  or  followed,  by  a  series  of  poems  which  showed 
that  national  character  and  manners,  as  Lockhnrt  has  tiuly  and  happily  said,  were  once  more  in 
the  hands  of  a. uational  poet.  Tliese  compositions  are  both  nnmerous  and  various:  they  record 
the  poet's  own  esperieoco  and  emotions ;  they  exhibit  the  highest  moral  feeling,  the  purest  patri- 
otic sonfimeuta,  and  a  deep  sympathy  with  the  fortunes,  both  bere  and  Iieroafter  of  his  fellow-men ; 
they  delineate  domestic  tnanaers,  man's  stern  as  well  as  social  hours,  and  mingle  tiie  serious  with 
the  joyous,  the  sarcastic  with  the  solemn,  the  mournful  with  the  pathetic,  the  amiable  Willi  the 
gay,  and  all  with  an  ease  and  unaffected  force  and  freeilora  known  only  to  the  genius  of  Shak- 
speare.  In  "  The  Twa  Dogs"  he  seeks  to  reconcile  tbe  labourer  to  his  lot,  and  intimates,  by 
examples  drawn  from  the  hall  as  well  as  the  cottage,  that  happiness  resides  in  the  hnmblest  abodes, 
and  is  even  partial  to  the  clouted  slioo.  In  "  Scotch  Drink"  he  eicites  maji  to  love  his  country, 
by  precepts  both  heroic  and  social ;  and  proves  tbat  while  v;iue  and  brandy  are  the  tipple  of 
slaves,  whiskey  and  ale  are  the  drink  of  the  free:  sentiments  of  a  similar  kind  distinguish  hia 
"  Earnest  Cry  and  I^ayer  to  the  Scotch  Ecpresentatives  in  the  House  of  Commons,"  each  of  whom 
he  exhorts  by  name  to  defend  Iho  remaining  liberties  and  immunities  of  his  country.  A  higher 
tone  distinguishes  the  "  Address  to  the  Deil ;"  he  records  all  tlio  names,  and  some  of  them  are 
strange  ones ;  and  all  the  acts,  ajid  some  of  them  are  as  wliimsioal  as  they  are  terrible,  of  this 
far  kenned  and  noted  personage ;  to  these  he  adds  some  of  tlie  fiend's  doings  as  they  stand  in 
Scripture  together  with  his  own  experiences ;  and  oonclndos  by  a  bope,  as  unespeeted  as  merciful 
iml  relei  ting  th-it  &itan  may  not  be  exposed  to  an  eternity  of  .torments.  "  The  Dream"  is  a 
bumotous  salh  and  may  be  almost  regarded  as  prophetic.  The  poet  feigns  himself  present,  in 
slumber  it  the  Toyal  birth-day ;  and  supposes  that  he  addresses  his  majesty,  on  his  household 
matters  as  well  as  the  affairs  of  the  nation.  Some  of  the  princes,  it  has  been  satirically  hinted, 
behaved  aterwaid?  in  such  a  way  as  if  they  wished  that  the  scripture  of  the  Burns  should  bo 
fulfilled  in  t!  13  strain  he  has  imitated  the  license  aud  equalled  the  wit  of  some  of  the  elder 
Scott  sh  Poets 

'  The  Vision  is  wholly  serious  ;  it  exhibits  the  poet  in  one  of  those  fits  of  despondency  which 
the  dull,  who  iiave  no  misgivings,  never  know ;  he  dwells  with  sarcastic  bitterness  on  tlio  opportu- 
nities which,  for  the  sake  of  song,  he  has  neglected  of  becoioing  wealthy,  aniJ  is  drawing  a  sad 
parallel  between  rags  and  riches,  when  the  mnse  steps  in  and  cheers  his  dospondoncj,  by  assuring 
him  of  undying  fame.  "  Halloween"  is  a  strain  of  a  more  homely  kind,  recording  the  super- 
stitious beliefs,  and  no  less  superstitious  doings  of  Old  Scotland,  on  that  night,  when  witches  and 
elves  and  evil  spirits  are  let  loose  among  the  children  of  men :  it  reaches  far  back  into  manners 
and  customs,  and  is  a  picture,  curious  and  valuable.     The  tastes  and  feelings  of  husbandmen 
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inspirecl  "  Tho  old  FarmGr'a  Address  to  Ma  old  mai'e  Blaggie,"  wliioli  esliibits  some  pleasing  reeol- 
leotiona  of  Ma  days  of  courtship  and  hours  of  Booiality.  The  calm,  tranq^uil  picture  of  household 
happiness  and  deTotion  in  "  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Bight,"  has  induced  Hogg,  among  otiers,  to 
believe  tliatiC  has  less  than  usual  of  the  spirit  of  ILe  poet,  but  it  has  all  the  spirit  tliat  nas  required ; 
the  toil  of  the  week  has  ceased,  the  labourer  has  returned  to  his  well-ordered  home— his  "  cozie 
ingle  and  his  clean  heartlk-stane,"— and  with  his  wife  and  cliildren  beside  him,  turas  ]iis  thoughts 
to  the  praise  of  that  God  to  whom  he  owes  all:  this  he  performs  wil'h  a  reverence  and  an  awe, 
at  once  natural,  national,  and  poetic.  "  The  Stouse"  is  a  brief  and  happy  and  very  moving  poem : 
happy,  for  it  delineates,  with  wonderful  truth  and  life,  the  agitation  of  the  mouse  wbeu  the  coulter 
broke  into  its  abode ;  and  moving,  for  the  poet  tafces  the  lesson  of  rain  to  himself,  and  feels  the 
present  and  dreads  the  future.  "  The  Mountain  Daisy,"  onee,  more  properly,  called  by  Burn 
"  Tho  Gowan,"  resembles  "  The  Mouse"  in  incident  and  in  moral,  and  is  equally  happy,  in  laa 
guage  and  oonccpiJon.  "The  Lament"  is  a  dark,  and  ali  but  trp^a  page,  from  the  poet's  ow: 
life.  "  Man  was  made  to  Monrn"  tates  tho  part  of  the  humble  and  the  Iiomeless,  ag^nst  the 
coldness  and  selfishness  of  the  wealtliy  and  the  poworfnl,  a  favourite  topic  of  meditation  with 
Burns.  Ho  refrained,  for  awhile,  from  making  "Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook"  public;  a  p 
which  deviates  &um  the  olfensiveness  of  personal  satire,  into  a  strain  of  humour,  at  once  : 
and  original. 

His  epistles  in  verse  may  be  reckoned  amongst  his  happiest  productions  :  they  are  writte 
all  moods  of  mind,  and  are,  by  tnrns,  lively  and  sail;  careless  and  serious; — now  giving  advice, 
then  taking  it;  laughing  at  learning,  and  lamenting  its  want;  scoffing  at  propriety  and  wealth 
yet  admitting,  that  without  tlie  one  he  cannot  be  wise,  nor  wanting  the  other,  independent.  Th 
Epistle  to  David  Sillar  is  the  first  of  these  compositions:  tlie  poet  has  no  news  to  tell,  and  c 
serious  question  to  ask  :  he  has  only  to  communicate  his  own  emotions  of  joy,  or  of  sorrow,  and 
these  he  relates  and  discusses  with  singular  elegance  as  well  as  case,  twining,  at  tlie  same  time, 
the  fabric  of  his  composition,  agreeable  allusions  to  the  taste  and  affections  of  his  correspondent. 
He  seems  to  have  rated  the  intellect  of  Sillar  as  the  highest  among  his  rustic  friends :  he  pays  him 
more  deference,  and  addresses  him  in  »  higher  vein  than  ho  observci  to  others.  T!ie  Epistles  i< 
Lapriuk,  to  Smith,  and  to  Rankine,  are  in  a  more  familiar,  or  social  moo_d,  and  lift  the  veil  from 
the  darkness  of  the  poet's  condiUon,  and  exhihit  a  mind  of  first-rate  power,  groping,  and  that 
surely,  its  way  to  distinction,  in  spite  of  humility  of  birth,  obscurity  of  condition,  and  the  cold- 
ness of  the  wealthy  or  the  titled.  The  epistles  of  other  poets  owe  some  of  their  fame  to  the  rank 
or  the  reputation  of  those  to  whom  they  are  addressed  ;  tliose  of  Burns  ara  written,  one  and  all, 
to  nameless  and  undistinguished  men,  Sillar  was  a  country  schoolmaster,  Lapraik  a  moorland 
laird.  Smith  a  small  shop-keeper,  and  Rankine  a  farmer,  who  loved  a  gill  and  a  joke.  Yet 
these  men  were  the  chief  friends,  tho  only  literary  associates  of  the  poet,  during  those  early 
years,  in  wliich,  with  some  exceptions,  his  finest  works  wore  wiitton. 

Burns,  while  ho  was  writing  the  poems,  the  chief  of  which  we  have  named,  was  a  labouring 
husbandman  on  the  little  farm  of  Moss^el,  a  pursmt  which  affords  but  few  leisure  hours  for  either 
reading  or  pondering ;  but  to  him  tho  stubble-field  was  musing-gi-ouud,  and  tlie  walk  behind  the 
plough,  a  twilight  saunter  on  rarnaaans.  As,  with  a  careful  hand  and  a  steady  eye,  ho  guided 
his  horses,  and  saw  an  evenly  farrow  turned  up  by  the  share,  his  thoughts  were  on  other  themes ; 
he  was  straying  in  haunted  glens,  when  spirits  have  power — looking  in  fancy  on  the  lasses 
"  skelping  barefoot,"  in  silks  and  in  soarlela,  to  a  field-pceaehing — walking  in  imogiuation  v 
the  rosy  widow,  who  on  Halloween  ventured  to  dip  her  left  sleeve  in  the  burn,  where  three  iaii 
lands  met— making  the  "  bottle  clunk,"  with  joyous  smugglers,  on  a  lucky  run  of  gin  or  brandy — 
or  if  his  thoughts  at  all  approached  his  acts — he  was  moralizing  on  the  daisy  oppressed  by  the 
furrow  which  his  own  ploughshare  had  turned.  That  his  thoughts  were  thus  wandering  v 
have  his  own  testimony,  with  tliat  of  his  brother  Gilbert;  and  wore  both  wandng,  the  certalnl 
that  ho  composed  the  greater  port  of  bis  immortal  poems  in  two  years,  from  tho  summer  of  1784 
to  the  summer  of  1780,  would  be  evidence  sufficient.  The  muse  must  have  been  strong  within 
him,  when,  in  spite  of  the  rains  and  sleets  of  the  "ever-dropping  west" — when  in  defiauce  of 
hot  and  sweaty  brows  occasioned  by  reaping  and  thrashing — declining  markets,  and  uhowery 
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haj^ests — tlie  dnmour  of  his  laird  for  ilia  rent,  and  the  tradesman  for  his  account,  lie  perserered 
in  song,  and  sought  soloce  in  Terse,  ivhen  all  other  solnne  ivas  denied  him. 

The  oireumatanccs  under  which  his  principal  poems  were  composed,  ha^e  heen  related;  the 
"Lament  of  Mailie"  founil  its  origin  in  the  catastrophe  of  a  pet  ewe;  the  "Epistle  to  Sillar" 
was  eoniided  by  the  poet  to  his  brother  while  they  were  engaged  in  weeding  the  kale-yai-d ;  the 
"Address  to  the  Deil"  was  snggealJsd  by  the  many  strange  portraits  which  helief  or  fear  had 
drawn  of  Satan,  and  was  repeated  bj  the  one  hroOier  to  the  other,  on  the  way  witli  their  carts  to 
the  kiln,  for  lirae;  the  "Cotter's  Saturday  Night"  originated  in  the  reverence  with  which  the 
worship  of  God  waa  conducted  in  the  family  of  the  poet's  father,  and  in  tlie  solemn  tone  with 
wbich  ho  desired  his  children  to  compose  themselves  for  praise  and  prayer ;  "  the  Slouse,"  and 
its  moral  companion  "  the  Daisy,"  were  the  offspring  of  the  incidents  which  they  relate ;  and 
"  Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook"  was  conceived  at  a  freemason-meeliug,  where  the  hero  of  tlio 
piece  had  shown  too  much  of  the  pedant,  and  composed  on  liis  way  home,  after  midnight,  by  the 
poet,  while  his  head  was  somewhat  diiiy  with  drink.  One  of  the  most  remarkable  of  hia  compo- 
silJons,  the  "Jolly  Beggars,"  a  drama,  to  which  nothing  in  the  language  of  either  the  North  or 
South  can  be  compared,  and  which  was  unknown  till  after  the  death  of  the  author,  waa  auKgestod 
by  a  scene  wliioh  lie  saw  in  a  low  ate-house,  into  which,  on  a  Saturday  night,  most  of  the  sturdy 
beggars  of  the  district  had  mot  to  sell  their  meal,  pledge  their  superfluoiia  rags,  and  drink  tlieir 
gains.  It  may  be  added,  that  he  loved  to  walk  in  solitary  spots;  that  his  chief  muahig- ground 
is  the  honks  of  the  Ayr  ;  the  season  most  congenial  to  his  fancy  that  of  winter,  when  the  winds 
re  heard  in  the  leafless  woods,  and  the  voice  of  the  swollen  streams  came  from  vale  an<!  hill ; 
and  that  he  seldom  composed  a  whole  poem  at  once,  but  satisfied  with  a,  few  fervent  verses,  laid 
the  aubject  aside,  till  the  muse  summoned  him  to  another  esertion  of  fancy.  In.  a  little  back 
closet,  still  easting  in  the  farm-iiouao  of  Jloasgiel,  he  cororaitted  most  of  liis  poems  to  paper. 

But  while  the  poet  rose,  the  favraor  sank.     It  waa  not  the  cold  clayey  bottom  of  bis  ground, 

QOr  tho  purchase  of  unsound  aood-corn,  nor  the  fluctuation  in  the  markets  alone,  which  injured 

him ;  neither  was  it  the  taste  for  freemason  socialities,  nor  a  desire  to  join  the  mirth  of  comrades, 

either  of  the  sea  or  the  shore ;  neither  could  it  be  wholly  imputed  to  his  passionate  following  of  the 

softer  sei — indulgence  in  tfie  "illicit  rove,"  or  giving  way  to  his  eloquence  at  the  feet  of  one  whom 

a  loved  and  honoured ;  other  farmers  indulged  in  tho  one,  or  suffered  from  the  ether,  yet  were 

prosperous.     His  want  of  anccoss  arose  from  other  causes ;  his  heart  was  not  witli  Iiis  task,  pave 

j    by  fits  and  starts;  he  felt  ho  was  designed  for  higher  purposes  than  ploughing,  and  liarrowiiig, 

'■    and  sowing,  and  reaping:  when  tho  sun  called  on  him,  after  a  shower,  to  come  to  the  plough,  or 

'   when  tho  ripe  corn  invited  tho  sickle,  or  the  ready  market  called  for  ilie  measured  gi'aiu,  the 

[    poet  was  under  other  spells,  and  was  slow  to  avail  himself  of  flioso  golden  moments,  wiii(;h  coiric 

'    bat  once  in  the  season.     To  this  may  be  added,  a  too  superficial  knowledge  of  the  art  of  fnrminj, 

and  a  want  of  intimacy  with  tho  nature  of  the  soil  he  was  called  to  cultivate.     He  conld  speak 

fluently  of  leas,  and  faughs,  and  fallows,  of  change  of  seed  and  rotation  of  crops,  but  practical 

knowledge  and  application  were  reqnired,  and  iu  these  Bums  was  deficient.     The  moderate  gain 

which  those  dark  days  of  agriculture  brought  to  the  economical  farmer,  was  not  olitained :  tho 

close,  tho  all  but  niggardly  oare  by  which  ho  could  win  and  keep  his  crown-pieces, — gold  was 

I   seldom  in  the  farmer's  hand, — was  either  above  or  below  the  mind  of  the  poet,  and  Slossgiol, 

;    which,  in  the  hands  of  an  assiduous  farmer,  might  have  made  a  reasonable  return  for  labour,  v.aa 

!    unproductive,  under  one  who  had  little  skill,  less  economy,  and  no  taste  for  the  task. 

Other  reasons  for  iiis  failure  have  been  assigned.  It  is  to  the  credit  of  the  moral  sentimcals 
'  of  the  husbandmen  of  Scotland,  that  when  one  of  their  class  forgets  what  virtue  requires,  and 
:  dishonours,  without  reparation,  even  the  humblest  of  the  maidens,  he  is  not  allowed  to  go  unpun- 
'  ished.  Ko  proceedings  take  place,  perhaps  one  hard  word  is  not  spoken ;  but  he  is  regarded  with 
loathing  by  the  old  and  the  devout;  he  is  looked  on  by  all  witli  cold  and  reproachful  eyes— sorrow 
■  is  foretold  as  his  lot,  sure  disaster  as  his  fortune ;  and  if  these  chance  to  arrive,  the  only  aympnthy 
;  eipresscd  is,  "What  better  could  he  espect!"  Something  of  this  sort  befel  Bums:  he  had 
i  already  sstiffiod  the  kirk  in  the  matter  of  "aonsio,  smirking,  dear-bought  Bess,"  his  daughter, 
'    by  one  of  his  mother's  maids;  and  now,  to  use  his  own  words,  he  was  brought  within  point-blank 
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of  the  heaviest  metal  of  the  kirk  by  a  similar  folly.     Tlie  fa.ir  transgressor,  liotli  fur  her  fathei'i"     ' 
salts  and  her  own  youth,  had  a  large  shire  of  public  sympnthy.     Jean  Arraonr,  for  it  is  of  her  1    ' 
speak,  was  in  her  eighteenth  year;  willi  dark  eyes,  a  linndaome  foot,  and  a  melodious  tongue,  she    '■ 
made  her  wny  tt)  the  poet's  lieatt— and,  as  their  stations  in  life  irere  equal,  it  seemed  that  they    ] 
had  only  to  be  satisfied  thcmselios  to  tender  their  anion  easy.     But  her  father,  in  addition  to    ' 
being  a  very  devout  man,  was  a  zealot  of  the  Old  Light;  and  Jean,  dreading  his  resentment, 
was  willing,  Trliile  she  loved  its  unforgiven  satirist,  to  lore  him  in  secret,  in  the  Lope  that  the 
tlHiQ  woQld  come  when  she  might  safely  avow  it:  she  admitted  the  poet,  therefore,  to  her  company 
in  lonesome  placHs,  and  walks  beneath  the  moon,  where  they  botli  forgot  themselves,  and  were  at 
last  obliged  to  own  a  privsto  marriage  as  a  protection  from  kirk  censure.     The  professors  of  the 
Old  Light  rqoioed,  since  it  brought  a  scoffing  rhymer  Tvithin  reach  of  their  hand]  but  her  father 
folt  a  twofold  sorrow,  because  of  the  shame  of  a  favourite  daughter,  oud  for  having  committed 
the  folly  with  one  both  loose  in  conduct  and  profane  of  speech.    He  had  cause  to  be  angry,  but 
his  anger,  through  his  zeal,  became  tyrannous  :  in  the  esercise  of  what  he  called  a  father's  power, 
]ie  compelled  his  child  to  renounce  the  poet  as  her  husband  and  bum  the  marriage-lines  ;  for  he 
regarded  her  marnage,  without  the  kirk's  permission,  with  a  man  so  utterly  cast  away,  as  a  worse 
crime  than  her  folly.     So  blind  is  anger  I     She  could  renounce  neither  her  husband  asr  his  off- 
spring in  a  lawful  way,  and  in  spite  of  the  destruction  of  the  marriage  lines,  and  renouncing  i^* 
name  of  wife,  she  was  as  much  Mrs.  Burns  as  marriage  could  make  her.     Ko  one  concerned  seemed 
to  think  BO.     Burns,  who  loved  her  tenderly,  went  all  but  mad  wiien  she  renounced  him  :  he  gave    ' 
up  his  share  of  Mossgiel  to  his  brother,  and  roamed,  moody  and  idle,  abont  the  land,  with  nn    | 
bettor  aim  in  life  than  a  situation  in  one  of  oar  western  sugar-isles,  and  a  vague  hope  of  distinction 

IIow  the  distinolJon  which  he  desired  its  a  poet  was  to  be  obtdned,  was,  to  a  poor  bard  in  n  ' 

provincial  place,  a  sore  puzzle;  there  were  no  enterprising  booksellers  in  the  western  land,  and  . 

it  was  not  to  be  espected  that  the  printers  of  either  Kilmarnock  or  Taisley  had  money  to  espend  | 

on  a  speculation  in  rhymo :  it  is  much  to  the  honour  of  his  native  county  that  the  publication  j 

which  he  wished  for  was  at  last  made  easy.    The  best  of  his  poems,  in  his  own  handwriting,  had  j 

found  their  way  into  the  hands  of  the  Ballantynes,  Hamiltons,  Parkers,  and  iUackenzies,  and  were  i 

much  admired.     Mrs.  Stewart,  of  Stair  and  Afton,  a  lady  of  distinction  and  taste,  had  made,  | 
accidentally,  the  acquaintance  both  of  Bums  and  some  of  his  songs,  and  was  ready  to  befriend 

him;  and  so  favourable  was  the  impression  on  ali  hands,  that  a  subscription,  sufficient  to  defray  I 

the  outlay  of  paper  and  print,  was  soon  filled  up — one  hundred  copies  being  subscribed  for  by  ilio  1 

Parkers  alone.    He  soon  arranged  materials  for  a  volume,  and  put  them  into  the  hands  of  a  printer  \ 
in  Kilmarnock,  the  Wee  Johnnie  of  one  of  his  biting  epigrams.    Johnnie  was  startled  at  the 
anceromonious  freedom  of  most  of  the  pieces,  and  ttsled  the  poet  to  compose  one  of  modest  lan- 
guage and  moral  aim,  to  stand  at  the  be^nning,  and  oiouse  some  of  those  free  ones  which  followed : 

Burns,  whose  "  Twa  Dogs"  was  then  incomplete,  finished  the  poem  at  a  sitting,  and  put  it  in  thi'  \ 
Tan,  much  to  his  printer's  satisfaction.  If  the  "Jolly  Beggars"  was  omitted  for  any  otlier  causi' 
than  its  freedom  of  sentiment  and  language,  or  "Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook"  from  any  other 
feeling  than  that  of  being  too  personal,  the  causes  of  their  escluslon  have  remsuned  a  secret.  It 
is  less  easy  to  account  for  the  omission  of  many  songs  of  high  merit  which  he  had  among  hh 
papers;   perhaps  he  thought  those  which  he  selected  were  sufficient  to  test  the  taste  of  tlif 

public.     Before  he  printed  the  whole,  he,  with  the  consent  of  his  brother,  altered  his  name  froiii  ' 

Bumess  io  Bums,  a  change  which,  I  am  told,  he  in  after  years  regretted.  [ 

In  the  summer  of  the  year  1786,  the  litt'o  volume,  big  with  the  hopes  end  fortunes  of  the  bard, 

made  its  appearance  :  it  was  entitled  simply,  "  Poems,  chiefly  in  the  Scottish  Dialect;  by  Eoberr  '' 

Bums ;"  and  accompanied  by  a  modest  preface,  saying,  that  he  submitted  his  book  to  his  country  \ 

with  fear  and  with  trembling,  since  it  contained  little  of  the  art  of  poesie,  and  at  the  best  war-  I 

but  a  voice  given,  rude,  he  feared,  and  uncouth,  to  the  loves,  the  hopes,  and  the  fears  of  his  own  | 

bosom.     Had  a  snmmcr  sun  risen  on  a  winter  morning,  it  could  not  have  surprised  the  Lowlands  j 

of  Scotland  more  than  this  Kiimarnoek  volume  surprised  and  delighted  the  people,  one  and  all.  i 

The  milkmaid  sang  his  songs,  the  ploughman  repeated  his  poems  ;  the  old  quoted  both,  and  even  ' 


by  Google 


HIS    FIU8T    VOLUME    OF  POEMS.  xsxv 

the  devout  rejoiced  tliat  idle  verse  had  at  last  mised  a  tone  of  morality  with  its  mirth.  T]ib 
volume  penetrated  even  into  Nithsdale.  "Keep  it  out  of  the  waj  of  your  children,"  said  a 
CameroninE  divine,  when  he  !ent  it  to  my  father,  "  lest  ye  find  them,  aa  I  found  mine,  reading  it 
on  the  Sabbath."  No  wonder  that  such  a  volume  made  its  way  to  the  hearts  of  a  peasantrj 
whose  taste  iu  poetry  had  been  the  marvel  of  many  writers:  the  poems  were  mostly  on  topics 
with  which  they  were  familiar;  the  language  was  that  of  the  fireside,  raised  above  the  vulgarities 
of  eommoQ  life,  hy  a  purifying  spirit  of  espression  and  the  exalting  fervour  of  inspiration  ;  and 
there  was  eueh  a  brilliant  and  gracefal  mixture  of  the  elegant  and  Ihe  homely,  tlie  lofty  and  the 
low,  Ihe  familiar  and  the  elevated — such  a  rapid  suoeeasion  of  scenes  which  moved  to  tenderness 
or  tears'  or  to  subdued  mirth  or  open  laughter — imloolied  for  allnaions  to  scripture,  or  touches 
of  B  m  and  scandal — of  superstitions  to  scare,  and  of  humoar  to  delight — while  through  the 
wh  1  wa  diffused,  as  the  scent  of  flowers  through  summer  air,  a  moral  meaning — a  sentimental 
b  ant  which  sweetened  and  sanctified  all.  The  poet's  espoctaiians  from  this  little  venture  were 
h  mile  he  hoped  as  much  money  from  it  as  would  pay  for  hia  passage  to  the  West  Indies,  where 
p  p  ed  to  enter  into  the  service  of  some  of  the  SoottisJi  settlers,  and  help  to  manage  the 
d  ulle  n  jstery  of  sagar-making  and  slavery. 

Tl  h  arty  applause  which  I  have  recorded  came  chiefly  from  the  husbandman,  the  shepherd, 
and  tl  e  mechanic ;  the  approbation  of  the  magnates  of  the  west,  though  not  less  warm,  was 
I  ng  Q  coming.  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair,  indeed,  commended  the  poems  and  cheered  their 
anth  Dugald  Stewart  received  his  visits  with  pleasure,  and  wondered  at  his  vigour  of  convcr- 
B  t  a  much  as  ot  his  muse:  the  door  of  the  house  of  Hamilton  was  open  to  liim,  where  the 
tabl  wa  ever  spread,  and  the  hand  ever  ready  to  help:  while  the  piirses  of  the  Eallantjnes 
an  1  the  1  arlters  were  always  as  open  to  him  as  were  the  doors  of  their  houses.  Those  persons 
mnst  he  regarded  as  the  real  patrons  of  the  poet:  the  high  names  of  the  district  are  not  to  he 
found  among  those  who  helped  him  with  purse  and  patronage  in  1786,  that  year  of  deep  distress 
and  high  distinction.  The  Mon^omerys  came  with  their  praise  when  his  fame  was  np ;  the 
Kennedys  and  the  Boswells  were  silent :  and  though  the  Cunninghams  gave  effectual  aid,  it  was 
when  the  muse  was  crying  with  a  loud  voice  before  hint,  "  Come  all  and  see  the  man  whom  I 
delight  to  hono\ir."  It  would  be  unjust  as  well  as  ungenerous  not  la  mention  the  name  of  Mrs. 
Duulop  among  the  poet's  best  and  early  patrons ;  the  distance  at  which  she  lived  from  Mossgiol 
had  Iiept  his  name  from  her  till  his  poems  appeared ;  but  his  works  induced  her  to  desire  his 
acquaintance,  and  she  became  his  warmest  and  surest  friend. 

To  any  the  truth,  Burns  endeavoured  in  every  honourable  way  to  obtain  the  notice  of  those  who 
had  influence  in  the  land :  he  copied  out  the  best  of  his  unpublished  poems  in  a  fair  hand,  and 
inserting  them  in  his  printed  v      ra     p  d  h       who  seemed  slow  to  buy  :  he  rewarded 

the  notice  of  this  one  with  a  so     —  h  h       ne  with  a  sally  of  encomiastic  verse: 

he  left  psalms  of  his  own  comp  g  th  m  wh  n  he  feasted  with  a  divine  :  he  enclosed 
"Iloly  Willie's  Prayer,"  with        in  on       n       b    gr  o  one  who  loved  mirth;  he  sent  the 

"Holy  Fair"  to  one  whom  he  um  d      k  a  g  of  a  mntohkin  stoup,  at  Mauchlina 

market;  and  on  accidentally  in    b  h  D  mmediately  commemorated  the  event 

ia  a  snlly  of  verse,  of  a  strain  m  y  fl  ng  as  ever  flowed  from  the  lips  of  o 

court  bard.  While  musing  over  the  names  of  those  on  whom  fortune  had  smiled,  yet  who  had 
neglected  to  smile  on  liim,  he  remembered  that  he  ha^l  met  Miss  Alexander,  a  young  beauty  of 
the  west,  in  the  waits  of  Ballochmyle;  and  he  recorded  the  impression  which  this  fair  vision 
made  on  him  in  a  song  of  unequalled  elegance  and  melody.  He  bad  met  her  in  the  woods  in 
July,  on  Ihe  18th  of  November  he  sent  her  the  aong,  and  reminded  her  of  the  circumstance  from 
which  it  arose,  in  a  letter  which  it  is  evident  he  had  laboured  to  render  polished  and  complimen- 
tary. Tlie  young  lady  took  no  notice  of  either  the  song  or  the  poet,  though  willing,  it  ia  said,  to 
hear  of  both  now; — this  seems  to  have  been  the  last  attempt  he  made  on  tlie  taste  or  the  sympa- 
thies of  the  gentry  of  his  native  district :  for  on  the  very  day  following  we  find  him  busy  in  mak- 
ing arrangements  for  hia  departure  to  Jamaica. 

For  this  slop  Burns  had  more  than  sufficient  reasons :  the  profits  of  his  volume  amounted  to 
little  more  than  enough  to  waft  him  across  the  Atlantic  :  Wee  Johnnie,  though  tho  edition  was 


by  Google 


sssvi  LIFE   OF   ROBEKT   BUllNS. 

nil  BoU,  refused  to  i-isk  another  on  Bpcoulation :  hia  friends,  both  BiiUajityneH  and  Paikera, 
Tolimteci-ed  to  relieve  tlie  printer's  ansiaties,  hut  the  poet  declined  their  bouutj,  and  gloomily 
indented  himself  in  u  ship  about  to  sail  from  Gcoenock,  and  culled  on  Ms  muse  to  tike  farewell 
of  CalcdoniB,  io  tlio  last  Eong  he  btbt  eipected  Ui  measure  in  his  native  lam!.  That  fine  lyrio, 
beginning  "  The  gloomy  night  is  gatliecing  fast,"  was  the  offspring  of  these  momenta  of  regret 
and  sorrow.  His  feelings  were  not  expressed  in  song  alone ;  he  remembered  his  mother  ami  his 
natural  daughter,  and  made  an  assignment  of  all  that  pertained  to  Mm  at  Mossgiel — and  that 
was  but  little — and  of  all  the  advantage  wbieh  a  cruel,  nnjust,  and  insulting  low  allowed  in  the 
prooeeils  of  his  poema,  for  their  support  and  behoof.  This  document  was  publicly  read  in  tlie 
presenca  of  the  poet,  at  tlie  marhat-cross  of  Ayr,  by  Ms  friend  William  Chalmers,  a  notary  public. 
Even  this  step  was  to  Burns  one  of  danger :  some  ill-advised  person  had  uncoupled  the  merciless 
pack  of  tlio  law  at  his  heels,  and  he  waa  oMiged  to  shelter  himself  as  he  best  could,  in  woods,  it  is 
said,  by  day  and  in  bams  by  night,  till  the  final  hour  of  his  departure  came.  Tlmt  hour  arTivcd, 
and  liis  chest  was  on  the  way  to  the  ship,  when  a  letter  was  put  into  Ma  hand  which  seemed  to 
light  Mm  to  brighter  prospects. 

Among  the  friends  whom  his  merits  had  procured  him  was  Dr.  Laurie,  a,  district  clergyman, 
who  bad  taste  enongh  to  admire  tie  deep  sensibilities  as  well  as  the  humour  of  the  poet,  and  tlie 
generosity  to  make  known  both  his  works  and  his  worth  to  the  worm-he avted  and  amiable  Black- 
lock,  who  boldly  proclaimed  liim  a  poet  of  the  first  rank,  and  lamented  tJint  he  was  not  in  Edinburgh 
topubliah  another  edition  of  his  poems.  Burns  was  ever  a  man  of  impulse:  ho  recalled  his  chest 
from  Greenock ;  he  relinquished  the  situation  he  had  accepted  on  tho  estate  of  one  Douglas ;  tool 
Q  secret  leave  of  his  mother,  and,  without  an  introdoction  to  any  one,  and  unknown  personally  U 
all,  save  !«  Dugald  Stewart,  away  he  walked,  through  Glenap,  to  Edinburgh,  full  of  new  hope 
and  confiding  in  Ms  genius.  When  he  arrived,  he  scarcely  knew  what  te  do :  he  hesitated  to  cal 
on  the  professor;  he  retrained  from  making  hiniself  known,  as  it  has  been  supposed  he  did,  f< 
the  cntliusiastio  Blacklock;  but,  silting  down  in  an  obscure  lodging,  lie  sought  out  an  obscure 
printer,  recommended  by  a  humblo  comrade  from  Kyle,  and  began  to  negotiate  for  a  new  edition 
of  tJie  Foems  of  the  Ayrshire  Ploughman.  This  was  not  the  way  to  go  about  it;  his  barge  had 
well  nigh  been  shipwrccted  in  the  launch ;  and  he  might  have  lived  to  regret  the  letter  which 
hindered  his  voyage  to  Janinica,  had  he  not  met  by  chance  in  the  street  a  gentleman  of  the  wi 
of  the  name  of  Dalzell,  who  introduced  him  to  the  Ear!  of  Glencaim,  a  nobleman  whose  classic 
education  did  not  hurt  his  taste  for  Scottish  poetry,  and  who  was  not  too  proud  to  lend  his  help- 
ing hand  to  a  rustic  stranger  of  such  merit  as  Burns.  Cunningham  carried  him  to  Creech,  tlien 
the  Mmray  of  Edinburgh,  a  shrewd  man  of  business,  who  opened  the  poet's  eyes  to  his  true 
interests ;  the  first  proposals,  then  all  but  issued,  were  put  in  the  fire,  and  new  ones  printed  ond 
difinsed  over  the  island.  The  subscription  was  headed  by  half  the  noblemen  of  the  north:  the 
Caledonian  Ilnnt,  through  the  interest  of  Glencaim,  took  sis  hnndred  copies:  duolieases  and 
countesEoa  swelled  the  list,  and  such  a  crowding  to  write  down  namoa  had  not  been  witnessed 
since  the  signing  of  the  solemn  league  and  covenant. 

While  the  subscription-papers  were  filling  and  the  new  volume  printing  on  a  paper  and  in  a 
type  worthy  of  such  high  patronage.  Burns  remiunod  in  Edinburgh,  where,  for  the  winter  season, 
he  was  a  lion,  and  one  of  an  unwonted  kind.  Philosophers,  historians,  and  scholars  had  shaken 
the  elegant  coteries  of  the  city  with  their  wit,  or  enlightened  them  irith  their  learning,  hut  they 
were  all  men  who  had  been  polished  by  polite  letters  or  by  intercourse  with  high  life,  and  tliere 
was  a  samenesa  in  their  very  dress  as  well  as  address,  of  which  peers  and  peeresses  had  become 
weary.  They  therefore  welcomed  tliis  rustic  candidate  for  the  honour  of  giving  wings  to  their 
hours  of  lassitude  ond  weariness,  with  a  welcome  more  than  common;  and  when  hia  approach 
was  announced,  the  polished  '  ircle  looked  for  tho  advent  of  a  lout  from  tiie  plough,  in  whose 
uncouth  manners  and  embarrassed  address  they  might  find  matter  both  for  mirth  and  wonder. 
But  they  met  with  a  barbarian  who  was  not  at  all  barbarous :  as  the  poet  met  in  Lord  Daer  feel- 
ings and  aentimcnta  as  natural  as  those  of  a  ploughman,  so  they  met  in  a  ploughman  manners 
worthy  of  a  lord ;  hia  air  was  easy  and  unperplesed:  his  address  was  pei'feotly  well-bred,  and 
elegant  in  its  simplicity:   he  felt  neither  eclipsed  by  the  titled  nor  struuk  dumb  before  the 
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lenmed  and  the  eloquent,  but  tool;  Lis  station  with  tlie  ease  and  grace  of  one  born  ta  it.  In  the 
society  of  men  alone  he  spolie  out :  he  spared  neither  his  trit,  his  humour,  nor  his  sarcasm — he 
all — "  I  am  a  man,  and  yoa  are  no  more  ;  and  why  should  I  not  net  and  speall 
lilro  one  ?" — it  ivas  remarlicd,  however,  that  he  had  not  learnt,  oi-  did  not  desire,  to  conceal  his 
emotions^ — that  ho  commended  witJi  more  rapturo  than  was  courteous,  and  contradicted  with  move 
bluntness  than  ivaa  accounted  polite.  It  was  tlius  with  him  in  tho  company  of  men :  when  woman 
approached,  l\is  look  altered,  his  eje  beamed  milder ;  all  that  was  stern  in  his  nature  uiiilern'ent 
a  change,  and  he  icceiced  tliem  with  deference,  hut  with  a  consciousness  that  he  could  win  tlieir 
s  he  Lad  won  that  of  others,  who  differed,  indeed.  Item  them  only  in  the  testure  of 
their  kivtloa.  This  natural  power  of  rendering  Limaelf  acceptable  to  women  had  been  observed 
.vied  by  Sillar,  one  of  the  dearest  of  his  early  comrades;  and  it  stood  him  in  good  stead  now, 
when  ho  was  tho  ohject  to  whom  tlio  Daohess  of  Cordon,  the  loveliest  as  well  as  the  wittiest  of 
—directed  her  discourse.  Bums,  she  afterwards  said,  won  the  attention  of  the  Ediiihargh 
ladies  by  a  deferential  way  of  address — by  an  ease  and  natural  grace  of  manners,  as  now  as  it 
is  unespeoted — that  he  told  tlieni  the  stories  of  some  of  his  tenderest  songs  or  liveliest  poems 
a  style  quite  magical — enriching  his  little  narratives,  which  had  one  and  all  tho  merit  of  heing 
short,  with  personal  incidents  of  humour  or  of  pathos. 

arty,  when  Dr.  Blair  and  Professor  Wallser  were  present,  Buras  related  the  oironmstancBS 

under  which  he  had  composed  his  melancholy  song,  "  The  gloomy  night  is  gathei'ing  fast,"  in  a 

ore  toncliing  than  tlie  verses ;  and  in  the  company  of  tlie  ruling  beauties  of  the  time, 

to  lift  the  veil  from  some  of  tlie  tenderer  parts  of  Ms  own  history,  and  give  them 

!S  of  the  romance  of  rustic  life.     A  lady  of  birth — one  of  his  most  willing  listeners— used, 

dd,  to  say,  that  she  should  never  forget  the  tale  which  he  related  of  his  affection  for  JJary 

Campbell,  his  Highland  Mary,  as  ho  loved  to  call  Lor.     She  was  fair,  he  said,  and  afl'eclionate, 

and  as  guileless  as  she  was  beantiful ;  and  beautifnl  he  thought  her  in  a  very  high  degree.     The 

first  time  ho  saw  her  was  daring  one  of  his  musing  walks  in  the  woods  of  Montgotnery  Castle ;  and 

tlio  first  time  he  spoke  to  her  was  during  the  merriment  of  a  hanest-liirn.     There  were  otJiera 

there  who  admired  Lor,  but  ho  addressed  her,  and  had  the  luck  to  win  her  regard  from  them  all. 

He  soon  found  that  she  was  the  lass  whom  he  had  long  sought,  but  never  before  found — that  her 

good  looks  were  surpassed  by  her  good  sense ;  and  her  good  sense  was  equalled  by  her  discretion 

d  modesty.     Ho  mot  hoi' frequently:  she  saw  by  his  looks  that  he  was  sincere;  she  put  full 

1st  in  his  love,  and  used  to  wander  with  him  among  the  green  linowcs  and  atrcam-hanks  till  the 

n  went  down  and  the  moon  rose,  talking,  dreaming  of  love  and  the  golden  days  which  awaited 

em.    Ho  was  poor,  and  she  had  only  her  half-year's  fee,  for  she  was  in  the  condition  of  a  ser- 

nt;  but  thoughts  of  gear  never  darkened  their  dream:  they  resolved  towed,  and  exchanged 

ws  of  cunstanoy  and  love.     They  plighted  their  vows  on  the  Sabbath  to  render  them  more 

sacred — they  made  them  by  a  burn,  where  they  had  courted,  thai  open  nature  might  be  a  witness 

—they  made  theia  over  an  open  Bible,  to  show  fliat  they  thought  of  God  in  tliis  mutual  a«t — and 

when  they  had  done  they  both  took  water  in  their  hands,  and  scattered  it  in  the  air,  to  intimate 

that  as  tho  sti'oam  was  pure  so  were  their  intentions.     They  parted  when  they  did  tliia,  but  they 

parted  never  to  meet  more :  slie  died  in  a  burning  fever,  during  a  visit  to  her  relations  to  prepare 

for  her  marriage;  and  all  tliat  he  had  of  her  was  a  lock  of  her  long  bright  hair,  and  her  Bible, 

which  she  exchanged  for  his. 

Even  with  the  tales  which  ho  related  of  mstio  love  and  adventure  his  own  story  mingled  ;  aud 
ladies  of  rank  heard,  forthe  first  time,  that  in  all  that  was  romantic  in  the  passion  of  love,  and 
in  aU  that  was  chivalrous  in  sentiment,  men  of  distinction,  both  by  education  and  birth,  were  at 
least  equalled  by  the  peasantry  of  the  land.  They  listened  with  interest,  and  inclined  their 
feathers  heside  the  bard,  to  hear  how  love  went  on  in  the  west,  and  in  no  case  it  ran  quite  smooth. 
Sometimes  young  hearts  were  kept  asunder  by  the  sordid  feelings  of  parents,  who  could  not  ba 
persuaded  to  bestow  their  daughter,  perhaps  an  only  one,  on  a  wooer  who  could  not  count  penny 
for  penny,  and  number  cow  for  cow:  sometimes  amotlier  desired  her  daughter  to  look  higher  than 
to  one  of  her  station ;  for  her  beauty  and  her  education  entitled  her  to  match  among  the 
lairds,  'ather  tlian  the  tenants ;  and  sometimes,  the  Uevotjonal  tastes  of  both  father  and  mother. 
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approving  of  peraoui»l  luoks  and  connexions,  were  averse  to  see  a  danghter  bestow  her  hand  on 
one,  whose  language  in  religion  was  indiacteet,  and  whose  moi-als  were  easpected.  Tet,  neither 
tho  vigilance  of  fathei's,  nor  tlie  suspicious  care  of  aunts  and  motliera,  could  succeed  in  keeping 
those  asunder  nhose  hearts  were  together;  hat  in  these  meetiogs  circumspection  and  ioTention 
were  necessary:  all  fears  wore  to  he  iallod  by  tlie  socmiug  carelessness  of  the  lass, — all  perils 
were  to  be  met  and  brayed  by  t!ie  spirit  of  the  lad.  His  home,  perhaps,  was  at  a  distance,  and 
he  had  wild  woods  to  come  tlirough,  and  deep  streams  to  pass,  before  he  could  see  tho  signal-light, 
DOW  shown  and  now  withdrawn,  at  her  window ;  he  had  to  approach  with  a  qniok  eye  and  a  wary 
foot,  lest  a  father  or  a  brotiier  should  see,  and  deter  him ;  he  had  sometimes  to  wish  for  a  cloud 
upon  the  moon,  whose  light,  welcome  to  him  on  his  way  in  the  distance,  was  liltely  to  betray  him 
when  near  ;  and  he  not  unft-equent!y  roclioned  a  wild  night  of  wind  and  rain  as  a  blessing,  since 
it  helped  to  conceal  liis  coming,  and  proved  to  his  mistress  that  he  was  ready  to  brave  all  for  her 
sake.  Of  rivals  met  and  bafSod ;  of  half-willing  and  half-unc  onsen  ting  maidens,  persuaded  and 
won  ;  of  the  liglit-hoartcd  and  the  careless  becoming  aSecdonato  and  tender ;  and  the  coy,  the 
jroud,  and  the  satiric  being  gained  by  "persuasive  words,  and  more  persuasive  sighs,"  as  dames 
had  been  gained  of  old,  he  had  tales  enow.  The  ladies  listened,  and  smiled  at  the  tender  narra- 
tives of  the  poet. 

Of  his  appearance  among  the  sons  as  well  as  the  daughters  of  men,  we  have  the  aoeonnt  of 
Dngald  Stewart.  "Burns,"  says  the  philosopher,  "came  to  Edinburgh  early  in  the  winter;  the 
attentions  which  he  received  from  all  ranks  and  descriptions  of  persons,  were  such  as  would  have 
turned  any  head  but  his  own.  Ha  retained  the  some  simplicity  of  manners  and  appearance  wbi'^h 
had  struck  mo  so  forcibly  when  I  first  saw  him  in  the  country ;  his  dress  was  suitod  to  his  station; 
plain  and  unpretending,  with  sufficient  attention  to  neatness :  he  always  wore  boots,  and,  when  on 
more  thaniisual  ceremony,  buckskin  breeches.  His  mannerawerc  manly,  simple,  and  independent ; 
strongly  expressive  of  conscious  genius  and  worth,  but  without  any  indication  of  forwardness, 
arrogance,  or  vanity.  He  took  his  share  in  conversation,  but  not  more  than  belonged  to  him, 
and  listened  with  apparent  deference  on  subjects  where  his  want  of  education  deprived  him  of 
the  means  of  information.  If  there  had  been  a  little  more  of  gentleness  and  accommodation  in 
bis  temper,  he  would  have  been  still  more  interesting ;  but  he  had  been  accustomed  to  give  law 
in  the  circle  of  his  ordinary  acquaintance,  and  his  dread  of  anything  approaching  to  meanness  or 
servility,  rendered  his  manner  somewhat  decided  and  hard.  Nothing  perhaps  was  more  remai'k- 
ab!e  among  his  various  attainments,  than  the  fluency  and  precision  and  originality  of  language, 
when  he  spoke  in  company ;  more  parlioularly  as  he  aimed  at  purity  in  his  turn  of  expression, 
and  avoided  more  successfully  than  most  Scotsmen,  the  peculiarities  of  Scottish  phraseology. 
From  his  conversation  I  should  have  pronounced  him  to  have  been  fitted  to  excel  in  whatever 
walk  of  ambition  he  had  chosen  to  exert  his  abilities.  He  was  passionately  fond  of  the  beauties 
of  nature,  and  I  recollect  he  once  told  me,  when  I  was  admiring  a  distant  prospect  in  one  of  our 
morning  walks,  that  the  sight  of  so  many  smoking  cottages  gave  a  plcaaiire  to  bis  mind,  which 
none  could  understand  who  had  not  witnessed,  like  himself,  the  happiness  and  worth  which  cot- 
tages contained." 

Such  was  the  impression  which  Bums  made  at  first  on  the  fair,  the  titled,  and  the  learned  of 
Edinburgh ;  an  impression  which,  though  lessened  by  intimacy  and  closer  examination  on  the 
part  of  the  men,  remained  unimpaired,  on  that  of  the  softer  sex,  till  Ids  dying-day.  His  com- 
pany, during  the  season  of  balls  and  festivities,  continued  to  bo  courted  by  all  who  desired  to  be 
reckoned  gay  or  polite.  Cards  of  invitation  fell  thick  on  him  ;  he  was  not  more  welcome  to  the 
plumed  and  jewelled  groups,  whom  her  fascinating  Grace  of  Gordon  gathered  about  her,  than  he 
was  to  the  grave  divines  and  polished  scholars,  who  assembled  in  the  rooms  of  Stowart,  or  Blair, 
or  Robertson,  The  classic  socialities  of  Tytler,  afterwards  Lord  Woodhouslee,  or  the  elaborate 
supper-tables  of  the  whimsical  Monboddo,  whose  guests  imagined  they  were  entertained  in  the 
manner  of  Lucullus  or  of  Cicero,  were  not  complete  without  the  presence  of  the  ploughman  of 
Kyle  i  and  the  feelings  of  the  rustic  poet,  facing  such  companies,  though  of  surprise  and  delight 
at  first,  gradually  subsided,  he  said,  as  he  discerned,  that  man  difi'ored  from  man  only  in  the 
polish,  and  not  in  the  grain.     But  Edinburgh  offered  tables    and  entertainers  of  a  less  orderly 
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■    and  staid  character  than  tlioae  I  liave  aumed— wlicro  tlic  glass  circulated  witli  greater  npidity  ; 

wLero  the  wit  flowed  more  freely ;  aud  ■where  there  nere  neither  highbred  ladies  to  charm  cou- 

;    versatioiL  within  the  bounds  of  modesty,  nor  serious  philosophers,  nor  grave  divines,  to  set  a  iimit 

',    to  the  license  of  speech,  or  the  hours  of  enjoyment.     To  Jhaaa  couipanions — and  these  were  all 

I    of  the  better  classes,  the  levities  of  the  rustic  poet's  wit  and  humour  were  as  welcome  as  were 

J    the  tenderest  of  his  narratives  to  the  accompllsiied  Dnchess  of  Cordon  and  the  beautiful  Miss 

i    Burnet  of  Monboddo  i  they  raised  a  social  roar  not  at  all  classic,  and  demanded  and  pcovolted 

I    his  sallies  of  nild  humour,  or  indecorous  mirth,  with  as  much  delight  as  he  had  witnessed  among 

I    the  la^Is  of  Kyle,  ivhen,  at  mill  or  forge,  his  humorous  sallies  abounded  aa  tlie  ale  Sowed.     lu 

I    these  enjoyments  the  rough,  but  learned  William  Nicol,  and  the  young  and  amiable  Robert  Ains- 

lie  shared :  the  name  of  the  poet  was  coupled  with  thoae  of  profane  wits,  free  livers,  and  that 

class  of  half-idle  gentlemen  who  hang  about  the  courts  of  law,  or  for  a  season  or  two  wear  the 

livery  of  Mars,  and  handle  cold  iron. 

Edinburgh  had  still  another  class  of  genteel  convivialists,  to  whom  the  poet  was  attracted  by 
principles  as  well  as  hy  pleasure ;  these  were  the  relics  of  that  once  numerous  body,  the  Jacobites, 
who  still  loved  to  cherish  the  feelings  of  birth  or  education  rather  than  of  judgment,  and  toasted 
the  name  of  Stuart,  when  the  last  of  the  race  had  renounced  his  pretensions  to  a  throne,  for  the 
saliie  of  peace  and  the  cross.  Young  men  then,  and  high  names  were  among  them,  annually  met 
on  the  preteuder'a  birth-day,  and  sang  songs  in  which  tie  while  rose  of  Jaeobitism  flourished ; 
toasted  toasts  announcing  adherence  to  the  male  line  of  the  Bruce  and  the  Stuart,  and  listened 
to  the  strains  of  the  laureate  of  the  day,  who  prophesied,  in  drink,  the  dismissal  of  the  iutFusive 
Hanoverian,  by  the  right  and  might  of  the  righteous  and  disinherited  line.  Bnrns,  who  was 
descended  from  a  northern  raoo,  whose  father  was  suspected  of  having  drawn  the  claymore  in 
1745,  and  who  loved  the  blood  of  the  Kwtli-Marishalls,  under  whose  banners  his  ancestors  ha,d 
marched,  readily  united  himself  to  a  baud  in  whose  sentiments,  poliUcal  and  social,  he  was  a  sharer. 
He  was  received  with  acclamation:  the  digoitj  of  laureate  was  conferred  upon  him,  a»d  his 
inauguration  ode,  in  which  be  recalled  the  names  and  the  deeds  of  the  Grahams,  the  Erskinea, 
the  Eoyds,  and  the  Gordons,  was  applauded  for  its  fire,  as  well  as  for  its  sentiments.  Tet,  though 
he  ate  and  drank  and  aang  with  Jacobites,  he  was  only  as  far  as  sjmpatliy  and  poeaie  went,  of 
their  number :  his  reason  renounced  the  principles  and  the  religion  of  the  Stuart  line ;  aud  though 
he  shed  a  tear  over  their  fallen  fortunes — though  he  sympatliiiod  with  the  brave  aud  honourable 
names  that  perished  in  their  cause— though  ha  cursed  "  the  butcher,  Camberland,"  and  the  bloody 
spirit  wliich  commanded  the  heads  of  the  good  and  the  heroic  to  be  stuck  where  they  would  aifright 
the  passer-by,  and  pollute  the  air — he  had  no  desire  to  see  the  splendid  fabric  of  constitutional 
freedom,  which  the  umted  genius  of  all  parties  had  raised,  thrown  wantonly  down.  His  Jacobitiam 
inBuenced,  not  his  head,  but  his  heart,  and  gave  a  monrnful  hue  to  many  of  his  lyric  compositions. 
Meanwliile  his  poems  were  passing  through  the  press.  Burns  made  a  few  emendations  of  those 
published  in  the  Eilmarnock  edition,  and  he  added  others  which,  as  he  expressed  it,  he  had 
carded  aud  spun,  since  he  passed  Glenbuck.  Some  rather  coarse  lines  were  softened  or  omitted 
in  the  "Twa  Dogs;"  others,  from  a  change  of  his  personal  feelings,  were  made  in  the  "  Vision;" 
"  Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook,"  csoluded  before,  was  admitted  now  r  the  "  Dream"  was  retained, 
in  apite  of  the  remonstrances  of  Mrs.  Stewart,  of  Stair,  and  Mrs.  Duulop ;  and  the  "  Brigs  of 
Ayr,"  in  compliment  to  his  patrons  in  his  native  district,  and  tie  "  Address  to  Edinburgh,"  in 
honour  of  his  titled  and  distinguiahed  friends  in  that  metropolis,  were  printed  for  the  first  time. 
He  was  unwilling  to  alter  what  he  had  once  printed :  his  friends,  classic,  titled,  and  rustic,  found 
bun  stubborn  and  uupliable,  in  matters  of  criticism ;  yet  he  was  generally  of  s  complimental 
mood  he  loaded  the  robe  of  Coila  in  the  "  'VisioQ,"  with  more  scenes  than  it  could  well  contain, 
that  ha  might  include  in  the  landscape,  all  the  counfry-soats  of  his  Mends,  aud  he  gave  more 
than  their  share  of  comraondation  to  the  Wallaces,  out  of  respect  to  his  friend  Mrs.  Dnnlop.  Of 
the  critics  of  Edinburgh  he  said,  they  spun  the  thread  of  their  criticisms  so  fine  that  it  was  unfit 
for  eithei  warp  or  weft;  and  of  its  scholars,  he  aaid,  they  were  never  siitisfied  with  any  Scottish 
poet,  unless  they  could  trace  him  in  Horace.  One  morning  at  Dr.  Blair's  brenkfast-tiible,  when 
the  "  Holy  Fair"  was  the  subject  of  conversation,  the  reverend  critic  said,  "  Why  should 
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if  jou  liad  said,  with  tidings  of  damnation,  tUe  satire  would  liavo  liocn  tlxc  better  nnd  tlic  Ijittcror." 
"  Escclleut !"  EKclaimed  ilia  poot,  "  tlie  alteration  is  capital,  and  I  liope  jou  ivill  lionoui-  mo  hy 
allowing  mc  to  sny  in  a  note  at  wlioso  suggestion  it  was  made."  Professor  Wallicr,  who  tells  the 
nuocilote,  adds  that  Blair  evaded,  with  oqual  good  hnmonr  and  deoieion,  this  not  very  polite 
request ;  nor  was  this  the  only  Blip  whicli  tiie  poet  mado  on  this  occasion :  eome  one  asked  him 
in  wMoh  of  the  ohorchcs  of  Edinburgh  he  had  reeeivoil  the  highest  gratification ;  he  named  tlo 
H:gU-ohuroli,  but  gave  the  preference  over  all  proaohers  to  Kobert  Walkor,  tho  collengae  anil 
rival  in  eloquence  of  Dr.  Blair  Mnisolf,  and  that  in  a  tone  so  pointed  and  docisiie  as  to  make  aU 
at  tiie  table  staro  and  look  embarrassed.  Tho  poet  confossod  afterwards  that  he  never  roflcote'i 
on  hl3  blunder  without  pain  and  mortification.  Blair  probably  had  this  in  his  mind,  when,  on 
reading  tliopoera  begiuniiig  "When  Giiil(2ford  good  our  pilot  stood,"  he  esclairacd,  "Ah!  tho 
politics  of  Burns  always  smell  of  tho  smithy,"  moaning,  that  they  were  vulgar  and  common. 

lu  April,  tlie  second  or  Edinburgh,  edition  was  published ;  it  was  widely  purchased,  and  as 
warmly  commendod.  Tho  conntry  had  been  prepared  for  it  by  the  geueroas  and  discriminating 
otilluisms  of  llcnry  Mackenzie,  published  in  that  popular  porioilieal,  "  The  Lounger,"  where  he 
says,  "  Bums  possesses  the  spirit  as  well  as  tho  fancy  of  a  poet ;  that  honest  pride  and  iudepen- 
denco  of  soul,  which  are  sometimes  the  muse's  only  dower,  break  forth  on  every  occasion,  in  his 
works."  The  praise  of  the  author  of  the  "  Man  of  Feeling"  was  not  more  felt  by  Burns,  than  it 
was  by  the  whole  island :  tho  harp  of  the  north  had  not  been  swept  for  centuries  by  a  hond  so 
forcible,  and  at  the  saino  time  so  Taried,  that  it  awakened  every  tone,  whether  of  joy  or  woo:  tho 
laugnago  was  that  of  rustic  life ;  tho  scones  of  the  poems  were  tho  dusty  barn,  the  clay-floorod 
reelty  cottage,  and  the  furrowed  field;  and  the  characters  were  cowherds,  ploughmen,  and 
mechanics.  Tho  volume  was  embellished  by  a  head  of  the  poet  from  the  hand  of  the  now  veno- 
rablo  Alexander  Nasmith ;  and  introdncod  by  a  dedication  to  the  noblemen  and  gentlemen  of  the 
Caledonian  Ilunt,  in  a  style  of  vehement  independence,  unknown  hitherto  in  the  history  of  sub- 
scriptions. The  whole  work,  verso,  prose,  and  portrait,  won  public  attention,  and  kept  it :  and 
though  some  critics  signified  their  displeasure  at  expressions  which  bordered  on  profunily,  and 
at  a  license  of  language  which  they  pronounced  impure,  by  far  tiie  greater  number  united  their 
praise  to  tho  all  but  general  voice;  nay,  some  scrupled  not  to  call  him,  from  his  perfect  ease  and 
nature  and  variety,  the  Scottish  Shakspcare.  No  one  r<yoicod  more  in  his  success  and  his  fame, 
than  the  matron  of  Mossgiel. 

Other  matters  than  his  poems  and  socialilics  claimed  the  nttention  of  Bums  in  Edinburgh,    lie 
had  a  hearty  relish  for  tlie  joyous  genius  of  Allan'  Ramsay;  ho  traced  out  his  residences,  and 
r^oiced  to  think  that  while  he  stood  in  the  shop  of  liis  own  bookseller,  Creecli,  tho  sr.mo  fioor 
had  been  trod  by  the  feet  of  his  great  forerunner,     lie  visited,  too,  tiio  lowly  grave  of  flic  unfor- 
tunalo  liobert  Fergusson ;  and  it  must  be  recoi'ded  to  the  shame  of  the  magistrates  of  EdliiburgU, 
that  tiiey  allowed  Jiim  to  erect  a  iieadsiono  to  his  memory,  and  to  tho  scandal  of  Scotland,  iJiat  in 
such  a  memorial  he  had  not  boon  anticipated.     lie  seems  not  to  liavo  regarded  the  graves  of 
scholars  or  philosophers ;  and  he  trod  Uie  pavements  wlioro  the  warlike  princes  and  nobles  had 
walked  wiOiout  any  emotion.     He  loved,  liowever,  to  see  places  celebrated  in  Scottish  soug,  and 
fields  where  battles  for  the  independence  of  his  country  bad  been  stricken ;  and,  witii  money  in 
his  pocket  which  his  poems  had  produced,  and  with  a  letter  from  a  witty  but  weak  man,  Lord    i 
Buchnn,  instructing  him  to  pull  birks  on  the  Yarrow,  broom  on  the  Cowden-knowes,  and  not  to    I 
neglect  to  admire  the  ruins  of  Di7brugh  Abbey,  Burns  set  out  on  a  border  tour,  aceomnnnied  by    | 
Robert  Ainslie,  of  Berrywell.    As  the  poet  had  talked   of  returning  to  tho  plough,  Ur.  Blair    j 
imagined  that  he  was  on  his  way  back  to  tho  furrowed  field,  and  wrote  him  a  handsome  farewell,    ! 
Baying  he  was  leaving  Edinburgh  with  a  character  which  had  survived  many  tcmptatioiis  ;  with  a    ' 
name  which  would  be  placed  with  the  Eanis.ays  and  the  Fcrgussons,  and  with  the  hopes  of  all,    ! 
that,  in  a  second  volume,  on  which  his  fate  as  a  poet  would  very  much  depend,  ho  might  rise  yet    ' 
higher  in  merit  and  in  fiirae.     Burns,  who  received  this  eon'.nuinicction  when  Inying  bi.s  leg  over    ! 
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tile  Eadille  to  be  goac,  is  said  to  Imve  muttored,  "Ay,  but  am         fitbk  mmliL 

Ilia  first  babe,  healtliier  and  stronger  than  tlioec  mhicli  follow. 

On  tlie  Ctb  of  JIaj,  1787,  Burns  reaobed  Berrywell  :ber        llftbl     dUthw 
clear-beadod,  and  of  Wiss  Ainslic,  that  sbe  was  aniia,ble  and  b     J    m  —  f  D  d  tb        tb 

of  "  Tbe  Maid  tliat  tends  the  Goats,"  that  he  bad  penetration      d  m  d    {j        d   f  tb   p        1 
Eoivmaker,  that  be  was  a  mnu  of  strong  lungs  and  vigorous  r  m    k      0  m    tli    Tn    d    t 

Coldstream  bo  took  off  bis  bat,  and  bneeliug  down,  repeated    1     J  tl  1    t      r^        f  tli 

"Cotter'a  Saturday  Night !"  on  returning,  bo  drank  toiwitb  B7I         tb    t        11  b 

said,  lihid  and  boneTolent :  bo  cursed  one  Cole  as  an  Englisb  11  f     b  d      t 

ancient  garden  belonging  to  a  Eomisb  ruin ;  and,  be  wrote  of  Macdowal,  of  CaYcrton-niill,  (bat 
by  hia  sliill  in  rcaiiag  sbeep,  bo  sold  his  flocks,  ewe  and  lamb,  for  a  couple  of  guinoas  each  :  that 
Le  washed  his  sheep  before  shearing^ — and  by  hia  turnips  improyed  sbeop-Iiusbandrj  ;  be  added, 
that  lands  were  generally  let  at  sixteen  shillings  the  Scottish  acre ;  the  farmers  rich,  and,  com- 
pared to  AjTsbire,  tbeb'  bouses  magnificent.  On  bis  way  to  Jedburgh  he  visited  an  old  gentleman 
in  whoao  house  van  an  arm-chair,  once  the  property  of  tbe  author  of  "The  Seasons;"  be 
reyoi'cutlj  examined  the  relio,  and  could  Bearcoly  bo  persuaded  to  sit  in  it:  be  was  a  warm 
admirer  of  Thomson. 

In  Jodbnrgh,  Euiiis  fonnd  much  io  interest  him :  tlie  ruins  of  a  splendid  cathedral,  and  of  a 
strong  castle — and,  what  was  still  more  attractive,  an  amiable  young  lady,  very  handsome,  with 
"  beautiful  hazel  ejes,  full  of  spirit,  sparkling  with  delicious  moisture,"  and  lookswhich  betokened 
a  high  order  of  female  mind.  lie  gave  her  his  portrait,  and  entered  this  rcmcnibiance  of  her 
attractions  among  Ilia  memoranda : — "  Bly  heart  is  thawed  into  melting  pleasure,  after  being  bo 
lonj  frozen  up  in  tbe  Greenland  bay  of  indifference,  amid  the  noise  and  nonsense  of  Edinburgh. 
I  am  afraid  my  bosom  has  nearly  as  raueU  tinder  as  ever.  Jed,  pure  be  thy  streams,  and 
hallowed  thy  sylvan  banks ;  sweet  Isabella  Lindsay,  may  peace  dwell  in  thy  bosom  unintorruptod, 
except  by  the  tumultuous  tlirobbings  of  rapturous  love  I"  With  the  freedom  of  Jedburgli,  hand- 
somely bestowed  by  the  magisti-afos,  in  his  pocket,  Eurns  made  his  way  to  Wauebope,  the  resi- 
dence of  Mrs.  Scott,  who  bad  welcomed  him  into  the  world  as  a  poet  in  verses  lively  and  graceful ; 
ho  found  her,  he  said,  "  a  lady  of  sense  and  taste,  and  of  a  decision  peculiar  to  female  autliors." 
After  dining  witit  Sir  Alexander  Don,  who,  he  said,  was  a  clever  man,  but  far  from  a  match  for 
bis  dirine  lady,  a  sister  of  his  patron  Glencairn,  he  spent  an  hour  among  the  beautiful  ruins  of 
Diybnvgb  Abbey;  glanced  en  the  splendid  remains  of  Melrose;  passed,  unconscious  of  the  ftif  are, 
[■  that  ground  on  wliieh  have  arisen  the  romantic  towers  of  Abbotsford  ;  dined  wilb  certain  of 
tbe  Souters  of  Selkirk ;  and  visited  the  old  keep  of  Thomas  the  Rhymer,  and  a  dozen  of  the  hills 
streams  celebrated  in  song.  Nor  did  be  fa.il  to  pay  bis  respects,  after  returning  through 
Dunsc,  to  Sir  James  Hall,  of  Dunglaas,  and  his  lady,  and  was  muoh  pleased  with  the  scenery  of 
their  romantic  place.  He  was  now  joined  by  a  gentlonian  of  tbe  name  of  Kerr,  and  crossing  the 
Tweed  a  second  time,  penetrated  into  England,  as  f  th  t  town  of  Newcastle,  where 

he  smiled  at  a  facetious  KortJtumbrian,  who  at  dimi  d  tb   b  ef  to  be  caton  bcforo  tlie 

broth  was  served,  in  obedience  to  an  ancient  injun  1  n,  1  t  tb  hungry  Scotch  should  come 
snatch  it.  On  bis  way  back  he  saw,  what  proved  t  1  p  pb  t  of  hia  own  fortune— the 
roup  of  an  nnfoi-tanato  farmer's  stock :  he  took  out  h    j  1       d  wrote  wilii  a  troubled  brow, 

"Btgid  economy,  and  decent  industry,  do  you  prese  m  f  m  b  the  ^Ymei'gal  dramalis  per- 
sona, in  such  a  scene  of  horror."  llo  extended  his  tour  to  Cailiile,  and  from  tlienee  to  the  banks 
of  tlie  Kith,  where  ho  looked  at  tbe  farm  of  Ellisland,  with  the  intention  of  trying  once  more  his 

'    fortune  at  tbe  plough,  should  poetry  and  patronage  fail  him. 

On  his  way  tlirougb  the  TVcBt,  Bums  spent  a  few  days  with  his  mother  at  Mossgicl :  be  bad 

!  left  her  nn  unknown  and  an  almost  banished  man:  he  returned  in  fame  and  in  sunshine,  admired 
by  all  who  aspired  to  be  thought  tasteful  or  refined.  lie  felt  offended  alike  with  the  patrician 
stalelinoss  of  Edinburgh  and  the  plebeian  servility  of  tbe  husbandmen,  of  Ayrshire ;  and  dreading 
the  influonoe  of  tbe  uulueky  star  which  had  hitherto  ruled  bis  lot,  ho  bought  a  pocket  Milton,  he 
said,  for  tbe  purpose  of  studying  the  intrepid  independence  and  daring  maguaniinity.  and  noble 
defiance  of  hardships,  exhibited  by  Satan !    In  this  mood  he  reached  Edinburgh — oJily  to  leave  it 
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again  on  three  hun'ied  csoui'sions  into  the  Highlands.  The  route  which  he  took  and  the  sentj- 
raeots  Tfhiuhthe  scenes  awakeDed,  are  but  faintly  intimated  in  the  memoranda  which  he  made. 
Hiefir.^t  journejr  seems  to  hare  been  performed  in  iI!-hamoiir ;  at  Stirling,  hia  Jaoobitism,  proTolied 
at  seeing  the  ruined  palace  of  the  Stuarts,  brolie  out  in  some  unloyal  linea  wMeh  he  had  the 
indiscretion  to  write  witi  a  diamond  on  tlie  window  of  a  public  inn.  At  Carron,  where  he  was 
refused  a  sight  of  the  magnificent  foundry,  he  avenged  himself  in  epigram.  At  laverary  ho 
resented  some  real  or  imaginarj  neglect  on  the  paJ-t  of  his  Grace  of  Argyll,  hj  a  stinging  lampoon ; 
nor  can  he  be  said  to  bare  fairlj  regained  his  seronity  of  temper,  till  he  danced  his  wrath  away 
with  some  IlighUuid  ladies  at  Dumharton. 

His  second  escuraion  was  made  in  the  company  of  I)r.  Adair,  of  Harrowgate :  the  relactant 
doors  of  Cacron  foundry  were  opened  to  him,  and  !ie  expressed  his  wonder  at  the  blaiing  furnaces 
and  bi-oiling  lal)ours  of  the  place  ;  he  removed  the  disloyal  lines  from  the  ivindow  of  the  inn  at 
Stirling,  and  he  piud  a  two  days'  visit  to  Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre,  a  distinguished  scholar,  and  dis- 
cussed with  him  future  topics  for  the  muse.  "I  have  been  in  the  company  of  many  men  of 
genius,"  said  Ramsay  afterwards  to  Currie,  "  some  of  them  poets,  but  never  witnessed  such 
flashes  of  iatolleetual  briglitness  as  from  him — the  impulse  of  the  moment,  sparks  of  celestial 
fire."  From  the  Forth  he  went  to  the  Devon,  in  the  county  of  Clackmannan,  where,  for  the  first 
time,  he  saw  the  beautiful  Charlotte  Hamilton,  the  sister  of  his  friend  Gavin  Hamilton,  of  Mauch- 
line.  "She  is  not  only  beautiful,"  he  thus  writes  to  her  brother,  "but  lovely;  her  form  is 
elegant,  her  features  not  regular,  but  they  have  the  smile  of  sweetness,  and  the  settled  compla- 
cency of  good  nature  in  the  highest  degree.  Iler  eyes  are  fascinatiog;  at  once  espressivo  of  good 
sense,  tendemosa  and  a  coble  mind.  After  the  eseroise  of  our  riding  to  the  Palls,  Charlotte  w 
exactly  Dr.  Donne's  mistress  ;  — 


Accompanied  by  this  charming  dame,  he  visited  an  old  lady,  Mi-s.  Brace,  of  Clackmannan,  who, 
in  the  belief  that  she  had  the  blood  of  the  royal  Bruce  in  her  veins,  received  the  poet  with  soi 
thing  of  princely  state,  and,  half  in  jest,  conferred  (be  honour  of  knighthood  upon  liim,  with  her 
ancestor's  sword,  saying,  in  true  Jacobitical  mood,  that  she  had  a  bettor  right  to  do  that  than 
some  folt  had!  In  the  same  pleasing  company  be  visited  the  famous  cataract  on  the  Devon, 
called  the  Cauldron  Linn,  and  the  Rumbling  bridge,  a  single  arch  thrown,  it  is  said  by  the  devil, 
over  the  Devon,  at  the  height  of  a  hundred  feet  in  the  air.  It  was  the  complaint  of  his  compa- 
nions that  Burns  eshibited  no  raptures,  and  poured  out  no  unpremeiUtatod  verses  at  sncb  magni- 
ficent sceues.  But  he  did  not  like  to  be  tutored  or  prompted :  "  Look,  look !"  exclaimed  some 
one,  as  Cairon  foundry  belched  forth  flames — "look.  Bums,  lookl  good  heavens,  what  a  gvand 
sight ! — look  !"  "  I  would  not  look — look,  sir,  at  your  bidding,"  said  the  bard,  turning  away, 
"  were  it  into  the  mouth  of  bell !"  When  he  visited,  at  a  future  time,  the  romantic  Linn  of  Cree- 
hope,  in  Nithsdale,  he  looked  silently  at  its  wonders,  and  showed  none  of  the  hoped-for  raptnre. 
"  You  do  not  admire  it,  1  fear,"  said  a  gentleman  who  accompanied  him :  "  I  could  not  admire  it 
more,  sir,"  replied  Bnrns,  "if  He  who  made  it  were  to  desire  me  to  doit."  There  are  other  reasons 
for  the  silence  of  Burns  amid  the  scenes  of  the  Devon:  he  was  charmed  into  love  by  the  sense 
and  the  beauty  of  Charlotte  Hamilton,  and  rendered  her  homage  in  that  sweet  song,  "  The  Banlis 
of  the  Devon,"  and  in  a  dozen  letters  written  with  more  than  bis  usual  care,  elegance,  : 
tenderness.  But  the  lady  was  neither  to  he  won  by  verse  nor  by  prose;  she  afterwards  gave 
her  hand  to  Adair,  the  poet's  companion,  and,  what  was  less  meritorious,  throw  hia  letters  into 
the  fire. 

The  third  and  last  tour  into  the  North  was  in  company  of  Kicol  of  the  High-School  of  Edin- 
burgh ;  on  the  fields  of  Bannockbnrn  and  Falkirk — places  of  triumph  and  of  woe  to  Scotland,  he 
gave  way  to  patriotic  impulses,  and  in  these  words  he  recorded  them  ; — "  Stirling,  August  29, 
1787 :  this  morning  I  knelt  at  tiie  tomb  of  Sir  John  tlie  Graham,  the  gallant  friend  of  the  immortal 
Wallace  ;  and  two  hours  ago  I  said  a  fervent  prayer  for  old  Caledonia,  over  tha  hole  in  a  whin- 
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Stone  wee  Robert  the  Briico  fiicd  his  rojal  standard  on  tlie  banks  of  Baiinoekbum."     He  then 

proceeJed  northward  by  Oclitertjre,  the  water  of  Earn,  the  vale  of  Glen  Almond,  and  tJie  tradi 

t  onary  g  ave  of  Ossian.    He  looked  in  at  princelj  Tajmonth ;  mased  an  hour  or  two  among  the 

B   ks  of  Aberfeldj;  gaied  from  Birnam  top;  pansed  amid  the  wild  grandeur  of  the  pass  of 

I    K  11  e    ank  e,  at  llio  etone  which  marks  the  spot  where  a  Beeond  patriot  Graham  fell,  and  spent  ft 

I    day  at  B     r,  where  he  esperieneed  the  graceful  kLndness  —  Ae  Duke  of  Athol,  and  in  a  strain 

1  -uiy  0  eoaot,  petitiooed  him,  in  the  name  of  Bruar  Water,  to  hide  tbe  utter  nakedness  of  ita 

0  Iierw   8  picturesque  bojiks,  witlt  plantations  of  birch  and  oak.     Qiiitling  Clair  he  followed  the 

cou  3    of  the  Spcy,  and  passing,  as  he  told  his  brother,  through  a  wild  countiy,  among  cliffs  gray 

■w  th  e      n  1  snows,  and  glens  gloomy  and  savage,  reached  Findhom  in  miat  and  darliaess ;  yisit^d 

a      e  Cawdor,  where  Macbeth  murdered   Duncan ;    hastened  through  InTernesa  to  TTrquhart 

Ca    le   and  the  Falls  of  Fjors,  and  tiiraed  southward  to  Kilravock,  over  the  fatal  moor  of  CuUo- 

den      He  admired  the  ladies  of  that  classic  region  for  their  snooded  ringlets,  simple  elegance  of 

dre  s   anJ  espressive  eyes:  in  Mrs.  Rose,  of  Eilravock  Castle,  he  found  tiat  matronly  grace  and 

d    aity  wl  ch  he  owned  he  loved ;  and  in  the  Duko  and  Duchess  of  Gordon  a  renewal  of  that  mora 

I     han  knlness  with  which  they  had  welcomed  him  in  Edinburgh.     But  while  he  admired  the 

pa  ace  0    Fochabers,  and  waa  charmed  by  the  condescensions  of  the  noble  proprietors,  ho  forgot 

tha   he  h  d  left  a  companion  at  the  inn,  too  proud  and  captious  to  be  pleased  at  favours  showered 

.    on    th         he  hastened  back  to  the  inn  with  an  invitation  and  an  apology;  ho  found  the  fiery 

pedant  in  a  foaming  rage,  striding  up  and  down  the  street,  cursing  in  Scotch  and  Ladn  the  loitering 

t    postilions  for  not  yoking  the  horses,  and  hurrying  him  away.    All  apology  and  explanation  waa 

i    in  vain,  and  Burns,  with  a  vosation  which  he  sought  not  to  conceal,  took  his  seat  sHently  beside 

'    the  irascible  pedagogue,  and  returned  to  tlie  South  by  Broughty  Castle,  the  banks  of  Endcrmay 

I    and  Queensferry.     He  parted  with  the  Highlands  in  a  kindly  mood,  and  loved  to  recal  the  scenes 

i    and  the  people,  both  in  conversation  and  in  song. 

I  On  his  return  to  Edinburgh  he  had  to  bide  the  time  of  his  bookseller  and  the  public;  the 
I  impression  of  his  poems,  extending  to  two  tliousand  eight  hundred  copies,  was  sold  widely  :  much 
i  of  the  money  had  to  come  from  a  distance,  and  Burns  lingered  about  the  northern  metropolis, 
i  eipeeting  a  settlement  with  Creech,  and  with  the  hope  that  those  who  dispensed  hi^  country's 
]  patronage  might  remefflher  one  who  then,  as  now,  was  reckoned  an  ornament  to  the  land.  But 
'  Creech,  a  parsimonious  man,  was  slow  in  his  payments ;  the  patronage  of  the  country  was  swal- 
lowed op  in  lie  sink  of  politics,  and  though  noblemen  smiled,  and  ladies  of  rank  nodded  their 
j  jewelled  heads  in  approbation  of  every  new  song  he  sung  and  every  witty  sally  he  uttered,  they 
]  reckoned  any  further  notice  or  eai-osaperfluous;  the  poet,  nn  observant  man,  saw  all  this;  but  hope 
[  waa  the  cordial  of  his  heart,  he  said,  and  he  hoped  and  lingered  on.  Too  active  a  genius  to  remain 
\  idle,  he  addressed  himself  to  the  twofold  business  of  love  and  verse.  Repulsed  by  the  stately 
*  Beauty  of  the  Devon,  he  sought  consolation  in  the  society  of  one,  aa  fair,  end  infinitely  moro 
i  witty;  and  as  an  accident  had  for  ft  time  deprived  him  of  the  use  of  one  of  his  legs,  he  gave 
1  wings  to  hours  of  pain,  by  writing  a  series  of  letters  to  this  Edinburgh  enchantress,  in  which  ho 
I  signed  himself  Sylvander,  and  addressed  her  under  the  name  of  Clarinda.  In  these  compositions, 
'  which  no  one  can  regard  as  serious,  and  which  James  Graharae  the  poet  called  "  a  romance  of 
I  Teal  Platonic  affection,"  amid  much  affectation  both  of  language  and  sentiment,  and  a  desire  to  say 
;  fine  and  startling  things,  we  can  see  the  proud  heart  of  the  poet  throbbing  in  the  dread  of  being 
!  neglected  or  forgotten  by  his  country.  The  love  which  he  offers  up  at  the  altar  of  wit  and  beauty, 
■  seems  assumed  and  put  on,  for  ita  rapture  is  artificial,  and  ita  brilliancy  that  of  an  icicle :  no 
1  woman  mas  ever  wooed  and  won  in  that  Malvolio  way;  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  Mrs.  M'Lehose 
:  felt  as  much  offence  as  pleasure  at  this  boisterons  display  of  regard.  In  aflertimes  he  loved  to 
i    remember  her  ; — when  wine  circulated,  Mrs.  Mao  was  his  favourite  toast. 

i  During  this  season  he  began  his  lyric  contribations  to  the  Musical  Museum  of  Johnson,  a  work 
!  which,  amid  many  imperfections  of  taste  and  arrangement,  contains  More  of  the  true  old  muaio 
i  and  genuine  old  songs  of  Scotland,  than  any  other  collection  with  which  1  am  acquainted.  Burns 
1  gathered  oral  airs,  and  fitted  them  with  words  of  mirth  or  of  woe,  of  tenderness  or  of  humour, 
'    with  unexampled  readiness  and  felicity;  he  eked  oit  old  fragments  and  sobered  down  licentious 
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Blrains  so  mncb  in  Uie  olden  spirit  and  feeling,  that  tlie  now  cannot  be  (liBtiDsuislied  froi  ttie 
ancient ;  nay,  lie  inserted  lines  and  iialf  lines,  with  sucU  skill  and  nicety,  tliat  antiquarian,  ire 
poi'plesed  to  settle  which  ia  genuine  or  which  is  simulated.  Tet  with  all  this  he  abated  noi  of 
the  natural  mirth  or  tlie  racy  humour  of  tlio  lyric  muse  of  Scotland :  he  did  not  like  her  the  tss 
because  she  walked  like  some  of  the  maidons  of  her  strains,  high-liiltod  at  times,  and  spoke  i  ith 
tlio  fi'ocdom  of  innocence.  In  these  communications  we  observe  how  little  his  horder-jannt  among 
the  fountains  of  aoeieut  song  contribnted  either  of  sentiment  or  aUasion,  to  Lis  lyrics ;  and  liow 
deeply  Ma  strains,  wliether  of  pity  or  of  merriment,  were  eoloarcd  by  wliat  ho  had  seen,  and 
Uoai-d,  and  felt  in  the  Iliglilauds.  In  truth,  all  that  lay  beyond  the  Forth  was  an  undisooYoced 
land  to  him;  while  the  loivland  districts  were  not  only  familiar  to  his  mind  and  eye,  bnt  all  their 
more  roiaantio  vales  and  hills  and  streams  were  already  musical  in  songa  of  sooU  esoellcnce  as 
induced  him  to  dread  failure  ratlier  than  hope  triumph.  MoreoTer,  the  Highlands  teemed  with 
jacobitical  feelings,  and  scenes  hallowed  by  the  hlood  or  the  sufferings  of  men  heroic,  and  pcrhnpa 
misguided ;  and  the  poet,  willingly  yielding  to  an  imptilse  which  was  truly  romantic,  and  believed 
by  thousands  to  be  loyal,  penned  his  songs  on  Drumoasic,  and  Killiocranliio,  as  the  spirit  of  sorrow 
or  of  bittomeas  prevailed.  Though  accompanied,  during  his  novlhem  cseursions,  by  fiicnds 
whose  socialities  and  conversation  forbade  deep  thought,  or  even  serious  remark,  it  will  be  seen 
by  those  who  read  his  lyrics  with  ears,  that  his  wreath  Is  indebted  for  some  of  its  fairest  flowers 
to  the  Highlands. 

The  second  winter  of  the  poet's  abode  in  Ediahnrgh  had  now  nrrived :  it  opened,  as  might  have 
been  expected,  with  less  rapturous  welcomes  and  with  more  of  fi'osty  civility  than  the  first.  It 
must  bo  confessed,  that  indulgence  in  prolonged  sceialities,  and  in  company  which,  though  clever, 
could  not  he  culled  select,  contribnted  to  this ;  nor  mnst  it  be  forgotten  that  his  love  for  tlie 
Ewocter  port  of  creation  was  now  and  then  caj-ried  beyond  the  limits  of  poetic  respect,  and  the 
delicacies  of  coartesy  ;  tending  to  estrange  the  austere  and  to  lesson  the  admiration 
common  to  all.  Other  causes  may  be  assigned  for  this  wane  of  popularity;  ho  toot  nc 
conceal  Jiis  contempt  for  all  who  depended  0    m  hi      1  jf 

knack  in  sketclung  with  a  sarcastic  hand  th      !         t         f  tl      1 
indeed  of  the  high  literati  of  tlie  north— H  m     th        th       f  D 
of  the  poet  as  a  chance  or  an  accident :   and  th      h  th  y    d     tt 
he  was  not  one  of  settled  grandeur  of  bo  1  bn  ht      d  by   t  dy 
of  this;   he  tabes  occasion  in  some  of  hi    1  tte      t  t   th  t 

when  he  shall  be  aceountiid  by  Bcholnrs  a  t  th     th 

that  the  praise  bestowed  on  Ms  genius  was  p  rtly   w        tothl        Ityfh  d  Fm 

his  lingering  so  long  about  Edinburgh,  tl         blyb  tdd  dlmlyb 

Bsripdon,  the  learned  to  regard  him  as  a  fi  Th  b  ]  lit  y    11  tl         t 

works  to  the  temple  of  Fame  witliout  the  1  b  f  m  k  1        pp        h        wl  I        tl    d 

party,  and  not  the  least  numerous,  looked        hmwtldt      t  yll  lit 

Jacobite  and  Jacobin ;  who  disliked  the  ley  1  m    1   1        II       1      1  mp        tl         g      g  f      1 
Besides,  the  marvel  of- the  inspired  ploughmin  hdb  t        bl       thblgl  f 

novelty  was  worn  off,  and  his  fault  lay  in  h  II  t  th  t  h    I    d  m  d      11  th 

eport  whicli  the  Philistines  expected,  and  w         qdtmk         mf  I  f 

the  season,  to  paw,  and  roar,  oud  shake  th    m  Th    1  ftl     t  1   1  vh   h   t  first    p      d 

spontaneous,  like  those  in  Milton's  heaven,  were  now  uuolojed  foi  him  with  a  tardy  courtesy;  he 
received  with  measured  statcliness,  and  seldom  rertuested  to  repeat  his  visit.  Of  this 
'  aspect  of  tilings  he  complained  to  a  friend;  but  his  real  sorrows  were  mised  with  those 
of  the  fauoj ; — he  told  Mrs.  Dunlop  with  what  pangs  of  heart  he  was  compelled  to  take  shelter  in 
a  corner,  lest  the  rattling  oqaipago  of  some  gaping  blockhead  should  mangle  him  in  the  mire. 
In  this  land  of  titles  and  wealth  such  querulous  sensibilities  must  liave  been  frequently  offended. 

Barns,  who  had  talked  lightly  Iiitherto  of  resuming  the  plough,  hegan  now  to  think  seriously 
»bont  it,  for  ho  saw  it  must  come  to  that  at  last  Miller,  of  D.ilswinton,  a  gontloman  of  scientific 
acquii-ements,  and  who  has  the  merit  of  applying  (he  impulse  of  steam  to  navigation,  had  offered 
he  poet  the  choice  of  his  farms,  on  a  fair  estate  which  ho  had  purchased  on  the  Nith :  aided  by 
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a  westland  fannci',  lie  sclecled  EllislantJ,  a  teautifal  spot,  fit  alike  for  tlie  ateps  of  plouglimaii  or 
poet.  On  intimating  this  to  tie  magnates  of  Edinburgb,  no  ono  lamented  that  a  genius  so  bright 
and  original  should  lie  dmen  to  win  his  bread  with  the  sweat  of  Ms  brow :  no  one,  witli  an 
iniiignant  eyo,  ventured  to  tell  those  to  whom  the  patt-onage  of  tliis  magnificent  ampiro  was  con- 
fided, that  they  were  misusing  the  sacred  trust,  and  that  posterity  wonld  curse  them  for  tlieir 
coldness  or  neglect :  neither  did  any  of  the  rich  nobles,  whose  tables  he  had  adorned  by  his  wit, 
offer  to  enable  Iiini  to  toil  free  of  rent,  in  a  land  of  wJiich  he  was  to  be  a  permanent  omameni; — 
all  were  silent — all  were  cold— the  Earl  of  Glencaim  alone,  aided  by  Alesander  Wood,  a  gentl&- 
wan  who  merits  pralae  oftcner  than  he  is  named,  did  the  little  that  waa  done  or  attempted  to  be 
done  for  him:  nor  was  that  little  done  on  the  peer's  part  without  solicitation: — "I  wish  to  go 
into  the  e:toise ;"  tlius  he  wrote  to  Glaneairn ;  "  and  I  am  told  yoor  lordship's  interest  will  easily 
prooare  me  the  grant  from  the  commissionera ;  and  your  lordship's  patronage  and  goodness, 
which  have  already  resouod  me  from  obscurity,  wreleliedness,  and  esile,  emboldens  me  to  asli 
that  interest.  Tou  ha-ve  likewise  put  it  in  my  power  to  sare  the  little  tie  of  home  that  sheltered 
an  aged  mother,  two  brothers,  and  three  sisters  from  destruction.  I  am  ill  qualified  to  dog  the 
heels  of  greatness  with  the  impertinence  of  solicitation,  and  tremble  nearly  as  much  at  the  tliought 
of  the  cold  promise  as  the  cold  denial."  The  farm  and  the  escise  exhibit  the  poet's  humble 
scheme  of  life :  tie  money  of  the  one,  he  thought,  would  support  the  tcil  of  the  other,  and  in  the 
fortunate  management  of  both,  lie  looked  for  the  rough  abundance,  if  not  the  elegancies  suitable 
to  a  poet's  condition- 
While  Scotland  was  disgraced  by  sordidly  allowing  her  brightest  genius  to  descend  to  the 
ploTigh  and  the  excise,  the  poet  hastened  his  departure  from  a  city  wbich  had  witnessed  both  bis 
triumph  and  his  shame:  he  bade  farewell  in  a  few  well-chosen  words  to  such  of  the  classic  literati 
— the  Blaira,  the  Stewarts,  the  MaoUenaies,  and  the  Tjtlers — as  had  welcomed  the  rustic  bard 
and  continued  to  countenance  him  ;  while  in  softer  accents  ho  bade  adieu  to  the  Ciarindas  and 
CMorises  of  whose  charms  he  had  snng,  and,  haying  wrong  a  settlement  from  Creech,  he  tnrned 
his  steps  towards  Mossgiel  and  Manchline.  He  had  several  reasons,  and  all  serious  ones,  for 
taking  Ayrshire  in  his  way  to  the  Sith :  ho  desired  to  see  his  mother,  his  brothers  and  sisters, 
who  had  partaken  of  Ma  success,  and  were  now  raised  from  pining  penury  to  compnratire  affinenee : 
he  desired  to  see  those  who  had  aided  him  in  his  early  struggles  into  the  upper  air — perhaps 
those,  too,  who  had  looked  coldly  on,  and  smiled  at  his  outward  aspirations  after  fame  or  distinc- 
tion; but  more  than  all,  he  desired  to  see  one  whom  he  once  and  still  dearly  loved,  who  had  been 
a  sufferer  for  his  sake,  and  whom  he  proposed  to  make  mistress  of  his  fireside  and  the  sliarer  of 
his  fortunes.  Etcu  while  whispering  of  love  to  Cliartotto  Uarailton,  on  the  banks  of  the  Devon, 
or  sigliing  out  the  affected  sentimentalities  of  platonic  or  pastoral  love  in  the  ear  of  Clarinda,  his 
thoughts  w.indered  to  her  whom  he  had  left  bleaching  her  webs  among  the  daisies  on  Slanchline 
braes — she  had  still  his  heart,  and  in  spite  of  her  own  and  her  father's  disclamation,  she  was  his 
wife.  It  was  one  of  the  delusions  of  this  great  poet,  as  well  as  of  those  good  people,  the  Armours, 
that  the  marriage  had  been  dissolved  by  the  destruction  of  the  marriage-lines,  and  that  Robert  I 
Bums  and  Jean  Armonr  wore  as  single  as  though  they  had  neither  vowed  nor  written  themselves 
man  and  wife.  Be  that  as  it  may,  the  time  was  come  when  all  scruples  and  obstacles  were  to  be 
removed  which  stood  in  the  way  of  their  union:  their  hands  were  united  by  Gavin  Hamilton, 
according  to  law,  in  April,  1788;  and  even  the  Reverend  Mr.  Auld,  so  mercilessly  lampooned, 
smiled  forgivingly  as  the  poet  satisfied  a  church  wisely  scmpaloas  regarding  the  sacred  ceremony 

Though  Jcnn  Armour  was  but  a  country  lasa  of  liumble  degree,  she  had  sense  and  intelligence, 
and  personal  charms  sufficient  not  only  to  win  and  fix  the  affections  of  tlie  poet,  but  to  sanction 
the  pralae  which  he  showered  on  lier  in  song.  In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dnnlop,  he  thus  describes  her : 
"The  most  placid  good  nature  and  sweetness  of  disposition,  a  warm  heart,  gratefully  devoted 
with  aU  its  powers  to  love  mo;  vigorous  health  and  sprightly  cheerfulness,  set  off  to  the  best 
adrantage  by  a  more  than  commonly  handsome  figure :  these  I  think  in  a  woman  may  malie  a 
good  wife,  though  she  should  never  have  read  a  page  but  the  Scriptures,  nor  have  danced  in  a 
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brighter  assciuMy  than  a  penny-pay  wetlding."     To  the  accomplished  Margaret  Chalmers,  of  | 

Edinliurgh,  lie  adda,  to  complete  the  picture,  "I  haye  got  the  Imndsomest  figure,  the  sweetest  1 

temper,  tie  soundest  constitution,  and  kindest  heart  in  ihe  country :  a  certain  late  publication  ■ 

of  Scots'  poems  slie  has  perused  very  devoutly,  and  all  the  ballads  in  the  laniJ,  as  she  has  the  1 

finest  wo odnote  wild  you  oyer  heard."  With  his  young  wife,  a  punch  bowl  of  Seottiah  marble,  and  ] 

an  eight-day  clock,  both  presents  from  Mr.  Armour,  now  reconciled  to  his  eminent  son-in-law,  ' 

with  a  new  plough,  aad  a,  beautiful  heifer,  given  by  Mrs.  Dunlop,  with  about  four  hundred  pounds  ' 
in  Ilia  pocket,  a,  resolution  to  toil,  and  a  hope  of  success,  Buma  made  his  appearanee  on  the  banks 

of  the  Nith,  and  set  up  bis  staff  at  Ellialand.    This  farm,  now  a  classic  spot,  is  about  six  miles  ' 

up  the  river  from  Dumfries;  it  extends  to  upwards  of  a  huaJred  acres;  the  soil  is  kindly;  the  ■ 

holmland  portion  of  it  loamy  and  rich,  and  it  has  at  command  fine  walks  on  the  river  side,  and  ; 

views  of  the  Friar's  Carse,  Cowebill,  and  Dalswinton.     For  a  while  the  poet  had  lo  hide  his  head  ' 

in  a  smoky  horel ;  tiil  a  house  to  his  fancy,  and  offices  for  his  cattle  and  his  c»ops  were  built,  his  , 

accommodation  was  sufficiently  humble  ;  and  his  mind  taking  its  hue  from  his  situation,  infused  ; 

a  bitterness  into  the  letters  in  which  he  first  made  known  to  his  western  friends  that  he  had  fixed  ■ 

his  abode  in  Nithsdale.     "  I  am  here,"  said  he,  "  at  the  very  elbow  of  existence ;  the  only  things  • 

to  be  found  in  perfection  in  this  oounfry  aie  stupidity  and  canting ;  prose  they  only  know  in  graces  . 

and  prayers,  and  the  value  of  these  they  estimate  as  they  do  their  plaiden-webs,  by  the  ell:  as  ■ 
for  the  muses,  they  have  as  much  anideaof  a  rhinoceros  as  of  a  poet."   "This  is  an  undiscovered 
clime,"  he  at  another  period  exclaims,  "  it  is  unknovm  to  poetry,  and  prose  never  looted  on  it 

save  in  drink.     I  sit  by  the  fire,  and  listen  to  the  hum  of  the  spinning-wheel :  I  hear,  but  cannot  ■ 

see  it,  for  it  is  hidden  in  the  smoke  which  eddies  round  and  round  me  before  it  seeks  to  escape  by  j 

window  and  door.     I  have  no  converse  but  with  the  ignorance  which  encloses  me :  no  kenned  face  ' 

but  that  of  my  old  mare,  Jenny  Geddes — ray  life  is  dwindled  down  to  mere  existence."  j 

IVhen  the  poet's  new  house  was  built  and  plenished,  and  the  atmosphere  of  hia  mind  began  to  ', 

clear,  ho  found  the  land  to  be  fruitful,  and  its  people  intelligent  and  wise.     In  Eiddel,  of  Friar's  ] 

Carse,  he  found  a  scliolar  and  antiquarian;  in  Miller,  of  Dalswinton,  a  man  conversant  with  ; 

science  as  well  as  with  the  world;  in  M'Murdo,  of  Drumlanrig.  a  generous  and  accomplislied  I 

gentleman  ;  and  in  John  Syme,  of  Eyedale,  a  man  much  after  his  own  heart,  and  a  lover  of  the  I 

wit  and  socialities  of  polished  life.    Of  these  gentlemen  Riddel,  who  was  his  neighbour,  was  the  j 
favourite;  a  door  was  made  in  the  march-fenee  which  separated  Ellisland  from  Friar's  Carse, 
that  the  poet  might  Indulge  in  the  retirement  of  the  Caraa  hermitage,  a  little  lodge  in  the  wood, 

as  romantic  as  it  was  beautiful,  while  a  pathway  was  cut  through  the  dwarf  oaks  and  birches  | 

which  fringed  the  river  bank,  to  enable  the  poet  to  sannter  and  muse  without  let  or  interruption.  } 

This  attention  was  rewarded  by  an  inseriplion  for  the  hermitage,  written  with  elegance  as  well  as  ; 

feeling,  and  which  was  the  first  fruits  of  his  fancy  in  this  unpoetic  land.     In  a  happier  strain  he  1 

remembered  Matthew  Henderson;  this  is  one  of  the  sweetest  as  well  as  happiest  of  his  pootio  ', 

compositions.     He  heard  of  his  friend's  death,  and  called  on  n.iture  animate  and  inanimate,  '■. 

to  lament  the  loss  of  one  who  held  the  patent  of  his  honours  from  God  alone,  and  who  loved  all  ; 
that  was  pure  and  lovely  and  good.     "  The  Whistle"  is  another  of  his  Ellislaud  compositions ;  the 

contest  which  he  has  recorded  with  such  spirit  and  humour  took  place  almost  at  his  door;  the  ■ 

heroes  were  Fergusson,  of  Crsugdarroch,  Sir  Robert  Laurie,  of  Maiwelltov™,  and  Riddel,  of  ' 

the  Friar's  Carse ;  the  poet  was  present,  and  drank  bottle  and  bottle  about  witli  the  best,  and  . 

when  all  was  done  he  seemed  much  disposed,  as  an  old  servant  at  Friar's  Carse  remembered,  to  : 

take  up  the  victor.  I 

Burns  had  become  fully  reconciled  to  Kithsdale,  and  was  on  the  most  intimato  terms  with  the  ■ 

muse  when  lie  produced  Tam  O'Shanter,  the  crowning  glory  of  all  his  poems.     For  this  marvellous  ■ 

tale  we  are  indebted  to  something  like  accident:  Francis  Grose,  tlie  antiquary,  happened  to  visit  ' 
Friar's  Carae,  and  as  he  loved  wine  and  wit,  tlie  total  want  of  imagination  was  nc  hindoronoe  to 

his  friendly  intercourse  with  the  poet :  "  AUoway's  auld  haunted  kirk"  was  mentioned,  and  Grose  ! 
faid  he  would  include  it  in  his  illustrations  of  the  antiquities  of  Scotland,  if  the  bard  of  the 

Doon  would  write  a  poem  to  accompany  it.     Bums  consented,  and  before  he  left  the  table,  tlie  i 

various  traditions  which  belonged  to  the  ruin  were  passing  through  Ms  mind.    One  of  these  was  i 
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of  a  farmer,  who,  on  n,  night  irild  with  wind  and  min,  on  passing  the  oM  kirk  was  sta-rtled  ly  a 
light  glimmering  inside  the  walls:  ou  drawing  near  ho  saw  a  ealilroQ  hung  over  a  fire,  in  which 
tlie  heacts  and  limba  of  children  were  simmering:  tliere  was  Qeithei  witch  nor  fiend  to  guard  it, 
BO  ha  unhooked  the  caldron,  turned  out  the  contenia,  and  carried  it  home  aa  a  trophy.  A  second 
tradition  was  of  a  man  of  Kyle,  who,  having  been  on  a  market  night  detained  late  in  Ayr,  on 
crossing  the  old  bridge  of  Doon,  on  his  way  home,  saw  a  light  streaming  througk  the  gothii;  win- 
dow of  Alloway  kirk,  and  on  rilling  near,  beheld  a  batch  of  the  district  witches  dancing  merrily 
round  their  master,  the  deril,  who  kept  them  "louping  and  flinging"  to  the  sound  of  a  bagpipe. 
Ho  knew  several  of  the  old  crones,  and  smiled  at  Iheir  gambols,  for  they  were  dancing  in  their 
smocks  :  bnt  ono  of  them,  and  she  happened  to  ba  young  and  rosy,  had  on  a  smock  shorter  than 
those  of  her  companions  by  two  spans  at  least,  which  so  moved  the  farmer  that  he  escloimed, 
"IVeel  luppan,Maggiewi' the  shot  sark!"  Satan  stopped  hia  mufiio,  the  light  was  extinguished, 
and  out  rushed  the  hags  after  the  farmer,  who  made  at  the  gallop  for  tlie  bridge  of  Doon,  knowing 
that  they  could  not  cross  a  stream :  ho  escaped ;  but  Maggie,  who  was  foremost,  seized  his  horse's 
at  the  middle  of  the  bridge,  and  pulled  it  off  in  her  efForts  to  stay  him. 

'his  poem  was  the  work  of  a  single  day:  Burns  walked  out  to  his  favourite  musing  psth, 
which  runs  towards  the  old  tower  of  the  Isle,  along  Nithside,  and  was  observed  to  walk  hastily 

:  mutter  as  he  went.  His  wife  knew  by  those  signs  that  he  was  engaged  in  composition,  and 
watched  him  from  the  window  ;  at  Inst  wearying,  and  moreover  wondering  at  the  unusual  length 

lis  meditations,  she  took  her  children  with  her  and  went  to  meet  him;  but  as  he  5eome<l  not 

ioe  her,  she  stept  aside  among  tlie  broom  to  aDow  him  to  pass,  which  he  did  with  a  flushed 

w  and  dropping  eyes,  reciting  these  lines  aloud: — 


He  embellished  this  wild  tradition  from  fact  as  well  as  from  fancy:  along  the  road  which  Tarn 
;amo  on  that  eventful  night  his  memory  supplied  circnmstjinces  which  prepared  Iilm  for  the 
strange  sight  at  the  kirk  ef  Alloway.  A  poor  chapman  had  perished,  some  winters  before,  in  the 
mow  ;  a  murdered  child  had  been  fonnd  by  some  early  hunters  ;  a  tippling  farmer  had  fallen 
from  Ilia  horse  at  the  expense  of  his  neck,  beside  a  "meikle  stane;"  and  a  melancholy  old  woman 
had  hajiged  herself  at  the  bush  aboon  the  well,  as  the  poem  relates :  all  these  matters  the  poet 
pressed  into  the  service  of  the  muse,  and  used  them  with  a  skill  which  adorns  rather  than 
oppresses  the  legend.  A  pert  lawyer  from  Dumfries  objected  to  the  language  as  obscure : 
"  Obscure,  mi  I"  said  Bums ;  "  you  know  not  the  language  of  that  great  master  of  yoor  own  art 
—the  devil.     If  yon  had  a  witch  for  year  client  you  would  not  be  able  to  roajiage  her  defence !" 

He  wrote  few  poems  after  his  marriage,  but  he  composed  many  songs :  the  sweet  Toice  of  Mrs. 
Bums  and  the  craving  of  Johnson's  Museum  wil!  in  some  measure  account  for  the  number,  but 
lot  for  their  variety,  which  is  truly  wonderful.  In  the  history  of  that  mournful  strain,  "JMary 
n  Heaven,"  we  read  the  story  of  many  of  his  lyrics,  for  they  generally  sprang  from  his  personal 
feelings-,  no  pc^t  has  put  more  of  himself  into  hia  poetry  than  Burns.  "Robert,  though  ill  of  a 
cold,"  said  his  wife,  "had  been  busy  all  day — a  day  of  September,  1789,  with  the  shearers  in 
the  field,  and  as  he  had  got  most  of  the  corn  into  the  staok-yard,  was  in  good  spirits ;  but  wlien 
twilight  osme  he  grew  sad  about  sometliing,  and  could  not  rest :  he  wandered  first  up  the  water, 
side,  and  then  went  into  the  stacl:-yard :  I  followed,  and  hegged  him  to  come  into  the  house,  as 
he  was  ill,  and  the  air  was  sharp  and  cold.  Ho  said,  'Ay,  ay,'  but  did  not  come :  he  threw 
himself  down  on  some  loose  sheaves,  and  lay  looking  at  the  sly,  and  particularly  at  a  large, 
bright  star,  which  shone  like  another  moon.  At  last,  but  that  was  long  after  I  had  left  him,  he 
oe  home— the  song  was  already  composed."     To  the  memory  of  Mary  Campbell  he  dedicated 


by  Google 


siviii  LIFE    OF   EOBRKT   BUKNS. 

that  toucliiiig  odo ;  and  lie  thus  intimates  the  continuance  of  his  early  alfcetion  for  "  The  fiiir- 
hnired  lass  of  tlio  west,"  in  a  letter  of  that  time  to  Mrs.  Dniilop.     "  If  there  is  another  life,  it 
must  be  only  for  llie  just,,  the  benevolent,  the  amiable,  and  tJie  hnmane.     Tfhat  a  flattering  idea, 
then,  is  a  ivorld  to  come !     There  shall  I,  with  EpeeoWeES  agony  of  rapture,  again  recognise  mj 
lost,  my  ever  dear  Mary,  whose  bosom  was  fraught  with  truth,  bonour,  ooustanoy,  and  love." 
These  melanclioly  words  gave  way  in  their  tura  to  others  of  a  nature  lively  and  liumoroue;  "Tarn 
Glen,"  in  which  the  thoughts  flow  aa  freely  oa  the  waters  of  tiio  Sith,  on  whoso  banks  lie  wrote     j 
it ;  "  Findliiy,"  with  its  quiet  vein  of  sly  simplicity ;  "  IViilie  brewed  a  pock  o'  maut,"  the  first     ! 
of  social,  fln<!  "  Sho'a  fair  and  fause,"  the  first  of  sareastio  songs,  with  "  The  deil's  awa  wi'  the     ! 
Exciseman,"  are  all  productions  of  tliis  period — a  period  which  had  besides  its  own  fears  and  i's     . 
own  forebodings.  j 

For  a  while  Burns  seemed  to  prosper  in  his  farm  :  be  held  the  plough  with  h!a  own  band,  be     ' 
gnided  tlio  barrows,  he  ilistributod  the  sced-oom  c(iually  among  the  furrows,  and  he  reaped  the     ; 
crop  In  its  season,  and  saw  it  safely  covered  in  from  the  storms  of  winter  with  "thocl:  and  rape;"     1 
his  wife,  too,  superintended  the  dairy  witli  a  skill  which  she  had  brought  from  Kyle,  and  as  the 
harvest,  for  a  season  or  two,  was  abundant,  and  the  dairy  yielded  butter  and  cheese  for  the 
Eiartef,  it  seemed  that  "the  lucMcas  star"  which  ruled  Ms  lot  had  relented,  and  now  shone     : 
unboding  and  benignly.     But  much  more  is  required  than  toil  of  hand  to  make  a  successful     i 
farmer,  nor  will  the  attention  bestowed  only  by  fits  and  starts,  compensate  for  carelessness  or     \ 
oversight :  frugality,  not  in  one  thing  but  in  all,  is  demanded,  in  small  matters  as  well  as  in  great,     j 
while  a  careful  mind  and  a  vigilant  eye  mu  t      p    mt  nd  the  labours  of  servants,  and  the  wholo     I 
system  of  in-door  and  out-door  economy.    N  w    linng  th   three  years  which  Burns  stayed  in    ! 
Ellisland,  he  neither  wrought  with  that  cntntdilgne  which  farming  demands,  nor  did  he 
bestow  upon  it  tlio  unremitting  attention  of    y      n  1  m  nd  which  such  a  farm  reciuired :  besides 
his  skill  in  husbandry  was  but  moderate — th  t  (h      h  of  his  own  fixing,  was  too  high  fur     | 

hiai  and  for  the  times  i  the  ground,  thougl  g  1  w  n  t  cscollent  as  he  might  have  had  on  ] 
the  same  estate — he  omplojod  more  servant  h  n  th  numb  ■  of  acres  demanded,  and  spread  for  \ 
them  a  riehov  hoard  than  common ;  whon  we  have  said  this  we  neeJ  not  add  the  expensive  tastes 
induced  by  poetry,  to  keep  readers  from  starting,  when  they  are  told  that  Gums,  at  the  close  of 
the  third  year  of  occupation,  resigQed  his  lease  to  the  landlord,  and  hade  farewell  for  ever  to  the 
plough.  Ue  was  not,  however,  quite  desolate;  he  had  for  a  year  or  more  been  appointed  on  tlie 
excise,  and  had  superintended  a  district  extending  to  ten  large  parishes,  with  applause;  indeed, 
it  has  been  assigned  as  the  chief  reason  for  failure  in  his  farm,  that  when  the  plough  or  the  sickle 
Bunimoned  him  to  the  field,  he  was  to  bo  found,  either  pursuing  the  dofaultors  of  the  revenue, 
among  the  valleys  of  Dumftieshire,  or  measuring  out  pastoral  veiue  to  the  beauties  of  the  land. 
Ho  retired  to  a  house  in  the  Bank-vennel  of  DumMcs,  and  cojnmeneed  a  town-life ;  he  commenced 
it  with  an  empty  pocket,  for  Ellisland  had  swallowed  up  all  the  profits  of  Iris  poems :  ho  had  now 
neitlior  a  barn  to  produce  meal  nor  barley,  a  bam-yard  (o  yield  a,  fat  hen,  a  field  to  which  he 
jould  go  at  Martinmas  for  a  mart,  nor  a  daii'y  to  supply  milk  and  cheese  and  butter  to  tlie  table 
— lie  liad,  in  snon,  all  to  buy  and  little  to  hay  with.  He  regarded  it  as  a  compensation  that  he 
had  no  farm-rent  to  provide,  no  banliruptoies  to  dread,  no  horse  to  keep,  for  his  excise  duties  were 
now  confined  to  Dumfries,  and  tliat  the  burthen  of  a  barren  farm  was  removed  from  Ms  mind,  and 
his  muse  at  liberty  to  renew  her  unsolicited  strains. 

But  frorA  the  day  of  his  departure  fi-oia  "  the  barren"  Ellialand,  the  downward  course  of  Eiirns 
may  be  dated.  The  cold  neglect  of  his  country  had  driven  him  back  indignantly  to  the  plongb, 
and  ho  hoped  to  gain  from  the  furrowed  field  that  independence  which  it  was  the  duty  of  Scotland 
to  have  provided:  but  he  did  not  resume  the  plough  with  all  the  advantages  he  possessed  when 
he  first  forsook  it:  he  had  revelled  in  the  luxuries  of  polished  life — Ms  tastes  had  been  rendered 
expensive  as  well  as  pure;  he  had  witnessed,  and  he  hoped  for  the  pleasures  of  literary  retire- 
Bonf,  wliiio  the  hands  which  had  led  jewelled  dames  over  scented  carpets  to  supper  tables  leaded 
with  silver  took  hold  of  the  hilts  of  the  plough  with  more  of  reluctance  than  goodwill.  Edinburgh, 
witli  its  lords  and  its  ladies,  its  delights  and  its  hopes,  spoiled  him  for  farming.  Nor  were  hia 
ij(K  labours  more  acceptable  to  his  haughty  spirit  than  those  of  the  plough :  the  excise  for  a. 


by  Google 


HIS    DUTIES   AS    E^ZCISEMAN,  slix 

turj  !ia!i  licen  a  moi'd  uf  opprobrium  or  of  liatrod  in  llie  nortli;  lie  (liitiea  which  it  imposed 
e  regflrJecl,  not  by  peasants  niece,  as  a  serious  enoroaohiacnt  upon  tlie  aneieat  riglita  of  tko 
nation,  and  to  mislead  a  ganger,  or  resist  Mm,  even  to  blood,  -was  considered  by  feir  as  a  fault. 
That  tLe  brigliteat  genius  of  tlie  nation — one  whose  tastes  and  SDnsibilitJee  wore  so  peculiarly  its 
»n— sliould  be,  as  a  reward,  set  to  look  after  run-rum  and  amnggled  toboooo,  and  to  s^"S* 
ale-wife's  barrels,  was  a  regret  and  a  marvel  to  many,  and  a  source  of  bitter  mciTiment  to  Barns 
himself. 

Tlie  duties  of  hia  situation  were  however  performed  pnnctually,  if  not  with  pleasare :  he  was  a 
tigilant  officer ;  he  was  also  a  merciful  and  considerate  one :  though  losing  a  joke,  and  not  at  all 
I'se  to  a  dram,  he  walked  among  suspicious  brewers,  captious  ale-wiyoa,  and  frowniag  shop- 
keepers aa  uprightly  as  courteously :  ha  smoothed  the  ruggedest  natures  into  aequiesconee  by  Ms 
gajety  and  humour,  and  yet  ncTer  gave  cause  for  a  malicious  remark,  by  allowing  his  vigilance 
J)  slumber.  He  was  brave,  too,  and  in  tlie  capture  of  an  armed  smuggler,  in  which  he  led  tlie 
attack,  siiowed  tiiat  he  neither  feared  water  nor  fire :  he  loved,  also,  to  counsel  the  more  foi-ward 
of  the  smugglers  to  abandon  their  dangerous  calling ;  his  sympathy  for  the  holpiess  poor  induced 
him  to  giro  tliem  now  and  then  notice  of  his  approach  ;  ha  has  been  known  to  interpret  the  severe 
rs  of  the  csoise  into  tenderness  and  meroy  in  behalf  of  the  widow  and  tlie  fatherless.  In  all 
s  lie  did  but  his  duty  to  his  country  and  his  kind :  and  his  conduct  was  so  regarded  by  a  rery 
competent  and  candid  judge.  "  Let  me  look  at  the  books  of  Bnms,"  said  Maxwell,  of  Terraughty, 
t  the  iiiectiug  of  the  district  ma^strotes,  "for  they  show  that  an  upciglit  officer  may  be  a 
lerciful  one."  With  a  salary  of  some  seventy  pounds  ayear,  tlieohauoeof  a  few  guineas  r.niiaelly 
from  the  future  editions  of  his  poems,  and  the  hope  of  rising  at  some  distant  day  to  the  more 
■ativa  situation  of  supervisor,  Bums  continued  to  live  in  Dumfries ;  first  in  the  Ban'i-vennel, 
and  nest  in-  a  small  house  in  a  humble  street,  since  called  by  his  name. 

In  h^  earlier  years  the  poet  seems  to  have  scattered  songs  as  thick  as  a  Eummor  eve  scatters 
its  dews ;  nor  did  he  scatter  them  less  carelessly :  he  appears,  indeed,  to  have  thought  ninoh  less 
of  them  than  of  hia  poems :  the  sweet  song  of  Mary  Morigon,  and  others  not  at  all  inferior,  lay 
regarded  among  his  papers  till  accident  called  them  out  to  shino  and  he  admired.  iSI:\ny  of 
;so  brief  but  happy  compositions,  sometimes  with  liis  name,  and  oftener  without,  he  throw  in 
dozens  .nt  a  time  into  Johnson,  where  they  were  noticed  only  by  the  captious  Eitson :  hut  now  a 
work  of  higher  pretence  claimed  a  share  in  his  skill ;  in  September,  1732,  he  wes  requested  hy 
George  Thomson  to  render,  for  hia  national  collection,  the  poetry  worthy  of  the  muses  of  t!ie 
ortli,  and  to  take  compassion  on  many  choice  airs,  which  had  waited  for  a  poet  like  the  author  of 
the  Cotter's  Saturday  Bight,  to  wed  them  to  immortal  verse.  To  engnge  in  such  an  unt^ertaking. 
Bums  required  small  persuasion,  and  while  Thomson  asked  for  strains  delicate  and  polialied,  ttic 
poet  charaoteristienlly  stipulated  that  his  contributions  were  to  be  without  remuneration,  and  the 
Lingua ge  seasoned  with  a  sprinkling  of  the  Scottish  dialect.  As  bis  heart  was  much  in  the  matter, 
he  began  to  pour  out  yerse  with  a  readiness  and  talent  nnknown  in  the  history  of  eong:  hia 
engagement  with  Thomson,  and  his  esteem  for  Johnson,  gave  birth  to  a  series  of  songs  as  brilliant 
s  Taried,  and  as  naturally  easy  as  tliey  were  gracefully  originaL  In  looliing  over  those  very 
dissimilar  collections  it  is  not  difficult  to  discover  liiat  tho  songs  which  he  wi'oto  for  the  more 
stately  work,  while  they  are  more  polished  and  elegant  than  those  which  he  contributed  to  the 
Iras  pretending  one,  are  at  the  same  time  less  happy  in  their  Iinmour  and  less  simple  in  their 
pathos,  "WJiat  pleases  me  as  simple  and  naive,"  says  Eums  to  TJiomson,  "disgusts  you  as 
crous  and  low.  For  this  reason  '  Fye,  gie  nie  my  coggie,  sirs,'  '  Fye,  let  us  a'  to  the  bridal,' 
with  several  others  of  that  cast,  are  to  me  highly  pleasing,  while  '  Saw  ye  any  Fatlier'  delights  me 
V  its  descriptive  simple  pathos :"  we  read  in  these  words  the  reasons  of  the  difference  between 
the  lyrics  of  the  two  collections. 

The  land  where  the  poet  lived  furnished  ready  materials  for  song :  hills  with  fine  woods,  valaa 

with  clear  waters,  and  dames  as  lovely  as  any  recorded  in  verse,  were  to  bo  had  in  his  walks 

and  his  visits  ;  while,  for  the  purposes  of  mirth  or  of  humour,  characters,  in  whose  faces  originality 

LS  legibly  written,  were  as  numerous  in  Nithsdale  as  he  had  found  them  in  tlie  west.     He  had 

been  reproaolied,  while  in  Kyle,  with  seeing  charms  in  rery  ordinary  looks,  and  hanging  the 
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garbinih  of   i  n      1     ely  altars;  he  was  liiihlo  to  no  such  censure  in  Kitlisdiiile ;  lie 

pourcil  out  tl  f  [     ti-j  only  on  the  fair  anJ  captivating:   hia  Jeans,  iiis  Lucys,  hia 

Pliillisea,  an  1  1      J  w        ladies  of  sueh  mental  or  pcraonal  oharma  aa  the  GeyuolJa'a 

and  the  Lair  f  th    tmi    would  have  rejoiceJ  te  lay  out  their  citoicest  colours  on.     Eut 

he  ilid  not  1  1         If  t     the  charms  of  thoao  ithom  ho  could  step  out  to  tlie  irulks  and 

ndmiro  :  his  Ij         „  !      e  of  the  irandci'ing  of  Ms  thoughts  to  the  distant  or  tlie  dead — he 

loYoa  to  remember  Charlotte  Ilnuiilton  and  Mary  Campbell,  aud  thinli  of  the  sighs  and  toxts  on 
tie  Devon  and  the  Doon,  while  hia  harpstrings  were  still  quivering  to  the  names  of  the  Millers  and 
tlie  M'Murdos — to  the  charms  of  the  lasses  with  golden  or  with  tlasen  locks,  in  tlio  valley  where 
he  dwelt.  Of  Jean  SI'Muixlo  and  her  sister  Phillis  he  loved  to  aing ;  and  their  beauty  merited 
his  strains ;  to  one  who  ilicd  in  her  hloom,  Lucj  Johnston,  he  addressed  a  song  of  great  sweet- 
neas;  to  Jessie  Lowars,  two  or  three  songs  of  gratitude  and  praise;  nor  Hi  lie  forgot  other 
beauties,  for  the  accomplished  Mrs.  Hiddel  is  rememhered,  and  the  absence  of  fair  Chirinda  is 
lamented  in  strains  both  impassioned  and  pathetic. 

Ent  the  main  iuspii'er  of  the  latter  songs  of  Bums  was  a  young  woman  of  humble  birtli :  of  a 
form  equal  to  the  most  exquisite  proportions  of  sculpture,  with  bloom  on  her  cheeks,  and  merri- 
ment in  her  large  bright  eyes,  enough  to  drive  an  amatory  poet  crazy.  Her  name  was  Jean 
Lorimor ;  she  w*as  not  more  than  seventeen  when  tlie  poet  made  Iter  acquaintance,  and  though 
she  had  got  a  sort  of  brevet-right  from  an  ofScer  of  the  army,  to  use  his  southron  name  of  Whelp- 
dale,  she  loved  boat  to  be  addressed  by  her  maiden  design.ition,  wliile  tlie  poet  chose  to  veil  her 
in  the  numerous  lyrics,  to  which  she  gave  life,  under  the  names  of  "Chloris,"  "  The  liiss  of 
Craigie-bumwood,"  and  "  The  lassie  wi'  the  liutwhite  looks."  Though  of  a  temper  not  much 
inclined  to  oonoe.il  anything.  Burns  complied  so  tastefidly  with  the  growing  demand  of  tlic 
for  the  exterior  decencies  of  life,  Biat  when  Hie  scrupling  dames  of  Caledonia  sung  a  new  : 
in  her  praise,  Ihoy  were  as  unconscious  whence  its  beaulies  came,  as  is  the  lover  of  art,  thai 
sliiipe  and  the  gracefulness  of  the  marble  nymph  which  he  admiroa,  are  derived  fi'ur 
who  sells  the  use  of  her  charms  indifferently  to  soiilpture  or  to  love.  Fine  poetiy,  like  other  arti 
o.illed  fine,  springs  from  "  strange  places,"  as  the  flower  in  the  fable  said,  when  it  blooiued  oi 
the  dunghill ;  nor  is  Burns  more  to  be  blamed  than  was  Raphael,  who  p.iinled  Madonnas,  aai 
Magrbilena  witli  diahevcUed  hair  and  lifted  eyes,  from  a  loose  lady,  whom  the  pope,  "  Holy  a 
Home — here  Antichrist,"  charitably  proscribed  to  the  artist,  while  he  laboured  in  the  cause  o) 
the  church.  Of  the  poetic  use  which  he  made  of  Jean  Lorimer's  charms.  Barns  gives  this  account 
to  Thomson.  "  The  lady  on  whom  the  song  of  Craigie-bumwood  was  made  is  one  of  the  finest 
women  in  Scotland,  and  in  fact  is  to  me  in  a  manner  what  Sterne's  Eliia  was  to  him — a  mistress, 
or  ft'icnd,  or  what  you  will,  in  the  guileless  simplicity  of  platonic  love.  I  aaauro  you  that  to  my 
lovely  friend  you  are  indebted  for  many  of  my  beat  songs.  Do  yon  think  that  the  sober  giii-horso 
routine  of  esistence  could  inspire  a  man  with  life  and  love  ami  joy — oeultl  fircliiiii  with  entliusiasm, 
or  melt  him  with  pathos,  equal  to  the  genius  of  your  book  ?  Ko  !  no  !  Whenever  I  want  to  be 
more  than  ordinary  in  song — to  bo  in  some  degree  equal  to  your  diiiner  airs — do  you  imagine  I 
fast  and  pray  for  flie  celestial  emanation!  Qnite  the  contrary.  I  have  a  glorious  recipe;  the 
very  one  that  for  his  own  use  was  invented  by  the  divinity  of  healing  and  poesy,  when  erst  iie 
piped  to  the  flocks  of  Admetus.  I  put  myself  in  a  regimen  of  admiring  a  fine  woman ;  and  in 
proportion  to  the  adorabilily  of  her  charms,  in  proportion  are  you  delighted  with  my  verf^es. 
The  lightning  of  her  eye  is  the  godhead  of  Parnassus,  and  the  witchery  of  her  amile,  tlie  divinity 
of  Helicon." 

Moat  of  tho  songs  which  he  composed  under  the  infiuences  to  which  I  have  alluded  are  of  the 
first  order;  "Bonnie  Lesley,"  "Highland  Mary,"  "Auld  Rob  Jlorris,"  "Duncan  Gray,"  "  W 
(leriiig  Willie,"  "Meg  o'  tiie  Mill,"  "The  poor  and  honest  sodgar,"  "Bonnie  Jean,"  "Phillis 
fair,"  "John  Anderson  my  Jo,"  "lladlacavooneomo  wild  distant  shore,"  "Whistle  and  I'll  ci 
to  yna,  my  lad,"  "  Brace's  Addre^  to  his  men  at  Bannoctbum,"  "  Auld  Lang  Syne,"  "  Thine 
I,  my  faitlifiil  fair,"  "  Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie,"  "  0  Chloria,  mark  how  green  the  groves,"  "  C 
tented  wi'  little,  and  eanfie  wi'  mair,"  "  Their  groves  of  sweet  myrtle,"  "  Last  May  a  braw  wr 
came  down  the  lang  glen,"  "0  Mally's  meek,  Jlally's  sweel,"  "lleyfor  r  lata  wT  a  tochl 
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ere's  a  health  to  ane  I  loe  Jear,"  aud  tlie  "Fairest  maiJ  on  Dovu'n  Ijanlis,"  Miinj-  of  tliB 
ktl«r  Iji'ics  of  Burns  were  move  or  less  altorui!,  to  put  tliem  into  bettur  harjoony  witli  the  tura, 
and  I  am  not  tlio  only  one  wlio  has  wontlored  that  a  bard  so  impetuous  and  JutractiiMe  in  most 
matters,  should  haye  booomc  so  soft  and  pliable,  as  to  make  ciiangea  irhloli  too  often  sacrificed 
the  poetry  for  the  sake  of  a  fuller  and  more  swelling  sound.  It  is  true  that  ihe  empliatio  notes 
of  the  music  must  finil  their  echo  in  the  omphalic  words  of  the  rerse,  and  that  words  aott  and 
liq^uid  are  fitter  for  ladies'  lips,  than  words  liiasing  and  rough ;  but  it  is  also  true  that  in  changing 
a  harsher  -word  for  one  more  harmonions  tlie  sense  often  sufi'ers,  and  tliat  happiness  of  expression, 
and  that  dance  of  words  wiiieh  lyric  yerso  reqairos,  lose  much  of  their  life  and  -vigour.  The 
t'B  favourite  walk  in  composing  his  songs  was  on  a  beautiful  green  sward  on  the  northern  side 
of  the  Nith,  opposite  Linoluden ;  and  his  favourite  posture  for  composition  at  home  was  balancing 
himself  on  the  hind  legs  of  his  arm-chair. 

While  indulging  in  these  lyrical  flights,  politics  penetrated  into  NLthsdide,  and  disturbed  the 
tranquillity  of  that  secluded  region.  First,  there  came  a  contest  for  the  representation  of  the 
Dumfries  district  of  boroughs,  between  Fatriek  Miller,  younger,  of  Dalswinton,  and  Sir  Jamea 
nstone,  of  Westcrhall,  aud  some  two  years  aftevwaids,  a  struggle  for  tlie  representation  of  the 
county  of  Kirkcudbright,  between  the  interest  of  the  Stewarts,  of  Galloway,  and  Patrick  Heron, 
of  Kerroughtree.  In  tlie  first  of  these  the  poet  mingled  discretion  with  his  mirth,  and  raised  a 
hearty  laugh,  in  which  both  parUes  joined ;  for  this  sobriety  of  temper,  good  reasons  may  be 
(signed:  Miller,  the  elder,  of  Dalswinton,  had  desired  to  oblige  him  in  the  affair  of  Ellialand, 
and  his  firm  and  considerate  friend,  JI'Murdo,  of  Drumlanrig,  was  chamberlain  to  his  Grace  of 
Queenshary,  on  whoso  interest  Miller  stood.  On  the  other  hand,  his  old  Jaeohilieal  affections 
made  him  the  secret  well-wisher  to  Westorhall,  for  up  to  this  time,  at  least  till  acid  disappoint- 
at  and  the  democratic  doctrine  of  the  natural  equality  of  man  inflneucod  him,  Burns,  or  as  a 
item  rhymer  of  his  day  and  diatrict  worded  the  reproach — Rob  was  a  Tory,  His  aituation,  it 
will  tlierefora  be  observed,  disposed  him  to  moderation,  and  aooonnta  for  tlie  milkiness  of  Ma 
Epistle  to  Fintrny  in  which  he  marshals  the  chiefs  of  the  contending  factions,  and  foretells  the 
fiercene  s  of  the  str  fe  w  thont  pr  tending  to  foresee  tiie  event.  Neither  is  he  more  explicit, 
ngh  infinitely  m  re  hnn  o  oua  n  1  b  U  I  of  "  The  Five  Carlins,"  in  which  he  impersonates 
fi  e  bo  o  oils — Dumf  e  Eirl  cudbr  J  t  Lochmabcn,  Sanqular,  and  Annan,  and  draws 
their  oharacte  s  as  si  e  d  nd  ealoulat  n  dames,  met  in  much  wrath  and  drink  to  choose  a 
representative 

But  he  two  or  throe  j  ear  wh  1  elapse  1 1  otn  een  the  eluction  for  the  toroughs,  and  that  for 
the  county  adjoining,  wrought  a  sorioas  change  m  the  temper  as  well  as  the  opinions  of  tlie  poet. 
His  Jacobitism,  as  has  been  said,  was  of  a  poetic  iind,  and  put  on  but  in  obedience  to  old  feelings, 
and  made  no  part  of  the  man :  ho  was  in  his  heart  as  democratic  as  the  kirk  of  Scotland,  which 
educated  liim — lie  acknowledged  no  other  superiority  but  the  mental :  "  he  was  disposed,  too," 
said  Professor  Wallter,  ■'  from  constitutional  temper,  from  education  and  the  accidents  of  life,  to 
a  jealousy  of  power,  and  a  keen  hostility  against  every  system  which  enabled  birth  and  opulence 
to  anticipate  tliose  rewards  which  he  conceived  to  belong  to  genius  and  virtue."  When  we  add 
to  this,  a  resentment  of  the  injurious  treatment  of  the  tlispensora  of  public  patronage,  who  bad 
neglected  his  claims,  and  showered  pensions  and  places  on  men  unworthy  of  being  named  with 
him,  we  have  assigned  causes  for  the  change  of  side  and  the  tone  of  asperity  and  bitterness 
infused  into  "  The  Heron  Ballads."  Formerly  honey  was  mixed  with  bis  gall :  a  little  praise 
sweetened  his  censure :  in  these  election  lampoons  he  is  fierce  and  even  venomous  ; — no  man  has 
a  head  but  what  is  empty,  nor  a  heart  that  is  not  black :  men  descended  without  reproacli  from 
lines  of  heroes  are  stigmatizod  as  cowards,  and  the  honest  and  conscientious  are  reproached  as 
roiserij,  mean,  and  dishonourable.  Such  is  the  spirit  of  party.  "  I  have  privately,"  tiius  writes 
the  poet  to  Heron,  "  printed  a  good  many  copies  of  the  ballads,  and  have  sent  them  among  friends 
about  the  country.  You  have  already,  as  your  auxiliary,  the  sober  detestation  of  mankind  on 
the  heads  of  your  opponents ;  and  I  swear  by  the  lyre  of  Thalia,  to  muster  on  your  side  all  the 
votaries  of  honest  laugliter  and  fair,  candid  ridi  ulo."  The  ridicule  was  uncandid,  and  the 
laughter  dishonest.      The  poet  was  mifcrtunato  in  his  political  attaehmeuta:   Miller  gained  the 
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boroughs  which  Burns  wished  lie  might  lose,  and  Hcrou  lost  tlie  county  whicli  ho  foretold  ho  would 
gain.  It  must  also  be  recorded  agiuiiBt  the  good  taste  of  the  poet,  that  ho  loved  to  reoito  "  The 
Herou  BaUad'j  "  and  reckon  them  among  Ms  happiest  compositions. 

From  ittack  ng  otli  ra  the  poet  was — in  ilie  interval  between  penning  these  election  ln;i:poons 
—called  on  to  detcnd  himself  for  this  ha  seems  to  liave  been  quite  unprepared,  tbough  in  those 
yoasty  times  he  u  ght  have  espeeted  it.  "I  have  been  surprised,  confounded,  and  distracted,' 
he  thus  writes  to  Grraham  of  Fintrny,  "by  Mr.  Mitchell,  the  collector,  telling  mo  that  he  lias 
received  an  order  flora  joai  board  to  inquire  into  my  political  conduct,  and  blaming  mo  as  apor- 
Bon  disaffected  to  goTernmont  Sir,  yon  arc  a  husband  and  a  father  :  you  know  what  you  would 
feel,  to  see  the  much-loved  wife  of  your  bosom,  and  your  helpless  prattling  little  onoa,  turned 
adrift  into  tlve  world,  degraded  and  disgraced,  from  a  situation  in  which  they  had  been  respectable 
and  respected.  I  would  not  tel!  a  deliberate  falsehood,  no,  not  though  even  worse  horrors,  if 
worse  can  be  than  those  I  have  mentioned,  hung  oyer  my  head,  and  I  suy  tliat  tlie  allegation, 
whatever  villain  has  made  it,  is  a  lie  I  To  the  British  constitution,  on  lievolution  principles,  neit 
after  my  God,  I  am  devotedly  attached.  To  your  patronage  as  a  man  of  some  genius,  you  have 
allowed  me  a  claim ;  and  your  estoem  as  an  honest  man  I  know  is  my  due.  To  these,  sir,  permit 
me  to  appeal;  by  these  I  adjure  you  to  save  me  from  that  misery  wHch  threatens  to  overwhelm 
me,  and  which  with  my  latest  breath  I  will  say  I  have  not  deserved."  In  tliis  letter,  another, 
intended  for  the  eye  of  the  Commissioners  of  the  Board  of  Excise,  was  enclosed,  in  which  he  dis- 
claimed entertaining  (he  idea  of  a  British  republic — a  wild  dreaw  of  tiie  day — but  stood  by  the 
principles  of  the  constitution  of  1C88,  with  the  wish  to  see  such  corruptions  as  bad  crept  in, 
amended.  This  last  remark,  it  appears,  by  a  letter  from  the  poet  to  Captain  Ers'iiae,  afterwards 
Earl  of  Mar,  gave  great  offence,  for  Corbet,  one  of  the  superiors,  was  desired  to  inform  him,  "  that 
his  business  was  to  act,  and  not  to  think ;  and  that  whatever  raight  be  men  or  measures,  it  was 
his  duty  to  be  silent  and  obedient."  The  intercession  of  Fintray,  andthc  eiplanationa  of  Burns, 
wore  80  far  effectual,  that  his  polilioal  offence  was  forgiven,  "only  I  understand,"  said  he,  "tliat 
all  hopes  of  Jny  getting  officially  forward  are  blasted."  The  records  of  tlie  Excise  Office  exhibit 
no  tvaco  of  tliis  memorable  matter,  and  two  noblemen,  who  were  then  in  tlie  government,  have 
assured  me  that  this  harsh  proceeding  received  no  countenance  at  head-qaartors,  and  must  have 
originated  with  some  ungenerous  or  raalicioiw  person,  on  whom  the  poet  had  spilt  a  little  of  tlie 
nitric  acid  of  his  wrath. 

That  Gums  was  numbered  among  the  republicans  of  Dumfries  I  well  remember :  but  then 
those  who  held  different  scndments  fi-om  the  men  in  power,  were  all,  in  that  loyal  town,  stigma-  i 
tized  as  democrats ;  tliat  he  either  desired  to  see  the  constitution  changed,  or  his  country  invaded 
by  the  liberal  French,  who  proposed  (c  set  us  free  witJi  the  bayonet,  and  then  admit  ns  to  the  I 
"fraternal  embrace,"  no  one  ever  believed.  It  is  tme  thiit  he  spoke  of  premiers  and  peers  with  i 
contempt;  that  he  hesitated  to  take  off  his  hat  in  the  theatre,  to  the  air  of  "God  save  the  king;" 
that  he  refused  to  drink  the  health  of  Pitt,  saying  he  preferred  that  of  Washington — a  far  greater 
man;  that  he  wrote  bitter  words  against  that  combination  of  princes,  wlio  desired  to  put  down 
freedom  in  France ;  that  he  said  the  titled  spurred  and  the  wealthy  switched  England  and  Scot- 
land like  two  hack-horses ;  and  that  all  the  high  places  of  the  laud,  instead  of  being  tlllod  by 
genius  and  talent,  were  occupied,  as  were  the  high-places  of  Israel,  with  idols  of  wood  or  of 
stone.  But  all  this  and  more  had  been  done  and  said  before  by  thousands  in  this  land,  whose 
love  of  their  country  was  never  questioned.  That  it  was  bad  taste  to  refuse  to  remove  his  h^t 
■when  other  heads  were  bared,  and  little  better  to  refuse  to  pledge  in  company  the  name  of  Pitt, 
because  he  preferred  Washington,  cannot  admit  of  a  doubt;  but  that  he  deserved  to  he  written 
down  traitor,  for  mere  matters  of  whim  or  caprice,  or  to  be  turned  out  of  the  anenried  situation 
of  "  gauging  auld  wives'  barrels,"  because  he  thought  there  were  some  stains  on  the  white  robe 
of  the  constitution,  seems  a  sort  of  tyranny  new  in  the  history  of  oppression,  ilis  love  of 
country  is  recorded  in  too  many  undying  lines  to  admit  of  a  douht  now :  nor  is  it  that  chivalrous 
love  alone  which  men  call  roraantio ;  it  is  a  love  which  may  be  laid  up  in  every  man's  heart  and 
practised  in  every  man's  life;  the  words  are  homely,  but  the  words  of  Burns  are  always 
eipressive :— 
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SliQll  BrittEli  wrongs  be  riglited." 

But  nliile  Tcrees,  ilcaorving  as  tliese  do  to  become  the  national  motto,  and  sentiments  loyal  and 
genoroua,  wore  ovci-looked  actt  forgotten,  all  his  rash  words  about  frocdom,  and  his  sai-ciistic 
sallies  about  thrones  and  kings,  were  treasured  up  to  his  injurj,  bj  the  mean  and  the  malicions. 
His  steps  were  watulied  and  his  words  weighed  ;  wlien  he  talked  with  a  friend  in  the  street,  lie 
was  supposed  to  utter  sedition ;  and  when  ladies  retired  from  the  table,  and  the  wine  circulated 
witli  closed  doors,  ho  was  suspected  of  treason  rafher  than  of  toasting,  which  he  often  did  with 
muoii  humour,  Hio  charms  of  woman;  even  when  he  ^ave  as  a  sentiment,  ")Iaj  oor  auooesa  be 
equal  to  tlie  justice  of  our  cause,"  be  was  liable  to  be  ol  allengcd  by  some  gunpowder  captain, 
who  thought  that  wo  deserved  success  in  war  whether  i  glit  or  wrong.  It  is  true  that  he  hated 
with  a  most  cordial  hatred  all  who  presumed  on  their  own  consequence,  irltether  aridng  from 
wealth,  titles,  or  oomniiasions  in  the  army  ofhcers  he  usually  called  "the  epauletted  puppies," 
and  lords  lie  gcuerally  spoke  of  as  "  feather  hot  led  fu  Is  who  could  hut  strut  and  stare  and  be 
insolent.  All  tins  was  not  to  bo  endured  meekly :  Bcom  was  answered  with  scorn  ;  and  having 
no  answer  in  kind  to  retort  his  satiric  flings,  Ms  unfriends  reported  that  it  was  unsafe  for  joung 
men  to  associate  with  one  wliose  principles  wore  democratic,  and  scarcely  cither  modest  or  safe 
for  young  women  to  listen  to  a  poet  whose  notions  of  female  I'irtue  were  so  loose  and  his  songs 
BO  free.  These  sentiments  prevailod  so  far  tliat  a  gentleman  on  a  visit  from  London,  (old  me  he 
was  dissuaded  from  inviting  Bums  to  a  dinner,  given  by  way  of  welcome  back  to  his  native  place, 
because  be  was  the  associate  of  democrats  and  loose  people  ;  and  when  a  modest  dame  of  Dumrries 
oipressed,  through  a  friend,  a  wish  to  have  but  the  honour  of  speaking  to  one  of  whose  geuius  she 
was  on  adniiror,  tlie  poet  declined  the  interview,  with  a  half-soriona  amile,  saying,  "  Alas !  she 
is  handsome,  and  you  know  tlie  character  publicly  assigned  to  me."  She  escaped  the  danger  of 
being  numherod,  it  is  likely,  with  the  Annas  and  tlie  Chlorises  of  his  freer  strains. 

The  neglect  of  his  country,  the  tyranny  of  the  Excise,  and  the  downfall  of  his  hopes  and  for- 
tunes, were  now  to  bring  fortli  their  fruits — the  poet's  health  began  to  decline.  His  drooping 
looks,  his  neglect  of  his  person,  his  solitary  aaunterings,  his  escape  from  the  stings  of  reflection 
)  socialities,  and  his  distampered  joy  in  the  company  of  beauty,  all  spoke,  as  plainly  as  with  a 
tongue,  of  a  sinking  heart  and  a  declining  body.  Yet  though  he  was  sensible  of  sinking  health, 
hope  did  not  at  once  desert  him :  he  continued  t«  pour  oat  such  tender  sti-ains,  and  to  show  such 
flashes  of  wit  and  humour  at  the  call  of  Thomson,  as  are  recorded  of  no  other  lyrist :  neither  did 
he,  when  in  company  after  his  own  mind,  hang  the  head,  and  speak  mournfully,  but  talked  and 
smiled  and  still  charmed  all  listeners  by  his  witly  vivacities. 

On  the  20th  of  Jane,  1795,  he  writes  thus  of  his  fortunes  and  condition  to  his  friend  Clarke, 
"  Still,  still  the  Tictito  of  affliction ;  were  you  to  see  the  emaciated  figure  who  now  holds  the  pen 
to  you,  you  would  not  know  your  old  friend.  Whefher  I  shall  ever  get  about  again  is  only  known 
to  Him,  the  Great  Unltaown,  whose  creature  I  am.  Alas,  Clarke,  I  begin  to  fear  the  worst !  As 
to  mj  individual  self  I  am  tranquil,  and  would  despise  myself  if  I  were  not  r  but  Burna's  poor 
widow  and  half-a-dozen  of  his  dear  little  ones,  helpless  orphans !  Here  I  am  aa  weak  as  a  woman's 
tear.  Enough  of  this  !  'tia  half  my  disease.  I  duly  received  your  last,  enclosing  the  note  :  it 
came  CKtremoly  in  time,  and  I  am  much  obliged  to  your  punctuality.  Again  I  must  request  you 
to  do  me  the  same  kindness.  Be  so  very  good  as  by  return  of  post  to  enclose  me  another  note  :  I 
trust  you  can  do  so  without  inconvenience,  and  it  will  seriously  oblige  me.  If  I  must  go,  I  leave 
a  few  friends  behind  me,  whom  I  shall  rogret  while  oousoiousness  remains.  I  know  I  shall  live  in 
their  remembrance.  0,  dear,  dear  Clarke !  that  I  shall  ever  see  you  again  is  I  am  afraid  highly 
mprobahlo."  This  remarkable  letter  proves  both  the  declining  health,  and  the  poverty  of  the 
poet:  Lis  digestion  was  ao  bad  that  he  could  taste  neither  flesh  nor  fish ;  porridge  and  milk  he 
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could  alone  sw.illow,  iiml  ttiat  but  in  small  qunntities.  When  it  is  recoltoetecl  that  he  hud  no  more 
thnn  thirty  sMllings  a  week  to  keep  house,  and  live  like  a  gentleman,  no  one  need  wonder  that  Ills 
wire  had  to  be  obliged  to  a  generons  neighbour  for  some  of  the  chief  neeessuries  for  her  coming 
confinement,  nnd  that  the  poet  hnd  to  beg,  in  esti-eme  need,  two  gnitioa  notes  from  a  distant  friend, 

Hia  sinking  state  was  not  unobserved  bj  his  friends,  and  Sjme  and  M'Murdo  united  with  Dr. 
Maiwell  in  persuading  him,  at  the  beginning  of  the  summer,  to  seek  henltli  at  the  Brow-well,  a 
fow  miles  eaat  of  Dumfries,  where  there  wore  pleasant  walks  on  the  Sohvaj-side,  and  salubrious 
breezes  from  the  sen,  which  it  was  expected  would  bring  the  health  to  the  poet  they  had 
brought  to  many.  For  a  while,  his  looks  brightened  up,  and  health  seemed  inclined  to  return : 
his  friend,  the  witty  and  accomplished  Mrs.  Eiddel,  who  was  herself  ailing,  paid  him  &  visit. 
"I  was  struefe,"  she  said,  "with  his  appearance  on  entering  the  room:  the  stamp  of  death  was 
impressed  on  his  features.  His  first  words  were,  '  Well,  Madam,  have  you  any  commands  for  the 
other  world?'  I  replied  that  it  seemed  a  doubtful  case  which  of  us  should  be  tliere  soonest;  he 
looked  in  my  faoe  with  an  air  of  great  kindness,  and  expressed  his  concern  at  seeing  me  so  ill, 
with  his  usual  sensibility.  At  table  he  ate  little  or  nothing:  we  had  a  long  conversation  about 
Ms  present  state,  and  the  approaching  termination  of  all  his  earthly  prospects.  He  showed  great 
concern  about  Ma  literary  fame,  and  partioularly  tiie  publioation  of  his  postbur 
said  he  was  well  aware  that  his  death  would  occasion  some  noise,  and  that  every  scrap  of  his  writing 
would  be  revived  against  him,  to  the  injury  of  bis  future  reputation;  that  letters 
written  with  unguarded  freedom,  would  be  handed  about  by  vanity  or  maleTolenoe  when  no  dread 
of  his  resentment  would  restrain  them,  or  prevent  malice  or  envy  from  pouring  forth  thoir  venom 
on  Iiis  name.  I  ha^  seldom  seen  his  mind  greater,  or  more  collected.  There  was  fteqaently  a 
coni^iderable  degree  of  vivacity  in  his  sallies  ;  but  tlve  concern  and  dejection  I  could  not  disguise, 
damped  the  spirit  of  pleasantry  he  seemed  willing  to  indulge."  This  was  on  the  evening  of  the 
6th  of  July;  another  lady  who  called  to  see  him,  found  him  seated  at  a  window,  gazing  o 
sun,  then  sotting  brightly  on  the  summits  of  the  green  hills  of  Nithsdale.  "  Look  how  lovely  the 
6UU  is,"  said  the  poet,  "  but  he  will  soon  have  done  with  shining  for  me." 

lie  now  longed  for  home :  his  wife,  whom  he  ever  tenderly  loved,  was  about  to  be  confined  ii 
child-bed;  his  papers  were  in  sad  confusion,  and  required  arrangement;  and  he  felt  that  desiri 
to  die,  at  least,  among  familiar  things  and  friendly  faces,  so  common  to  our  nature.  He  had  not 
long  before,  though  much  reduced  in  pocket,  refused  with  scorn  an  offer  of  fifty  pounds,  which  a 
speculating  bookseller  made,  for  leave  to  publish  his  looser  compositions;  he  had  refused  a 
oifer  of  tlie  like  sum  yearly,  from  Perry  of  the  Morning  Chronicle,  for  poetic  contributions  to  hi 
paper,  lest  it  might  embroil  him  with  the  ruling  powers,  and  he  had  resented  the 
five  pounds  from  Thomson,  on  acconnt  of  his  lyric  contribntiona,  and  desired  him  to 
more,  unless  he  wished  to  quarrel  with  him ;  but  his  necessities  now,  and  they  had  ai 
been  so  great,  induced  him  to  solicit  five  pounds  from  Thomson,  and  ten  pounds  from  h 
James  Bumess,  of  Montrose,  and  to  beg  his  friend  Alexander  Cunningham  to  intercede  with  the 
Commissioners  of  Eiciae,  to  depart  from  their  usual  practice,  and  grant  him  his  fall  salary;  ' 
without  that,"  he  added,  "if  I  die  not  of  disease,  t  must  perish  with  hunger."  Thomson  seol 
five  pounds,  James  Bumess  sent  the  ten,  but  the  Commissioners  of  Excise  refused  to  be  either 
merciful  or  generous.  Stobie,  a  young  expectant  in  the  customs,  was  both ; — he  performed  the 
duties  of  the  dying  poet,  and  refused  to  touch  the  salary.  The  mind  of  Burns  was  haunted  with 
the  fears  of  want  and  the  terrors  of  a  jail;  nor  were  those  fears  without  foundation; 
liainson,  to  whom  he  was  indebted  for  the  cloth  to  make  hia  volunteer  regimentals,  threatened  the 
one ;  and  a  feeling  that  he  was  without  money  for  either  his  own  illness  or  the  confinement  of  his 
nife,  threatened  the  other. 

Burns  returned  from  the  Brow-well,  on  the  18th  of  July :  as  he  walked  from  the  little  C! 
■which  brought  him  up  the  Mill  hole-brae  to  his  own  door,  he  trembled  much,  and  stooped  with 
weakness  and  pain,  and  kept  his  feet  with  difficulty;  his  looks  were  woe-worn  and  ghastly,  and 
no  one  who  saw  him,  and  there  were  several,  expected  to  see  him  again  in  life.  It  was  soon  cir- 
culated through  Dumfries,  tlint  Bums  had  returned  worse  from  the  Brow-well;  that  Maxwell 
thought  ill  of  him,  and  that,  in  truth,  he  was  dying.     The  anxiety  of  all  classes  was  great;  dif- 
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ferenees  of  opinion  were  foi'sotton,  in  sjrapatliy  for  his  early  fate:  wherever  two  ur  tlu-ee  were 
laet  together  thdr  talk  was  of  Earns,  of  his  raro  wit,  matoliless  ]iumour,  the  Tiva.oity  of  hia  con- 
versation, and  the  kinclness  of  his  iieart.  To  tlie  poet  himself,  deatli,  which  he  now  knew  was  at 
hand,  brouglit  with  it  no  fear;  hia  good-liainour,  which  small  matters  alone  raffled,  Jid  aot 
forsake  him,  and  his  wit  was  ever  ready.  He  was  poor— he  gave  liis  pistols,  which  he  had  used 
against  the  smugglers  on  tlie  Solwaj,  to  his  physician,  adding  with  a  smile,  tliat  he  had  tried 
them  and  found  tliom  an  houour  to  their  maker,  which  was  more  than  he  could  say  of  the  hulk 
of  mankind!  He  was  proud— he  remembered  the  indifferent  practice  of  the  corps  to  which  he 
belouged,  and  tarning  to  Gibson,  one  of  his  fellow-soldiors,  who  stood  at  his  bedside  with  wet 
eyes,  "John,"  siud  Le,  and  a  gloam  of  humour  passed  over  Ms  face,  "  pray  don't  let  the  awkward- 
squad  fire  over  me."  It  was  almost  the  last  act  of  hia  life  to  copy  into  his  Common-place  Bo olt,  the 
lettei-s  which  contained  the  cliarge  against  him  of  the  Commissioners  of  Eioise,  and  his  own  eloquent 
refatatioB,  leaving  judgment  to  he  pronounced  by  the  candour  of  posterity. 

It  has  been  injuriously  saJd  of  Burns,  by  Coleridge,  that  the  man  sunk,  but  the  poet  was  bright 
to  the  last :  ho  did  cot  sink  in  the  sense  that  these  words  imply :  the  man  was  manly  to  the  latest 
draught  of  breath.  That  he  was  a  poet  to  the  last,  caji  he  proved  by  facts,  as  well  as  by  the  word 
of  the  author  of  ChristaheL  As  he  lay  silently  growing  weaker  and  weaker,  he  observed  Jessie 
Lewars,  a  modest  and  beautiful  young  creature,  and  sister  to  one  of  his  brethren  of  the  Excise, 
watching  over  him  with  moist  eyes,  and  tending  him  wiOi  the  care  of  a  daughter  ;  he  rewarded 
her  with  one  of  those  songs  which  are  an  inauraace  against  forgetfuiness.  The  lyrics  of  the  north 
have  aothiug  £ncr  than  this  c:!:quiaite  stanza : — 

"Alrtm'  Ih™  imiTn  never  be  mine. 


Hia  thoughts  as  he  lay  wandered  to  Cliarlotte  Hamilton,  and  he  dedicated  some  beautiful  staniaa 
to  her  beauty  and  her  coldness,  be^nuing,  ".Fairest  maid  on  Devon  banks." 

It  was  a  sad  sight  to  see  the  poet  gradually  sinking ;  his  wife  in  iiourly  espectatioa  of  her  siith 
confinement,  and  Iiis  four  helpless  children — a  daughter,  a  sweet  child,  had  died  the  year  before 
— witk  no  one  of  their  lineage  to  soothe  them  with  kind  words  or  minister  to  their  wants.  Jessie 
Lewars,  with  equal  prudence  and  attention,  watched  over  them  all :  slie  could  not  help  seeing 
that  the  thoughts  of  the  desoIatioQ  which  his  death  would  bring,  pressed  sorely  on  him,  for  he 
loved  his  children,  and  hoped  much  from  his  boys.  He  wrote  to  his  fatlier-in-law,  James  jirmour, 
at  Mauchline,  that  he  was  dying,  his  wife  nigh  lier  eonfinement^  and  begged  that  his  mother-in- 
law  would  hasten  to  them  and  speak  comfort.  He  wrote  to  Sirs.  Dunlop,  saying,  "  I  have  written 
to  you  so  often  without  receiving  any  answer  that  I  would  not  trouble  you  again,  but  for  the  oir- 
cnmstances  in  which  I  am.  An  illness  which  has  long  hung  about  me  in  all  probability  will  speedily 
send  rao  beyond  that  bourne  whence  no  traveller  retarns.  Your  friendship,  witli  wliich  for  many 
years  you  honoured  me,  was  a  friendship  dearest  to  my  soul :  your  conversation  and  your  corre- 
spondence were  at  once  highly  entertaining  and  instructive — with  what  pleasure  did  I  use  to 
break  up  the  seal !  The  remembrance  yet  adds  one  pulse  more  to  my  poor  palpitating  heart. 
Farewell!"  A  tremor  pervaded  his  frame;  his  tongue  grew  parched,  and  he  was  at  times 
delirious :  on  the  fourth  day  after  bis  return,  when  his  attendant,  James  JIaclure,  held  his  medi- 
cine to  his  lips,  he  swallowed  it  eagerly,  rose  almost  wholly  up,  spread  out  his  hands,  sprang 
forward  nigh  the  whole  length  of  the  bed,  fell  on  bis  face,  and  eipired.  He  died  on  the  21st  of 
July,  when  nearly  thirty-seven  years  and  seven  months  old. 

The  burial  of  Burns,  on  the  25th  of  July,  was  an  impressive  and  mournful  scene :  half  the 
people  of  Sithsdale  and  (ia  neighbouring  parts  of  Galloway  had  crowded  into  Duml¥ies,  to  see 
their  poet  "mingled  with  tlie  earth,"  and  not  a  few  had  been  permitted  to  look  at  his  body,  laid 
out  for  interment.  It  was  a  calm  and  beautiful  day,  and  as  the  body  was  borne  along  the  street 
ards  the  old  kirk-yard,  by  his  brethren  of  tlie  volunteers,  not  a  sound  was  heard  but  the 
measured  step  and  the  solemn  musio:  tliere  was  no  impatient  crushing,  no  fierce  elbowing — the 
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crowd  wlilclv  jilleJ  tlie  street  aeomod  conscious  wliat  tiiey  mere  now  losing  fur  ever.  Even  ivliilo 
this  pngoant  was  pissing,  the  widow  of  tbe  poet  was  taken  in  labour ;  but  the  infant  born  in 
that  anlmppy  hour  soon  shared  his  father's  graye.  On  reaching  tie  northern  nook  of  the  kirk- 
yard,  where  the  grave  waa  made,  the  mourners  halted ;  the  coffin  was  divested  of  the  mort-doth, 
and  aileutlj  lowered  to  its  roating-plaee,  and  as  the  first  Ehovel-fuU  of  earth  fell  on  the  lid,  llie 
Tolunteers,  too  a^tated  to  be  steady,  justified  the  fears  of  the  poet,  bj  three  ragged  ToUeya.  He 
who  now  writes  this  very  brief  and  imperfect  account,  waa  present :  he  thonght  then,  as  he  thinks 
now,  that  all  tho  military  array  of  foot  and  horse  did  not  harmonize  iritli  eillier  the  gcniua  or  the 
fortunes  of  lie  pool,  and  that  the  tears  which  be  saw  on  many  cheeks  around,  as  tlie  eavOi  was 
replaced,  were  worth  all  the  splendour  of  a  show  which  mocked  with  unintended  mockery  tlie 
burial  of  tlie  poor  and  nogloetad  Burns.  The  body  of  the  poet  waa,  on  the  5th  of  June,  1815, 
removed  fo  a  mora  cummodious  spot  in  the  same  burial-gronnd — Lis  dark,  waving  loclfS  l&okod 
then  fresh  and  glossy — Ui  afford  room  for  a  marble  monument,  which  emboilias,  with  neithoi-  skill 
nor  grace,  that  well-tnoivn  passage  in  the  dedication  to  lie  gentlemen  of  the  Caiedoniau  Uuiit: 
— "Tho  poetic  genius  of  my  country  found  me,  as  tho  prophetic  bard,  Elijah,  did  EHsha,  at  the 
plough,  aiid  throw  hor  inspiring  mantle  over  me."  The  duat  of  the  bard  was  again  distuibod, 
when  tho  body  of  Jlra.  Burns  was  laid,  in  April,  18S4,  bosida  the  remains  of  her  hushunJ :  his 
skull  was  dug  np  by  the  district  oraniologists,  to  satisfy  their  minds  by  measurement  that  he  waa 
equal  to  the  composition  of  "  Tam  o'  Shantar,"  or  "  Mary  in  Heaven."  This  done,  tliey  placed 
tho  skull  in  a  leatlen  box,  "  carefully  lined  with  tha  softest  materials,"  and  returned  it,  we  hope 
for  ever,  to  the  hallowed  ground. 

Thus  lived  and  died  llobert  Bums,  the  ciiief  of  Scottish  poets:  in  his  person  he  was  tall  and 
sinewy,  and  of  snch  strength  and  activity,  that  Scott  alone,  of  all  tJia  poets  I  have  seen,  seemed 
his  equal ;  his  forehead  was  broad,  his  hair  Mack,  with  an  inclination  to  curl.  Ilia  visage  iiiioom- 
monly  swardij,  his  eyes  largo,  dark  and  lustrous,  and  his  voice  deep  and  manly.  His  soiisibility 
was  strong,  his  pasnions  full  to  overflowing,  and  he  loved,  nay,  adored,  whatever  waa  gentle  and 
beautiful.  lie  had,  when  a  lad  at  tlie  plough,  an  eloquent  word  and  an  inspired  song  for  every 
fair  face  that  smiled  on  him,  and  a  shai'p  sarcasm  or  a  fierce  lampoon  for  every  rustic  mIio 
thwarted  or  contradicted  him.  As  his  first  inspiration  came  from  love,  he  continued  tlirough  life 
to  love  on,  and  was  as  ready  with  the  lasting  incense  of  tlie  muse  for  tlie  ladies  of  Kithsdale  as 
for  the  lasses  of  Kyle :  his  earliest  song  was  in  praise  of  a  young  girl  wlio  reaped  by  his  side, 
when  he  was  seventeen — Lis  latest  in  lionour  of  a  lady  by  whose  side  he  had  wandered  and 
dreamed  on  the  hanks  of  the  Devon.  He  was  of  a  nature  proud  and  suspicious,  and  towards  tlie 
close  of  his  life  seemed  disposed  to  regard  all  above  him  in  ranli  as  men  who  unworthily  possessed 
the  patrimony  of  genius:  he  daairad  to  aea  the  order  of  nature  roatorcd,  and  worth  and  talent  in 
preeedenoe  of  the  base  or  the  dull.  He  had  no  medium  in  his  hatred  or  his  love ;  he  never  spared 
the  stupid,  as  if  they  were  not  to  be  endured  beoauae  he  was  bdght;  and  on  the  heads  of  tho 
innocent  posaesaora  of  titles  or  wealth  he  waa  ever  ready  to  shower  his  lampoona.  He  loved  ti 
start  doubts  in  religion  which  he  knew  inspiration  only  could  solve,  and  be  spoke  of  Calvinisr 
with  a  latitude  of  language  that  grieved  pious  listeners.  He  was  warm-haarfed  and  generous  t 
a  degree,  above  all  men,  and  scorned  all  (hat  waa  selfish  and  mean  with  a  scorn  quite  romantic 
He  was  a  steadfaat  friend  and  n  good  ndghbour ;  while  he  lived  at  Ellisland  few  passed  his  door 
without  heing  entortaiuod  at  his  table  ;  and  even  when  in  poverty,  on  the  Millhole-brae,  the  poor 
seldom  left  his  door  but  with  blessings  on  their  lips. 

Of  his  modes  of  study  he  has  himself  informed  as,  as  well  as  of  the  seasons  and  places  ii 
which  he  loved  to  muse.  He  composed  while  he  strolled  along  the  secluded  banks  of  the  Doon 
the  Ayr,  or  tho  Nitl. ;  as  the  images  crowded  on  his  fancy  his  pace  became  quickened,  nud  ii 
his  highest  mooda  he  was  excited  even  to  tears.  He  loved  the  winter  for  its  leafless  liec^,  it 
swelling  flooda,  and  its  winds  which  swept  along  tlie  gloomy  sky,  with  frost  and  snnw  nn  thoi 
wings :  but  he  loved  the  autumn  more — he  haa  neglected  to  say  why-— the  muse  was  then  mo;- 
libefiil  of  her  favours,  iinrt  ho  composed  with  a  happy  alacrity  unfelt  in  nil  other  scnfnu'!,  I! 
filled  his  mind  and  heart  with  the  matorials  of  song— and  retired  fr"ra  ganiiig  on  wonimiV  l."-.i..' v 
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and  from  the  escitement  of  lier  charms,  to  record  liia  impressions  in  verse,  as  a  painter  delineates 

on  his  canvas  the  looks  of  those  tiUo  sit  to  his  pencil.     His  cMef  placQ  of  study  at  Ellisland  is 

still  rememljeted :  it  extends  along  the  riYet-bank  towards  the  Isle ;  tliere  the  neighbouring  £0*1*^ 

love  to  iralk  and  peasants  to  gather,  and  hold  it  sacred,  as  the  place  Ttliero  ho  composed  Tam 

O'Shanler.    His  favourite  place  of  study  when  residing  iu  Dumfries,  was  the  ruins  of  Lineluden 

College,  mado  classic  by  that  sublime  ode,  "  The  Vision,"  and  that  level  and  cloverj  sward  oon- 

tiguoua  to  the  College,  oa  the  northern  side  of  tho  Nith:  the  latter  place  wa-s  his  fiivourite  resort; 

s  known  now  bj  the  name  of  Euius's  musing  ground,  and  tliere  he  ooueeived  many  of  his  latter 

ios.     In  case  of  interrupiion  he  completed  the  verses  at  tho  firoaido,  whore  ho  swung  to  and  f-o 

his  arm-chair  till  the  task  was  done :  he  then  submitted  tlie  song  to  the  ordeal  of  his  wife's 

ice,  which  was  both  sweet  and  clear,  and  wliile  she  sung  he  listened  attentively,  and  altered  or 

amended  till  tlio  whole  was  in  harmony,  music  and  words. 

Ibe  genius  of  Burus  is  of  a  h^ti  order:  in  briglitaess  of  esprcssion  and  unsolicited  case  and 
natural  vehemence  of  language,  ho  stands  in  the  first  rank  of  poeta :  in  choice  of  subjects,  in 
happiness  of  conception,  and  loftiness  of  imaj^natiou,  he  recedes  into  tlie  second,  lie  owes  little 
of  Ms  fame  to  his  subjects,  for,  saviug  the  bcaafy  of  a  few  ladies,  they  were  all  of  an  ordinary 
kind :  be  sought  neither  in  romance  nor  in  history  for  themes  to  the  muse ;  ho  took  up  topics 
from  lifo  around  which  wei'o  familiar  to  all,  and  endowed  them  with  character,  with  paswon,  with 
tenderccss,  with  hmnoui' — cievaling  all  that  he  touched  into  the  regions  of  poetry  and  morals. 
0  far  lands  fcr  tho  purpose  of  surprising  ua  with  wondei's,  noitlier  did  he  go  to 
3  attract  tlie  stare  of  the  peasantry  around  him,  by  things  which  to  tliem 
were  aa  a  book  shut  and  scaled :  "  The  DaiEry"  grew  on  the  lands  which  he  ploughed  ;  "  The 
Mouse"  built  her  frail  nest  on  his  own  atubble-field ;  "  The  Haggis"  recked  ou  his  own  table ; 
"  The  Scotch  Di'ink"  of  which  he  sang  was  the  produce  of  a  neighboiiring  afJU;  "Tho  Twa  Dogs," 
which  conversed  so  wisely  and  wittily,  were,  one  of  them  at  least,  his  own  collies ;  "  The  Vision" 
is  but  a  picture,  and  o  brilliant  one,  of  bin  own  hopes  and  fears ;  "  Tam  Samson"  was  a  friend 
whom  beloved;  "Doctor  Ilorubook"  a  nBighbouring  pedant;  "  Matthew  Henderson"  a  social 
captain  on  balf-pay;  "  Tho  Scotch  Bard"  who  had  gone  to  the  West  Indies  was  Bums  himself; 
the  heroine  of  "  The  Lament"  was  Jean  Armour ;  and  "  Tam  O'Shantar"  a  facetious  farmer  of 
Eyle,  wlio  rode  late  and  loved  pleasant  company,  nay,  even  "  TJie  Deil"  himself,  whom  he  had 
the  hardiliood  to  address,  was  a  being  whose  eldcich  croon  had  alarmed  the  devout  matrons  of 
Kyle,  and  had  T,-andered,  not  unseen  by  tlie  bard  himself,  among  the  lonely  glcna  of  the  Doon. 
e  of  the  first  to  teach  the  world  that  high  moral  poetry  lesjdcd  in  the  humblest 
subjects:  whatever  ho  touched  became  elevated;  hia  spirit  possessed  and  inspired  the  commonest 
topics,  and  endowed  them  with  lifo  and  beauty. 

His  songs  have  all  the  beauties  and  but  few  of  Uiem  tlie  faults  of  his  poems :  they  flow  to  tho 
muaio  as  readily  as  if  both  air  and  words  came  into  the  world  together.  The  sentiments  are 
from  nature,  they  are  rarely  strained  or  forced,  and  the  words  dance  in  their  places  and  echo  ths 
in  its  paslcral  sweetness,  social  glee,  or  in  the  tender  and  the  moving.  He  seems  always 
c  with  woman's  eye  upon  him ;  he  is  gentle,  pcrsuasivs  and  impassioned :  he  appears  to 
watch  her  looks,  and  pours  out  hia  praise  or  his  complaint  according  to  the  changeful  moods  of 
He  looks  on  hor,  too,  with  a  sculptor's  as  well  aa  a  poet'a  eye :  to  him  who  works  In 
marble,  the  diamonda,  emeralds,  pearls,  and  elaborate  ornaments  of  gold,  but  load  and  injure 
the  haimony  of  pioporiJou,  the  grace  of  form,  and  divinity  of  sentiment  of  his  nymph  or  his 
goddess — so  with  Bums  the  fashion  of  a  lady's  boddioe,  the  lustre  of  her  satina,  or  the  sparkle 
of  her  diamouds,  or  other  finery  with  which  wealth  or  taste  has  loaded  her,  are  neglected  as  idle 
fiippcry;  while  her  beauty,  her  form,  or  her  mind,  matters  which  are  of  nature  and  not  of 
fashion,  are  remembered  and  praised.  He  is  none  of  the  millinery  bards,  who  deal  in  scented 
silks,  spider-net  laces,  rare  gema,  set  in  rarer  workmanship,  and  who  shower  diamonds  and 
pearls  by  the  bushel  on  a  lady's  locks:  he  makes  bright  eyes,  flushing  cheeks,  the  magic  of 
the  (ongne,  and  the  "pulses'  maddening  play"  perform  all.  His  songs  are,  in  general,  pas- 
toral pictures :  he  seldom  finishes  a  portrait  of  female  beauty  without  cnelu=iHg  it  in  a  natural 
frame-work  of  waving  woods,  running  streams,  the  melody  of  birds,  and  the  lights  of  heaven. 
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Tliose  vho  desire  to  feci  Eul-ng  in  all  Iiig  force,  must  seek  some  summer  glen,  when  i  country  girl 
Bearchea  among  hia  mnny  songs  for  one  which  sympathizes  with  her  own  heart,  ftnd  gives  it  full 
utterance,  till  wood  and  vale  is  filled  with  the  melody.  It  is  remartable  that  the  most  naturally 
elegant  aiiil  truly  impnasioned  songa  in  our  literature  were  written  by  &  ploughman  in  honour  of 
the  rustic  lasses  aronnd  Lira. 

His  poetry  is  all  life  and  energy,  and  bears  the  impress  of  a  warm  heart  and  a  clear  under- 
standing ;  it  abooniis  with  passions  and  opinions — vivid  pictures  of  rural  happiness  and  the  r> 
tures  of  sucoessful  love,  all  fresh  from  nature  and  observation,  and  not  as  they  are  seen  through 
the  spectacles  of  boots.  The  wit  of  the  clouted  shoe  ia  there  witliout  its  coaraeneaa:  there  is  a 
prodigality  of  humour  without  licentionaness,  a  pathos  ever  natural  and  manly,  a  social  joy  akin 
sometimes  to  endneas,  a  melancholy  not  unallied  to  mirth,  and  a  sublime  morality  which  seeks  to 
elerate  and  soothe.  To  a  love  of  man  Le  added  an  affection  for  the  flowers  of  the  valley,  the 
fowls  of  the  air,  and  the  beasts  of  the  field ;  he  perceived  the  de  of  social  sympathy  which  united 
animated  with  unaniraated  nature,  and  in  many  of  his  finest  poems  most  beautifully  he  '. 
enforced  it.  His  thoughts  are  original  and  his  style  new  and  unborrowed:  all  that  he  baa  writ 
ia  distinguished  by  a  happy  carelessness,  a  bounding  elasticity  of  spirit,  and  a  singular  felicity 
of  expression,  simple  yet  inimitable ;  he  is  familiar  yet  dignified,  careless,  yet  correct,  and  e< 
oise,  yet  clear  and  full.  All  this  and  much  more  is  embodied  in  the  language  of  humble  life^a 
dialect  reckoned  barbarous  by  scholars,  but  which,  coming  from  the  lips  of  inspiration,  becomes 
classio  and  elevated. 

The  prose  of  thia  great  poet  Las  much  cf  the  original  merit  of  hia  verse,  but  it  is  seldom  so 
natural  and  so  sastained :  it  abounds  with  fino  outaashings  and  with  a  genial  warmth  and  vigour, 
but  it  is  defaced  by  false  ornament  and  by  a  constant  aniioty  to  say  fine  and  forcible  things.  He 
seems  not  to  know  that  simplicity  was  aa  rare  and  as  needful  a  beauty  in  prose  as  in  verse  ;  lie 
covets  the  pauses  of  Sterne  and  the  point  and  antithesis  of  Junius,  like  one  who  believes  that  to 
write  prose  well  he  must  be  ever  lively,  ever  pointed,  and  ever  smart.  Tet  the  account  which  lie 
wrote  of  himself  to  Dr.  Moore  is  one  of  the  most  spirited  and  natural  narratives  in  the  langnasc, 
and  composed  in  a  style  remote  fVom  the  strfuned  and  groped-for  witticisms  and  put-on  sensibili- 
ties of  many  of  his  letters : — "  Simple,"  as  John  Wilson  says,  "  we  may  well  call  it ;  rich  in 
fancy,  overflowing  in  feeling,  and  dashed  ofl'  in  every  other  paragraph  with  the  easy  boldness  of 
a  great  master." 
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[The  first  edition,  printed  at  Kilmarnock,  Jnlj,  17SS,  bj  John  Wilson,  bore  on  the  tJtle-page 
thesonimple  words:— "Poema,  chiefly  in  tlio  Scottish  Dialect,  by  Robert  Burns;"  the  following 
mjtto,  marked  "  Anonymous,"  Ijut  ovidentlj  the  poet's  own  composition,  was  more  amliitious  : — 

"  The  simple  Bard,  unbroke  by  rules  of  art. 
He  pours  the  wild  effusions  of  the  heart ; 
And  if  inspired,  'tis  nature's  pom'ra  inspire — 
Hers  all  the  melting  tlirill,  and  hers  the  kindling  fire."] 

The  following  trifles  are  not  tbe  production  of  the  Poet  wlio  w'tt  ill  tlie  advantages 
af  learned  art,  and  perhaps  amid  the  elegancie  an  J  IJ  n  ses  of  upppr  life,  looks  down 
for  a  rural  theme  with  an  eye  to  Theocritus  or  "V  1  To  tl  o  author  f  this,  these,  and 
other  celebrated  names  their  countrymen,  are  at  le'tet  in  th  ir  original  language, 
■up,  and  a  look  sealed.  Unact[ua  nted  with  the  nece  ary  requisites  for 
ig  poet  by  rale,  he  sings  the  sentiment  anl  n  inners  he  felt  and  saw  in  him- 
self and  his  rustic  compeers  around  him  in  his  nd  tl  e  r  nat  ve  1  n^  age.  Though  a 
rhymer  from  his  earliest  years,  at  least  from  the  carl  e  t  mp  Ise  of  the  softer  passions, 
it  was  not  till  very  lately  that  the  applau&e  p  h  pa  the  i  art  al  ty,  of  friendship 
awakened  his  vanity  so  far  as  to  maie  him  th  nk  anjtl  n^  of  his  worth  showing:  and 
none  of  the  following  works  were  composed  with  a  v  ew  to  th  p  e  To  amuse  himself 
with  the  little  creations  of  his  own  fancy,  am  d  the  to  1  an  1  f  f  ^ue  of  a  laborious  life ; 
to  transcribe  the  various  feelings — the  loves,  the  gn  f  the  hopes  the  fears — in  his  own 
breast ;  to  find  some  kind  of  counterpoise  to  the  t  niggles  of  a  wo  H  always  an  alien 
scenoj  a  task  uncouth  to  the  poetical  mind — these  were  his  mot  ves  for  courting  the 
Muses,  and  in  these  he  found  poetry  to  be  its  own  reward 

Now  that  he  appears  in  the  public  character  of  an  author  he  does  it  with  fear  and 
trembling.  So  dear  is  fame  to  the  rhyming  tr  be  that  even  he  in  obscure,  nameless 
Bard,  shrinks  aghast  at  the  thought  of  being  )  r     1  1      —  n     uj     f  ncnt  blockhead, 

(5'J) 
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obtriuling  Lis  nonscEso  on  the  world ;  and,  because  lie  cai 
doggerel  Scotch  rhymes  together,  looking  upou  himself  a 
quence,  forsooth ! 

It  is  an  ohseivation    f  th  t     1  brat  dp    t  feh  n  ton    wh 
t(i  our  language,  our  ntnnl  p  tht^       ?^hadp        dmnyj 

nienius  to  1  hermit,  but  n  1         t    f  u  If  any      t         t  li      at  th    w 

(,  iiius,  the  author  toll  him  n  f  11  th  t  h  L  nly  1  k  npnhmlfasp 
ftsscd  of  some  poetic  ah  It  thw  h  pllh  ntl  mnn  hh  dn 
would  be  a  mantcuvre  llwthw  th  fe  whhhhj  hiw  tnmjwll 
e\ei  give  him.  But  to  the  genius  of  a  Bamaay,  or  the  glorious  dawnings  of  the  poor, 
unfirtunate  Fergusson,  he,  with  equal  unaffeeted  sincerity,  declares,  that  even  in  hie 
hijjhcst  pulae  of  vanity,  he  has  not  the  most  distant  pretensions.  These  two  justly- 
admired  Scotch  poets  he  Iuib  oft«n  had  in  his  eye  in  the  following  pieces,  hut  rather  with 
a  view  to  kmdle  at  their  flame,  than  for  servile  imitation. 

To  his  Subscribers,  the  Author  returns  his  most  sincere  thanks.  Not  the  mercenary 
bow  over  a  counter,  but  the  heart-throbbing  gratitude  of  the  Bard,  conscious  how  much 
he  owes  to  benevolence  and  friendship  for  gratifying  him,  if  he  deserves  it,  in  that 
dearest  wish  of  every  poetic  boaom — to  be  distinguished.  He  begs  his  readers,  particu- 
larly the  learned  and  the  polite,  who  may  honour  him  with  a  perusal,  that  they  will  inako 
every  allowance  for  education  and  circumstances  of  life;  but  if^.  after  a  fair,  candid,  aiiil 
impai'tial  criticism,  ho  shall  stand  convicted  of  dubess  and  nonsense,  let  him  be  done- 
by  as  he  would  in  that  case  do  by  others — let  him  be  condemaedj  without  mercy,  U 
contempt  and  oblivion. 
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DoiMsonlled  bi, 
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the  lo'ilIeSB  trca 
Bae-.snn,"  he  a 


day,  snd  ha»r  t!ia  etarm  howlb; 


■■'J 


The  wintry  west  eitends  his  Wast, 
And  hail  and  rain  does  blavi ; 

Or  tlie  stormy  north  sends  driving  forth 
The  hlintllag  sleet  and  snaw ; 

While  tumbling  brown,  the  burn  comes  d< 
ad  roars  frae  hank  to  brae ; 

And  bird  and  beast  in  cosert  rest. 
And  puss  tlie  heiirtless  day. 

"The  sweeping  blast,  tiie  sky  o'ereast,"' 

The  joyless  winter  day 
Let  others  fear,  to  me  more  dear 

Than  all  the  pride  of  May : 
The  tempest's  howl,  it  soothes  my  soul, 

[y  griefs  it  seems  to  join ; 
The  leaSeas  trees  my  fancy  please, 

Their  fate  resembles  mine  I 

Thou  Power  Supremo,  whoso  miglity  schet 

These  woes  of  mine  fulS), 
Here,  firm,  I  rest,  they  must  be  best, 

eoause  they  are  Thy  will ! 
Then  all  I  want  (0,  do  thou  grant 

This  one  request  of  mine !] 
Since  to  enjoy  Thou  dost  deny. 


DEATH    AND    DYINQ    WORDS 


Huglioi,  the  hertl-boy,  u 
9d  tho  poem,  and  repeated 


e  plough,  and  the  ditd} 


lit.] 


As  Mailie,  an'  her  lambs  thegither. 
Were  ae  day  nfbhling  on  the  tether, 
Upon  her  cloot  she  coost  a  hitch, 
Aa'  owro  she  warsTd  in  the  ditcli: 
There,  groaning,  dying,  she  did  lie, 
When  Hughoo'  he  cam  dojtin  by. 
Wi'  glowing  e'en  an'  lifted  Iian's, 
I'oor  Hughoo  like  a  statue  stau's  ; 
He  saw  her  days  were  near-hand  ended, 
But,  waes  my  heart !  he  could  na  mend  it ' 
He  gqped  wide  but  naething  spak — 
At  length  poor  JIailie  silence  brak. 
"  0  thoa,  whose  lamentable  face 
Appears  to  monrn  my  woefu'  easel 
My  dying  words  attentive  hear. 
An'  boar  them  to  my  master  dear. 
"Tell  bira,  if  e'er  again  he  keep 
As  miickle  gear  as  buy  a  sheep, 
0  bid  him  never  tie  them  mair 
Wi'  wieked  strings  o'  hemp  or  hair  i 

'*"""""'"■""■  (61) 


by  Google 


THE   POETICAL  WORKS 


To 


tlieia  wander  at  their  will ; 
may  Ms  Hoek  inoreaee,  ftrnl  grow 
o'  lambs,  an'  packs  of  woo' ! 


"  Tell  Iiim  ho  was  a  master  tin' 
An'  ay  was  guJo  to  me  an'  mine  ; 
An'  now  my  dying  charge  I  gia  him, 
Jly  helpless  lambs,  I  trust  tliera  wi'  him. 

"  0,  bid  Iiim  save  their  harmless  liyes 
Frae  dogs,  and  tods,  an'  hutchevs'  knives ! 
But  gie  them  guid  cow-milk  tlieir  fill. 
Till  they  he  fit  to  fend  themsel ; 
An'  (jjnt  tliem  duly,  e'en  an'  morn, 
IVi'  teats  o'  hay,  an'  rippa  o'  corn. 

"  An'  may  they  never  leavn  the  gaets 
Of  ither  vilo,  wanrestfu'  pets ! 
To  sink  thro'  slaps,  au'  reave  an'  steal 
At  stacks  o'  peaso,  or  stocks  o'  tail. 
So  may  they,  like  their  great  forbears. 
For  monie  a  year  come  thro'  the  sheers ; 
So  wives  will  gie  tliem  bits  o'  bread, 
An'  bairns  greet  for  them  when  they're  dea 

"  My  poor  toop-lamb,  my  son  an'  heir, 
0,  bid  him  breed  liim  up  wi'  care; 
An'  if  he  live  to  be  a  beast, 


To  pit  some  havins  in  Lis  breast  I 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

An'  warn  him  what  I  winna  name. 

To  stay  content  .wi'  yowes  at  hame 

I  wat  she  was  a  sheep  o'  sense. 

An'  no  to  rin  an'  wear  his  oloots. 

An'  could  behave  hersel  wi'  meiise: 

Like  itiier  menseless,  graceless  brutes. 

I'll  say't,  she  never  brak  a  fence, 

Thro'  thievish  greed. 

"  An'  niest  my  yowio,  silly  thing, 

Our  bardie,  lanely,  keeps  tlie  spenoB 

Gnde  keep  thee  frae  a  tether  string! 

Sin'  Mailie's  dead. 

0,  may  thou  ne'er  forgather  up 
Wi'  ony  blastlt,  moorland  toop, 
Bot  ay  keep  mind  to  moop  an'  mell 
TVi'  sheep  o'  credit  like  thysel ! 

"And  now,  my  bairns,  wi'  my  last  hreath 
I  lea'e  my  blessin  wi'  you  baith : 
An'  when  you  thinit  upo'  yonr  mitior. 
Mind  to  be  kind  to  ane  anither. 

"Now,  honest  nughoe,  dinnafoil 
To  tell  my  master  a'  mj  tale ; 
An'  bid  him  burn  this  cursed  tether. 
An',  for  thy  pains,  thou'se  get  my  blather," 

This  said,  poor  Wailie  turn'd  her  head. 
And  clos'd  her  een  amang  the  dead. 


POOR   MAILIE'S  ELEGY. 
[Burns,  whon  he  cnlls  nn  Uie  hiinU  of  Ayr  anJ  Dooo 

bat  enya  lliiit  it  reaeroblHa  too  clciMly  "  Tlie  Ewie  and  tba 
Crooked  Horn,"  to  be  admired  aa  original:  tlie  shepherd 

Lament  in  rhyme,  lament  in  prose, 

Wi'  saut  tears  trickling  down  yoar  nose ; 

Our  bardie's  fate  is  at  a  close. 

Past  a'  remead; 
The  last  sad  cape-stane  of  his  woes ; 

Poor  Mailie '3  dead. 

It's  no  tlie  loss  o'  warl's  gear. 
That  could  sae  bitter  draw  the  tear. 
Or  mak  our  hardie,  dowie,  wear 

The  mourning  weed; 
He's  lost  a  friend  and  nee b or  dear. 

In  Mailie  dead. 

Thro'  a'  the  tonn  she  trott«d  by  him  ; 
A  lang  half-mile  she  could  descry  him ; 
Wi'  kindly  bleat,  when  she  <liit  spy  him, 

Sho  ran  wi'  speed  : 
A  friend  mair  faithfu'  ne'er  cam  nigh  him, 


Or,  if  he  wonders  up  the  howe. 

Her  living  imago  in  her  yowe 

Comes  bleating  to  him,  owre  the  knows. 

For  bits  o'  bread; 
An'  down  tlie  briny  pearls  rowe 

For  Mailie  dead. 


She  was  nae  get  o'  moorlani 
Wi'  tawted  ket,  an  hairy  hij 
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For  licr  forbears  wcro  brought  in  ejijps 

How  best  o'  cliicls  arc  Tvliilos  in  want, 

Friie  yont  the  Tweed: 

While  coofs  on  countless  tliousands  rant, 

Abouiiier  fleesii  ne'er  croaa'd  the  clips 

And  ken  na  how  to  wair't ; 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

But  Davie,  lad,  ne'er  fash  your  head. 

Tho'  we  hae  little  gear, 

Wae  worth  the  man  wha  first  did  shape 

We're  fit  to  win  our  daily  bread, 

That  vile,  wanehancie  thing— a  rape ! 

As  lang's  we're  hale  and  fler: 

It  maks  guid  fellows  girn  on'  gape, 

"  Mair  spier  na,  nor  fear  na,"' 
Auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  fcg, 

Wi'ohokm  dread; 

An'  Rohin's  honnet  Wiiye  wi'  crape, 

The  last  o't,  the  warst  o't. 

For  Mailie  dead. 

Is  only  hut  to  beg. 

0,  a'  ye  bards  on  bonnie  Doon ! 

An'  wha  on  Ajt  yonr  chanters  tune! 

Id. 

To  lie  in  kilns  and  barns  at  e'en 

O'Eohin'sreed! 

When  banes  are  craz'd,  and  bluid  is  thin. 

His  heart  will  never  get  ahoon  < 

His  Mailie'5  deadl 

Tet  then  content  could  m.iie  us  blest; 

Ev'n  then,  sometimes  we'd  snatch  a  taste 

0'  truest  happiness. 

The  honest  heart  that's  free  frae  a' 

Intended  fraud  or  guile, 

IV. 

However  Fortune  kick  the  ba'. 

Has  ay  some  cause  to  smile : 

FIRST  EPISTLE   TO   DAVIE, 

And  mind  Still,  you'll  fiud  still, 

A  unoTiirn  poet. 

A  comfort  this  nae  sma' ; 

Kae  mair  then,  we'll  care  then. 

Nae  farther  we  can  fa'. 

gnrcl*n,  repP^iloil  Ihis  Epialls  to  l;is  brolliorGilberl,  who 

was  moffh  plensBd  willi  the  pfltfiinmnoe,  wliich  he  con- 

Eiiislles,  and  saiil  if  il  ware  prinKcL  ho  hod  no  doubt  Ihol 

What  tho',  like  commoners  of  air, 

it  xvouid  be  well  received  by  |.t«|>[e  of  MsM.] 

We  wander  out  we  know  not  where. 

—  Ji,B««ry,  [1784.] 

But  either  house  or  hall  ? 

Tet  nature's  charms,  tlie  hills  and  woods, 

'■ 

The  sweeping  yales,  and  foaming  floods. 

Whiib  winds  frae  afF  Ben-Lomond  blaw. 

Are  free  alike  to  aU, 

Auil  bar  tlie  doors  ivi'  driving  snaw. 

In  days  when  daisies  deck  the  ground, 

And  hing  ns  owrc  the  iugle, 

And  blackbirds  whistle  clear. 

1  set  me  down  to  pass  the  time. 

With  honest  joj  our  hearts  will  bound 

And  spin  a  Terse  or  twa  o'  rhjme. 

To  see  the  coming  year : 

In  hamely  westJin  jingle. 

On  braes  when  we  please,  tticn. 

IVhile  frosty  winds  hlaw  in  the  drift. 

We'll  sit  and  sowth  a  tune; 

Ben  to  the  chimin  lug, 

Syne  rliyme  till't  we'll  time  tiin, 

[  grudge  a  wee  the  great  folks'  gift, 

And  sing't  wlien  n'c  hae  done. 

That  live  sae  bien  an'  snug : 

I  tent  less  and  want  less 

V. 

Their  roomy  fire-side; 
But  hanker  and  canker 

It's  no  in  titles  nor  in  rank  ; 

It's  hardly  in 
To  keep,  at  t) 


L  body's  power 

les,  frae  being  sour, 

tiings  are  sliar'd; 


n  wealth  like  Lon'on  bank, 
To  purchase  peace  and  rest; 

It's  no  in  makin  mackle  mair; 

It's  no  in  books,  it's  no  in  lear. 
To  make  ns  truly  blest ; 
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If  liappincES  hac  not  her  seat 

It  warms  me,  it  chniros  me. 

And  eenti-e  in  the  breast. 

To  mention  but  her  name: 

We  inny  lie  wise,  or  rich,  or  great. 

Itheatame,  itbeetsme. 

But  never  onnliB  blest: 

And  sets  me  a' on  flame  1 

Nrtc  ti-cnsures,  nor  pleasures, 

Could  inato  us  linppy  lamg ; 

IX. 

Tlie  lieart  ay's  the  part  ay 
That  makes  us  right  or  nrang. 

0,  all  ye  pow'ra  who  rule  above  1 
0,  Thou,  whoae  vei-y  self  art  love  ! 

T. 

Thou  know'at  my  words  sincere ! 

The  life-blood  streaming  tliro'  my  heart. 

TliinI;  je,  that  sio  aa  yon  and  I, 

Or  my  more  dear  immortal  part, 

WJia  diudge  and  drive  tlo-o'  wet  an'  dry, 

Is  not  more  fondly  dear  I 

Wi'iiever-ooasingtoil; 

Think  ye,  are  we  less  blest  than  tliey. 

Deprive  my  soul  of  rest. 

■WJia  aeai-cely  t«nt  us  in  their  way, 

Her  tieav  idea  brings  relief 

As  Imrdly  worth  their  while? 

And  solace  to  my  breast. 

Alas  !  lioiv  aft,  in  haughty  mood 

Thou  Being,  All-seeing, 

God's  creatures  they  oppress  ! 

0  hear  my  fei-vent  pray'r ! 

Or  else,  neglecting  a'  that's  guid, 

Still  take  her,  and  make  her 

They  riot  in  eicoaa  ! 

Thy  most  peculiar  care  I 

Baitii  careleaa  and  fearless 

Of  cither  heayen  or  hell! 

X. 

Estcemitig  and  deeming 
It'a  a'  an  idle  tale  ! 

All  hail,  ye  tender  feelings  dear ! 

The  amile  of  love,  the  fi'iondly  tear. 

Tlie  aympathetio  glow  i 

VII. 

Long  since,  this  world's  thorny  waya 

.  Then  let  ua  clicerfii'  acquiesce  ; 

Had  numbor'd  out  my  weary  days. 

Nor  mnko  ouv  Ecnnty  pleasures  losa. 

Had  it  not  been  for  youl 

Ey  pining  at  our  state ; 

Fate  sBll  has  blest  me  with  a  Mend, 

And,  even  should  miafortnnca  come, 

In  every  care  and  ill ; 

I,  lievo  wlia  ait,  hae  met  wi'  some. 

And  oft  a  more  endearing  band, 

An's  tiiankfu'  for  tliera  yet. 

A  tie  more  tender  still. 

They  gin  the  wit  of  age  to  youth ; 

It  lightens,  it  brightens 

They  let  ns  Iren  oursel' ; 

The  tonebrifio  scene, 

They  malfo  ua  aee  the  nalied  truth, 

To  meet  with,  and  greet  with 

The  real  guid  and  ill. 

Jly  Davie  or  my  Jean  ! 

Tho'  losses,  am!  crosses, 

Be  lessoia  right  severe, 

XI. 

There's  wit  there,  yell  get  there, 

0,  lioir  that  name  inspires  my  style                     : 
The  words  cumc  akelpin,  rank  and  file,                \ 

Ye'U  find  nae  other  where. 

Amaist  before  Iken  1                                         j 

Yin. 

The  ready  measure  rina  aa  fine. 

But  t*nt  me,  Davie,  aco  o'  licarta! 

Aa  Phcebua  and  the  famona  Nino                          ' 

(To  say  aught  less  wad  wrang  the  cartes. 

Were  glowrin  owre  my  pen.                              j 

And  flatt'17  I  detest,) 

My  spaviet  Pegaaiia  will  limp,                              ; 

This  life  has  joys  for  you  and  I ; 

'Till  anoe  he's  fairly  het; 

And  joys  that  riches  ne'er  could  buy  : 

And  then  he'll  hilch,  and  sUlt,  and  jimp. 

And  joys  the  very  best. 

An'rinanaueofit: 

There'3  a'  the  pleasures  0'  the  heart, 

But  least  then,  the  beast  tben 

Tholoyei-an'thofiien'i 

Should  rue  this  hasty  ride. 

Ye  iiae  your  Meg  your  dearest  part. 

I'll  light  now,  and  diglit  cow 

And  I  my  darling  Jean ! 

His  sweaty,  wisen'd  hide.                       1 
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SECOND  EPISTLE   TO  DAVIE, 


;y-] 


I'm  three  times  doubly  o'er  your  debtor, 
For  yoor  niild-farcettt,  frienlj  letter  ; 
Tho'  I  maun,  say't,  I  doubt  ye  flatter, 

Ye  Epeak  s!ie  fair. 
For  my  pnir,  Klly,  rhymin  clatter 

Hale  bo  your  heart,  hale  be  your  fiddle; 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  and  diddle. 
To  cheer  yon  thro'  the  weary  widdle 

0'  warly  cares, 
Till  bairn's  bairns  kindly  cuddle 

Your  auld,  gray  haira. 

Bnt  Davie,  lad,  I'm  red  ye're  glaiHt; 
I'm  tauM  the  Muse  ye  haenegleekit; 
In'  gif  it's  aae,  yc  sud  be  licket 

Until  ye  fyke ; 
lie  hauns  as  you  sud  ne'er  bo  faiket. 

Be  hain't  nha  like. 

'or  me,  I'm  on  Paroasaua'  brink, 
Rivin'  the  words  to  gar  them  clink  ; 
Whyles  daei't  'wi'  love,  ■wliyles  daez't  wi'  drink. 


Of  a'  tho  thoughtleaa  sons  o'  man. 
Common'  me  to  the  Bardie  clan  ; 
Eicept  it  be  some  idle  plan 

0'  rhymin'  clink. 
The  dcTil-liaet,  that  I  sud  ban. 

They  ever  think. 


Sae  thought,  I 


e  scheme  o'  livin', 


s  joy  or  grievin' ; 


Bnt  just  the  pouchie  put  the  nie 

An'  -while  ought's  there, 
Then  hiltio  ekiltie,  we  gae  scrioyin'. 

An'  faah  nae  m^. 


Leeze  me  on  rJij-mc !  it's  aye  a  treasiire. 
My  chief,  amaist  my  only  pleasure. 
At  hame,  a-fiel',  at  wark,  or  leisure, 

The  Muse,  poor  Lizzie' 
Tho'  rough  an'  raploch  be  her  measure, 

She's  seldom  laiy. 

Hand  to  tlie  Muse,  my  dainty  Dario: 
The  warl'  may  play  you  monio  a  ahavie  ; 
But  for  the  Mnse  she'll  neyer  leaye  ye, 
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O  thou!  whatever  title  suit  thee, 
Auld  Homic,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an'  aootie, 

Closed  under  hatches, 
Spairgea  about  the  brunstane  cootie, 

To  aoaud  poor  wretches  ! 

near  me,  auld  Hangio,  for  a,  wee. 
An'  let  poor  damned  bodies  be  ; 

E'en  to  a  deil. 
To  akclp  an'  seaud  poor  dogs  like  me, 
An'  hear  us  aqueel ! 

Great  is  thy  pow'r,  an'  great  thy  fame ; 
Far  kend  an'  noted  is  thy  name  ; 
An'  tho'  yon  lowin  heugh'a  thy  hame. 

Thou  traTEls  far; 
An',  faith !  thou's  neither  lag  nor  lame. 

Nor  blate  nor  acani, 

Whyles,  ranging  like  a  roaring  lion, 
Por  prey,  a'  holes  an'  corners  tryinj 
Whylea,  on  the  strong-winged  tempest  flym, 
Tirlin  the  kirks ; 
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I' re  heard  my  reTerend  Graunie  saj, 
In  lancly  glens  ye  like  to  etray; 
Or  where  auld-ruin'd  castles,  gray, 

Nod  to  the  raoon, 
Ye  frigU  the  nightly  wond'rer'a  nay 

Wi'  eldrieht  croon. 

■ffhen  twilight  did.  my  Graunie  summon, 
To  say  lier  prayers,  douce,  honest  woman  ! 
Aft  yont  the  dyke  she's  heard  you  hnrnmin, 

Wi'  eerie  drone; 
Or,  rustlin,  ttro'  the  Ijoortries  comin, 

Wi'  heaTj  groan. 

Ae  dreary,  windy,  ■winter  night, 

The  stars  shot  down  wi'  sklcntln  light, 

Wi'  you,  myae),  I  gat  a  fright 

Ayont  the  lough; 
Ye,  liliC  a  rash-liusa,  stood  in  sight, 

lYi'  waving  sough. 

The  cudgel  in  my  nicvo  did  sliake. 

Each  brisd'd  hair  stood  like  a  stake. 

When  wi'  an  eldritch,  atoor  quaick — quaick— 

Amang  the  springs, 
Awa  ye  squatter'd,  like  a  drake. 

On  whistling  wings. 

Let  warlocks  grim,  an'  withev'd  hags, 
Tell  how  wi'  you,  on  rag  weed  nags, 
They  skim  the  muirs  an'  iliiiy  crags, 

Wi'  wicked  speed; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues 

Owre  how  kit  dead. 

Thence  countra  wives,  wi'  toi!  an'  pain, 
May  plunge  au'  plunge  the  kirn  in  vain: 
For,  oil!  the  yellow  treasure's  tnen 

By  witching  skill; 
An'  dawtit,  twal-pint  hawkio's  gaen 

As  yell's  the  bill. 

Thence  mystic  knots  mak  great  abuse 

On  joung  guidtncn,  fond,  keen,  an'  crouse; 

When  the  best  wark-lume  i'  (he  house, 

Ey  caafrip  wit. 
Is  inslant  made  no  worth  a  louse. 

Just  at  tlie  bit. 

When  tiowes  dissolve  the  snawy  hoord, 
An'  float  tlie  jinglin  icy-boord. 


Then  water-kelpies  haunt  the  foord. 
By  your  direction ; 

An'  nigh  ted  travllers  are  allur'd 

To  their  destruction. 

An'  aft  your  moss- traversing  spunkies 
Decoy  the  wight  that  late  an'  dimik  is, 
The  hteezin,  curst,  mischievous  monkeys 

Delude  his  eyes. 
Till  in  some  miry  slough  he  sunk  is, 

When  masons'  mystic  word  an'  grip 
In  stonns  an'  tempests  raise  you  np, 
Some  cock  or  cat  your  rage  maan  stop. 

Or,  strange  to  tell  1 
The  youngest  brother  ye  wad  whip 

Afl'  straught  to  hell ! 

Lang  sync,  in  Eden's  bonie  yard. 
When  youthfu'  lovers  first  were  pair'd. 
An'  all  the  soul  of  love  tliey  ehar'd. 

The  raptur'd  hour, 
Sweet  en  the  fragrant,  flow'ry  sward, 

In  shady  bow'r ; 

Then  you,  ye  anld,  gniok-drawing  dog ! 

Ye  came  to  I'ai'adise  incog. 

An'  play'd  on  man  a  cursed  hrogue, 

(ISlack  be  your  fa'  I) 
An'  gied  the  infant  world  a  shog, 

'Mftist  ruJQ'd  a'. 

D'ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  biii, 
Wi'  reckit  duds,  an'  teostit  giiz, 
Ye  did  present  your  emoulie  phiz 

'Slang  better  folk. 
An'  sklented  on  the  man  of  Uzz 

Your  apitefu' joke! 

An'  hoTT  yo  gat  him  i'  your  thrall. 
An'  brak  him  out  o'  house  an'  haU, 
While  scabs  an'  botches  did  him  gall, 

Wi'  bitter  claw. 
An'  lows'd  his  ill  tongn'd,  wicked  scawl. 

But  a'  your  doings  to  rehearse. 
Your  wily  snares  an'  fei-htin  fierce. 
Sin'  that  day  Michael  did  yon  pierce, 

Down  to  this  time. 
Wad  ding  a'  Lallan  tongue,  or  Erse, 

In  prose  or  rhyme. 
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Some  luckless  hour  will  send  liim  linUiii 
To  your  black  pit ; 

But,  faith  !  lio'U  turn  a  corner  jinkin. 
An'  cheat  you  yet. 

But  fare  je  weel,  auM  Nickie-ben! 
O  witd  ;e  tak  a  thought  an'  men'  [ 
Te  aibiins  might — I  diunn,  ken — 

Still  liae  a  stake — 
I'm  wae  to  think  iipo'  yon  den, 

Ev'n  for  your  sake ! 


AULD  HARE  MAGUIE, 


id,  morBover,  boro  boms  hisbonni 
aouaaoEa  of  the  loveliness  of  (he  lo 


A  QniB  New-year  I  irish  thoe,  JEiiggie ! 
Hae,  tliere's  a  lyp  to  thy  auld  baggie : 
Tho'  tliou's  howe-baekit,  now,  an'   licaggie, 

I've  seen  the  day 
Thou  could  hae  gacu  like  onie  staggie 

Oat-owre  the  lay. 


Tho'i 


1  thon's 


!,  Stiff,  a 


An'  thy  auld  bide  as  white's  a  daisy, 
I've  seen  thee  dappl't,  aleck,  and  glaiz: 

ATjomiy  gray: 
He  should  heen  tight  that  daur'tto  rai 

Ance  in  a  day. 

Thou  ancc  was  i'  the  foremost  rank, 
A  filly,  bnirdly,  stcevo,  an'  swank. 
An  set  ■weel  down  a  shapely  shank, 

As  e'er  tread  yird ; 
An'  could  hae  ilown  out-owre  n  stank, 

like  ony  bird. 

It's  now  S( 


He  gied  me  thee,  o'  tocher  clear, 
An'  fifty  mark ; 

Tho'  It  was  sma',  'twas  weel-won  gear. 
An'  thou  was  stark. 

When  first  I  gaed  to  woo  jny  Jenny, 
Ye  then  was  trottin  wi'  your  minnie ; 
Tho'  ye  was  trickle,  slee,  au'  funny, 


An'  unco  sonsie. 

That  day  ye  pranc'd  wi'  muckle  pride, 
When  yo  burc  iame  my  bonuie  bride : 
An'  sweet  an'  gracefu'  she  did  ride, 

Wi'  maiden  air! 
Kyle-Stewart  I  could  bragged  wide. 

For  sic  a  pair. 

Tho'  now  ye  dow  but  hoyte  and  hoble, 
An'  wintle  like  a  eaumont-coble. 
That  day,  ye  was  a  jinlter  noble. 


IVhen  thou  an'  I  were  young  an'  skeigh. 

An'  staiile-meala  at  fail's  were  dreigh, 

How  thott  wad  prance,  an'  snore,  an'  skreigh, 

An'  tak  the  road! 
Town's  bodies  ran,  an'  stood  abeigh. 

An'  ca't  ties  mad. 

When  thou  was  eom't,  an'  I  was  mellow, 
We  took  the  road  ay  like  a  swallow: 
At  Brooses  tJiOu  had  ne'er  a  fellow, 

For  pith  an'  speed  ; 
But  every  tail  Uiou  pay't  thcni  hollow. 

Where'er  thou  gaed. 

The  sma',  droop-rumpl't,  hunter  cattJe, 
Might  nihlins  waur't  thoe  for  a  brattle ; 
But  6 as  Scotch  miles  tliou  ti-y't  their  mettlttj 

An'  gar't  them  whaizle  ; 
Kae  whip  nor  spur,  hut  just  a  whattle 

0'  saugh  or  hailc. 


Thouw 


a  nohle  fittie-lan', 
tug  or  tow  waa  draw 


hee  an'  I,  in  aught  liours  gaun, 

In  guid  Jlarch-weather, 

turn'd  sas  rood  heslde  our  han' 
For  days  tliegither. 

IThou  never  braindg't,  an'  fetoli't,  an'  fliskit^ 
Bat  thy  auld  tail  thou  wad  hae  'wluskit, 
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An'  spre!;d  abreed  thy  Treel-fiH'd  hrisket, 
Wi'  pith  an'  pow'r, 

'Till  spirittj  knowes  wad  rair't  and  risket, 
An'  Bijpet  owre. 

Whea  frosts  lay  lacg,  an'  snaws  nere  deep. 
An'  throateu'd  labour  back  to  keep, 
I  giod  thy  cog  a  wee-bit  heap 

Aboon  the  timmer ; 
I  ken'd  my  Maggie  wad  na  sleep 

For  tbat,  or  simmer. 

In  cart  or  car  tliou  never  rcestit ; 

The  stejest  brae  thon  wad  hae  fac't  it ; 

Thou  never  lap,  an'  eten't,  an'  breaatit, 

Then  stood  to  blaw; 
But  just  tliy  step  a  wee  thing  hastit. 

Thou  snoov't  awa. 

Jly  plengh  is  now  thy  bairn-tirae  a' ; 
Four  gallant  brutes  aa  e'er  did  draw; 
Forbye  sax  mae,  I've  sell't  awa, 

Tliat  thou  hast  nurst : 
They  drew  me  tbretteen  pund  an'  twa, 

Tlio  vera  warat. 

Monie  a  sair  daurk  wo  twa  hae  wrought. 
An,  wi'  the  weary  warl'  fought! 
An'  monie  an  aniioua  day,  I  thought 

We  wad  be  beat! 
Yet  here  to  crazy  age  we're  brought, 

Wi'  something  yet, 

And  think  na,  my  auld,  trusty  servan', 
That  now  perhaps  thou's  less  deaeryin. 
An'  thy  anld  ilays  may  end  in  starvin. 

For  my  last  fow, 
A  heapit  stimpart,  I'll  reserve  ane 

Laid  by  for  you. 

We've  worn  to  crazy  years  thegither ; 
We'll  toyte  about  wi'  ane  anither; 
Wi'  tentio  care  I'll  flit  thy  tether. 

To  some  hain'd  rig, 
Whaie  ye  may  nobly  rai  your  leather, 

Wi'  ema'  fatigue. 


VIII. 
TO  A  HAGGIS. 

[The  veliBment  national ily  of  this  ] 


loftlie. 


:«  the  fori 


linph  of  WI 


tl,.] 


Fair  fa'  your  honest,  sonsie  face, 
Great  chieftain  o'  tlie  pudding-race ! 
Aboon  them  a'  ye  tak  yoiir  place, 

Paineh,  tripe,  or  thairm ; 
Weel  are  ye  wordy  o'  a  grace 

As  lang's  my  arm. 

Tbe  groaning  trencher  there  ye  fill, 
Your  hurdles  like  a  distant  hill. 
Your  pin  wad  help  to  mend  a,  mill 

In  time  o'  need. 
While  tiro'  your  pores  tlie  dews  distil 

Like  amber  bead. 

His  knife  see  rustic-labour  dight, 
An'  cut  you  up  wi'  ready  slight. 
Trenching  your  gushing  entrails  bright 

Like  onie  ditch ; 
And  then,  0  what  a  glorious  sight, 

Warm-reekin,  rich  I 

Then  horn  for  horn  they  stretcli  an'  strive, 
Dcil  tak  tio  hindmost,  on  they  drive, 
'Till  a'  their  weel-swall'd  kytea  belyve 

Are  bent  like  drums  ; 
Then  auld  Guidman,  maist  like  to  rive, 

Bethankit  hums. 

Is  there  that  o'er  his  French  ragout. 
Or  olio  that  wad  etaw  a  sow. 
Or  fricassee  wad  mak  her  spew 

Wi'  perfect  soonner. 
Looks  down  wi'  sneering,  sconifu'  view 


On  si 


jr! 


Poor  devil  I  sco  him  owre  his  trash, 
As  feckless  as  a  wither"!  raah, 
His  spinctle  shank  a  guid  whip-lash, 

Hianieveanit; 
Thro'  bloody  flood  or  field  to  dash, 

0  how  unfit ! 

Bnt  mark  the  rustic,  haggis-fed, 

The  trembling  earth  resounda  his  tread. 
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Clap  in  Ms  walie  nieve  a  Wadp, 

X. 

lIc'UmakitwMsale; 

Aq'  legs,  an'  arma,  an'  heads  will  sned, 

A  PRAYER 

Like  taps  o'  tlirissle. 

IN    THE    PnOSPEOT    0^   DEATH. 

Ye  pow'rs  wha  rank  mankinii  jour  care, 

[I  have  heard  the  third  verae  of  this  vory  movins 

And  dish  them  out  their  hill  o'  fare, 

Prayer  quoted  by  scrupulona  mon  aa  a  proof  lliat  tbB 
poel  impaled  his  errors  to  the  Being  who  had  endowed 
himwilh  wild  and  unruly  paasiona.    The  meaning  ia 

Auld  Sootlaad  wants  nac  skinking  ware 

Thatjaaps  in  luggies; 

very  ilifforont :  Burua  felt  the  lorrent-Btrength  of  paasion 

But,  if  je  wish  her  gratefii'  pray'r, 

overpowerinshiaresolution,andtmBted  that  God  would 

Gie  hei-  a  Haggis  1 

arcr^erLLr'n^'^fts"] 

0  Tnou  imknown.  Almighty  Cause 

Of  all  my  hope  and  fear  ? 
In  whose  dread  presence,  ere  an  hour 

Perhaps  I  must  appear! 

IX, 

If  I  have  wander'd  in  those  paths 

A  PRAYER, 

Of  life  I  ought  to  shun; 

r   DEB   THE   PEESSOBE   07  VIOL£ST   ABGDISH. 

Remonstrates  I  have  done  ; 

m     pirjtwBS  broke  byrcpaaled  IcrBBSa  and  dls- 

Thou  know'at  tliat  Thou  hast  formed  me, 

B          wluch  threatCDEd  and  indeed  eflecMd  the  ruin  of 

With  passions  wild  and  strong  ; 

m         tun  .    My  body,  too,  was  attacked  by  the  inert 

And  list'ning  to  their  witching  voice 

Has  often  led  me  wrong. 

rap    ed  he  following."] 

IVhero  human  weakness  has  come  short, 

Or  frailty  stept  aside, 

Do  Thou,  All-Good!  for  such  thou  art. 

0  Thoo  Great  Being  !  what  Thou  art 

In  shades  of  dai'kness  hide. 

Yet  sure  I  am,  that  known  to  Thco 

■Where  with  intention  I  have  crr'd. 

Are  ail  Thy  works  below. 

No  other  plea  I  have, 

But,  Thou  art  good  ;  and  goodness  still 

Thy  creature  here  hcfore  Theo  stands, 

Delighteth  to  forgive. 

All  wrotohed  and  distreat ; 

Yet  sure  those  ills  tliat  wring  my  Boul 
Ohey  Thy  high  behest. 

Sure  Thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  act 

XI. 

From  cruelty  or  wrath! 

STANZAS 

0,  free  taj  weary  eyes  from  tears. 

Or  close  them  fast  in  death  ! 

ON    TSE    SAME   OCCASION. 

[These  vereea  the  poet,  in  Ins  comnujn-place  boot. 

But  if  I  must  afflicted  be. 

To  suit  some  wise  design  ; 

posed  wlien  fninting-fits  and  other  alarming  syinptoma 

Theu,  man  my  soul  witli  firiu  resolves 

of  a  pleurisy,  or  boiub  other  dangerous  disorder,  first  put 

To  bear  and  not  repine  ! 

■Wht  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene  1 

na»  I  so  found  it  full  of  pleasing  charms ! 
Somelffops  of  joy  with  draughts  of  ill  between : 

Some    gleams   of   sunshijiB    'mid    renewing 
storms : 
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Is  it  departing  piiiigs  my  soul  nl.inng? 

-Or  Deatli's  unlovely,  drcury,  dnrk  abode? 
For  guilt,  for  guilt,  my  terrors  ore  in  arms; 

I  tremble  to  approach  an  angry  God, 
And  justly  sma,rt  beneath  his  sin-aTenging  rod. 

Pain  would  I  Bay,  "Forgive  my  foul  offenoe  !" 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey  ; 
But,  should  my  Author  healtli  again  dispense, 

Again  I  might  desert  fair  virtue's  nay; 
Again  in  folly's  path  might  go  astray  ; 

Again  exalt  tlie  brute  and  sink  the  man; 
Then  bow  should  I  for  heavenly  mercy  pray, 

Wbo  act  so  counter  heavenly  mercy's  plan  ? 
Who  sin  BO  oft  have  mourn'd,  yet  to  temptation 

O  Thou,  great  Governor  of  all  below  1 

If  1  may  dare  a  lifted  eye  to  Thee, 
Thy  nod  can  make  the  tempest  cease  to  blow. 

Or  still  the  tumult  of  the  raging  sea : 
With  that  controlling  pow'r  assist  ev'n  me 

Those  headlong  furioas  passions  to  confine  ; 
For  all  unfit  I  feel  my  pow'rs  to  be. 

To  rule  their  torrent  in  th'  allowed  line ; 
0,  aid  mo  with  Thy  help,  Omnipotence  Divine! 


A  WINTER  NIGHT. 
■>  Poor  naked  wretches,  whoresoo'er  you  are 
Tliat  bide  the  pelting  of  tlie  pililesa  Btorm! 
How  aluill  your  huuEelcss  heaJs  mi  unfad  e 
Your  looped  and  widow'd  laggedneEB  defen 


Boui  niBlios  forth  into  jvll  tlie  realms  of  being :  nothing 

WnES  biting  Boreas,  fell  and  doore. 
Sharp  shivers  tbro'  the  leafless  bow'r ; 
WhenPhoibus  giea  a  short-Iiv'd  gloVr 

Far  south  the  lift, 
Dim-darkening  through  the  flaky  show'r, 

Or  whirling  drift: 

Ae  night  the  storm  the  steeples  rocked, 
Toor  labour  sweet  in  sleep  was  locked. 
While  burns,  wi'  snawy  wreetbg  up-choked. 
Wild-eddying  Bwirl, 


Or  through  the  mining  outlet  hocked, 

Down  headlong  hurl. 

Listening,  the  doors  an'  winnoclis  rattle, 
I  thouglit  me  on  the  ourie  cattle. 
Or  silly  sheep,  wha  bide  this  brattle 


nk  happing  bird,  wee,  helpless  thing. 
That,  in  the  merry  months  o'  spring. 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing, 

What  comes  o' thee? 
Whare  wilt  thou  cower  thy  chittering  wing. 

An'  close  thy  e'e! 

Ev'n  you  on  raurd'ring  errands  toil'd. 
Lone  from  your  savage  homes  esiled, 
The  blood-stained  roost,  and  sheep-cote  spoiled 

My  heart  forgets, 
Wliile  pitiless  the  tempest  wild 

Soro  on  you  beats. 

Now  Phosbe,  in  her  midnight  reign. 
Dark  muffled,  viewed  tlie  dreary  plain; 
Still  crowding  thouglits,  a  pensive  train, 

Rose  in  my  soul. 
When  on  my  car  this  plaintive  strain 

Slow,  solemn,  stole: — 

"  Elow,  blow,  ye  winds,  with  heavier  gust  1 
And  freeze,  thou  bitter-biting  frost ; 
Descend,  ye  chilly,  smothering  snows! 
Not  all  your  rage,  as  now  united,  shows 
More  hard  unkindness,  unrelenting, 
Vengeful  malice  unrepenting. 
Than   heaven-illumined  man  on  brother  man 
bestows ; 


See  si 


n  grip, 


Or  mad  ainbilion's  gory  hand. 
Sending,  like  blood-lionnds  from  the  slip, 
Woe,  want,  and  murder  o'er  a  land ! 
Even  in  the  peaceful  mrai  vale. 
Truth,  weeping,  tells  the  mournful  tale. 
How  pamper'd  lusury,  flattery  by  her  side. 
The  parasite  empoisoning  her  ear. 
With  all  the  servile  wretches  in  the  rear. 
Looks  o'er  proud  property,  eitended  wide; 
And  eyes  the  simple  rustic  hind. 

Whose  toil  upholds  the  glittering  show, 
A  creature  of  another  kind. 
Some  coarser  substance,  unrefin'd. 
Placed  for  her  lordly  use  tlius  far,  thus  vile, 
below. 
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Where,  wiiero  is  love's  fnni.1,  tender  throe. 
With  lordly  honour's  lofty  brow, 

Tha  powers  you  proudly  own  ? 
Is  there,  beneath  love's  noble  name, 
Con  harbour,  dark,  the  selfish  aim. 

To  bless  himself  atone ! 
Mark  maiden  innoeeaee  a  prey 

To  love-pra  tending  snares, 
This  boasted  honour  turns  away, 
Shunning  EOft  pilry's  rising  sway, 
Regardless  of  the  tears  and  unavailing  prayers  I 
Perhaps  this  hour,  in  misery's  squa'id  nest. 
She  strains  jour  infant  to  her  joyless  breast, 
And  with  a  mother's  fears  ghrinka  at  the  rock- 

Oh  ye  !  who,  sunk  iu  beds  of  down. 
Peel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  create, 
Think,  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched  fate. 

Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown ! 


call, 

lie  lays  Mmse 


111  satisfied  keen 
Stretched   on  1 

While   through   tlie   ragged  roof   and  chint 
wall. 
Chill  o'er  his  slumbers  piles  the  driftj  heap ! 
Think  on  Hie  dungeon's  grim  confine, 
Where  guilt  and  poor  misfortune  pine  ! 
Guilt,  emng  man,  relenting  view ! 
But  shall  thy  legal  rage  pursue 
The  wretch,  already  crushed  low 
By  cruel  fortune's  undeserved  blow  ? 
Affliction's  sons  are  brothers  in  distress, 
A  brother  to  relieve,  how  eiquisite  the  bliss ! 

I  heard  nae  malr,  for  Chanticleer 

Shook  off  the  pouthery  snaw. 
And  hailed  the  morning  with  a  cheer — 

A  cottage-rousing  craw ! 

But  deep  this  truth  impressed  my  mind — 

Through  aU  his  works  abroad, 
The  heart  benevolent  and  kind 

The  ttost  resembles  Goo. 


XIII. 
REMOKSE. 


of  self-cf 


aod.-J 


n  the  worst  a' 
r  guilt  w 


Or  all  the  numerous  ills  that  hurt  our  peace. 
That  press  the  soul,  or  wring  the  mind  with 

anguish. 
Beyond  compat 
That  to  our  folly  oi 
In  every  other  ci 
Has  this  to  say,  '  It  was  no  deed  of  mine ; ' 
But  when  to  all  the  evil  of  misfortune 
This  sting  is  added — 'Blame  thy  foolish  self]' 
Or  worser  far,  the  pangs  of  keen  remorse ; 
The  torturing,  gnawing  consciousness  of  guilt, — 
Of  guilt,  perhaps,  where  we've  involved  others  ; 
The  young,  the  innocent,  who  fondly  lov'd  us. 
Nay,  more,  that  very  love  their  cause  of  mini 
O  burning  hell  1  in  all  thy  store  of  torments. 
There's  not  a  keener  lash  1 
Lives  there  a  man  so  firm,  who,  while  his  heart 
Feels  all  the  bitter  horrors  of  his  erime. 
Can  reason  down  its  agoniiing  throbs  | 
And,  after  proper  purpose  of  amendment. 
Can  firmly  force  his  jarring  thoughts  to  peace? 
0,  happy]  happy  I  enviable  man! 
0  glorious  magnanimity  of  soul] 


XIV. 
THE  JOLLY   BEGGARS. 


orkofSi 


la  of  ill 


jmpoeir 


In  1785, 


at  Into  the  hasda  of  Mr.  Rlchmaod  oi 

rierwards  jiven  by  Burns  himself  to  Mr.  Woodburn, 

lat,  and  a'  that"  was  inserted  by  the  poet,  witli  hii 
ime,  in  the  Mviical  Musivm  of  Februory,  179C .    Cio- 

in  tile  RaliquiSy  for  which  he  wob  aharpiy  censured  by 
ir  Walter  Scott,  in  the  Quori    -    -     -         - 


ieNsn 


flnge-ho 


When  lyart  leaves  bestrow  the  yird. 

Or  wavering  like  the  bauckie-bird, 

Bedim  cauld  Boreas'  blast; 
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"When  hailstanea  dn-vo  wi'  bitter  sTijtc 

Yet  let  my  country  need  me, 

And  infant  frosts  begin  to  bite, 

With  Elliot  to  head  me, 

In  lioarj  oranreacli  dreat ; 

I'd  clatter  on  my  stumps 

Ae  niglit  at  e'en  a  merry  core 

At  the  Bound  of  a  dmni. 

0'  randie.  gongrel  bodies, 

Lai  de  daudle,  &o. 

In  Poosio-Nansie'a  lield  the  splore, 

To  drink  their  ocra  duddiea : 

And  now  tho'  I  must  beg. 

m-  quftfBng  and  laughing. 

With  a  wooden  arm  and  leg, 

They  ranted  an'  thej  sang; 

And  many  a  tatter'd  rag 

Wi'  jumping  and  tliumping, 

Hanging  over  my  bum. 

The  Tera  girdle  rang. 

I'm  as  Iiappy  witli  my  wallet, 

My  l,ottle  and  my  callet, 

First,  neist  the  fire,  in  auld  red  rags, 

As  wlien  I  used  in  scarlet 

Ane  Bot,  weel  brae'd  wi'  mealy  tags. 

To  follow  a  drum. 

And  knapsaolt  a'  in  Order ; 

Lai  de  daudle,  &o. 

His  doiy  lay  within  his  arm, 

Wi'  nsquebae  an'  blanliets  warm- 

What  tho'  with  hoary  locks 

She  blinket  on  her  sodger: 

I  must  stand  (lie  winter  shocks, 

An'  ay  he  gies  the  tozie  drah' 

Beneath  the  woods  and  rocks 

The  tither  stelpin'  Mss, 

Oftentimes  for  a  home. 

While  she  hold  up  her  greedy  gab 

When  tlie  tother  bag  I  sell. 

Just  like  an  aumous  dish. 

And  the  tother  bottle  tell. 

lilt  smack  sUU,  did  crack  still. 

I  could  meet  a  troop  of  hell, 

Just  like  a  cadger's  wliip. 

At  the  sound  of  a  drum. 

Then  staggering  and  swaggering 

Lai  de  daudle,  &c. 

He  roar'd  iiig  ditty  up— 

.IK. 

lie  ended;  and  kebars  sheuk. 

■San^—'- Soldier^  Joy." 

Aboon  the  chorus  roar; 

"While  frighted  rattons  backward  leuk, 

I  AM  B  son  of  Mars, 

And  seek  tlie  henmost  bore; 

Who  have  been  in  many  wars, 

A  fairy  fiddler  frae  the  neuk. 

And  show  my  cuts  and  scars 

He  skirl'd  oul^-enoorel 

Whereyerlcome; 

But  up  arose  the  martial  Chuck, 

This  here  was  for  a  wcneh, 

And  laid  tlio  loud  uproar. 

And  that  other  in  a  trench, 

When  wcleoining  the  Prenoh 

At  the  Bonnd  of  the  drum. 

AIK. 

Lai  do  daudlc,  &o. 

Tunc— "  S'oWiV  laddie," 

Mj  'prenticoship  I  past 

I  ONCE  was  a  maid,  tho'  I  cannot  tell  when, 

Whore  my  leader  breath'd  hia  last. 

And  still  my  delight  is  in  proper  young  men ; 

When  the  bloody  die  was  oast 

Some  one  of  a  troop  of  dragoons  was  my  daddie. 

On  the  heights  of  Abram ; 

No  wonder  I'm  fond  of  aaodger  laddie. 

I  served  out  my  ti'ade 

Sing,  Lai  de  dal,  &c. 

When  the  gallant  game  was  play'd. 

And  the  Jloro  low  was  laid 

The  first  of  my  lores  was  a  swaggering  blade. 

At  the  sound  of  the  drum. 

To  rattle  the  thnnJering  drum  was  his  trade; 

Lai  de  daudle,  &o. 

His  leg  was  so  tight,  and  hia  cheekwas  so  ruddy, 

Transported  I  was  with  my  sodger  laddie. 

I  lastly  was  with  Curtis, 

Sing,  LnJ  de  dal,  &o. 

Amouft  the  floating  batt'ries. 

Aad  there  I  left  for  witness 

But  the  godly  old  cbiiplain  left  him  In  tlie  lurch. 

An  arm  and  a  limb ; 

The  sword  I  forsook  for  the  sake  of  the  church; 
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Ha  Tcntur'd  the  sou!,  and  I  risk'd  the  body, 

Poor  Andrew  that  liimbles  for  sport. 

'Twas  then  I  prov'd  false  to  inj  sodger  laddie. 

Let  naebody  name  wi'  a  jeer; 

Sing,  Lai  de  dal,  &o. 

There's  ey'n  I'm  tanld  i'  the  court 

A  tumbler  ca'd  the  premier. 

Full  soon  I  grew  sick  of  my  saaetified  sot, 

The  rej^mEnt  at  large  for  n  husband  I  got ; 
From  the  gilded  Epontoon  to  the  fife  I  was  ready, 
I  asked  no  mora  bat  a  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  de  dal,  &o. 

Observ'd  ye,  yon  reverend  lad 

Maks  faces  to  tickle  the  mob  ; 
He  rails  at  our  mountebank  squad, 

Its  riyalship  just  !■  the  job. 

And  now  my  conclusion  I'll  tell, 

But  the  peace  it  reduo'd  me  to  beg  in  despair. 

For  faith  I'm  confoundedly  dry; 

Till  I  Met  my  old  boy  in  a  Cminingham  fair ; 

The  oMel  that's  a  fool  for  himsal'. 

His  rags  regimental  they  flutter'd  so  gaiidy. 

Gude  L— d !  he's  far  dafter  than  I. 

My  heart  la  rejoie'd  at  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  de  dal,  &o. 

RECITATIVO. 

And  now  I  have  liv'd— I  know  not  how  long, 

Then  neist  outspak  a  rauele  earlln. 

And  slill  I  can  join  in  a  cup  or  a  Bong  ; 

Wha  kent  fu'  weel  to  cleek  the  sterling, 

But  whilst  witli  both  bands  I  can  hold  the  glass 

For  monie  a  pursia  she  bad  hooked, 

steady. 
Here's  to  thee,  my  hero,  my  sodgor  laddie. 
Sing,  Lai  de  dal,  &e. 

And  had  in  mony  a  well  been  ducked. 

Her  dove  bad  been  a  Highland  laddie, 

Bnt  weary  fa'  the  waefn'  woodie  ! 

"Wi'  sighs  and  sobs  she  thus  began 

nECITATITO. 

Poor  Merry  Andrew  in  the  neut, 

Ain. 

Sat  guzzling  wi'  a  tinkler  hizzie  ; 

Tune — "  0  on  yc  -iters  dead,  guidman." 

They  niind't  na  wha  the  chorus  teuk. 

Between  themsehes  they  were  sae  bnsj  : 

A  Highland  lad  my  loye  was  born. 

At  length  wi'  drink  and  courting  dhtj 

The  Lalland  laws  he  held  in  scorn ; 

He  stoitered  up  an'  made  a  face  ; 

But  he  still  was  faithfu'  to  his  clan, 

Then  turn'd,  an'  laid  a  smaclt  on  Griizie, 

My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

Syne  tun'd  his  pipes  wi'  grave  grimace. 

CEORUS. 

Aia. 

Sing,  hey  my  brfvw  John  Highlnndman ! 

Tune— "^uM  Sir  Symm." 

Sing,  ho  my  braw  John  Highlandman  ! 

There's  not  a  lad  in  a'  the  Ian' 

Sir  Wisdom's  a  fool  when  he'a  fon, 

Was  match  for  my  John  HigMandman. 

Sir  Knaye  is  a  fool  in  a  session; 

He's  there  but  a  'prentice  I  trow, 

With  his  philibeg  an'  tartan  plaid. 

But  I  am  a  fool  by  profession. 

An'  gnda  claymore  down  by  his  side. 

The  ladies'  hearts  he  did  trepan. 

My  grannie  she  bought  me  a  beufe. 

My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

Andlheldawatothesehool; 

Sing,  hey,  &o. 

I  fear  I  my  talent  misteuk. 

But  what  will  ye  hae  of  a  fool  ? 

We  ranged  a'  from  Tweed  to  Spey, 

An'  liv'd  like  lords  and  ladles  gay  ; 

For  drink  I  would  yantura  my  neck, 

For  a  Lalland  face  he  feared  none, 

A  hizzie's  the  half  o'  my  craft, 

My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

But  what  could  ye  ofhor  aspect. 

Sing,  hay,  &e. 

Of  ana  that's  ayowedly  daft! 

They  banished  him  beyond  the  sea, 

I  anee  was  ty'd  up  like  a  stirk, 

But  ere  the  bud  was  on  the  tree, 

For  ciyilly  swearing  and  quaffing; 

AdowE.  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran. 

I  ance  was  abused  in  the  kirk. 

Embracing  my  John  IlTgliUudiiian. 

For  touiling  a  lass  i'  my  daffin. 

Sinjv,  liey,  &c. 
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But,  cell !  tliey  oatch'd  liim  at  tlie  last. 
And  bound  liiin  in  a,  duiigeon  fast; 
My  curse  upon  them  every  one, 
They've  Ijang'd  my  br.iw  John  Highlaniiinan. 
Sing,  hey,  &c. 

And  now  a  -widow,  I  mnst  mourn, 
The  pleasures  thnt  itill  ne'er  return: 
No  comfort  but  a  hearty  cnn, 
When  I  think  on  John  IliglilaniJmaa. 
Sing,  hey,  &e. 


A  pigmy  sovaper,  ivi'  liis  fiddle, 

Whii  us'd  at  trysts  and  foira  to  driddle, 

Her  gtrappan  limb  and  gausy  middle. 

He  roach'd  na  liigher. 
Hod  hol'd  liis  heartie  lite  a  riddle. 

An'  blawn't  on  lire. 

Wi'  hand  on  hainch,  an'  upward  e'e. 
Ho  eroon'd  his  gamut,  one,  two,  three. 


Taae— "Whistle  o' 


Let  me  ryke  up  to  dight  that  tear, 

And  go  wi'  me  and  be  my  dear, 

And  then  your  every  care  and  fear 

May  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 


I  am  a  Gddler  to  my  trade, 

An'  a'  the  tunes  Uvat  e'er  I  play'd. 


Was  whistle  owre  tho  lave  o't. 

At  tirns  and  weddings  me'ae  bo  ther 

And  0  !  sae  nieely'a  we  will  fare  ; 

We'll  house  about  till  Daddie  Care 

Sings  wiiistle  owie  tho  lave  o't. 


Sae  merrily  the  banes  we'll  by  lie, 

And  BUQ  oursclls  about  tlie  dyke, 

And  at  our  leisure,  when  ye  like. 

We'll  whistle  owro  the  lave  o't. 


Hunger,  cauld,  o 
May  whiitie  c 


Her  charms  had  stmet  a  sturdy  oaird, 

As  weel  as  poor  gut-scraper ; 
lie  taka  the  fiddler  by  the  beard. 

And  draws  a  roosty  rapier — 
He  awoor  by  a'  was  swearing  worth, 

To  apeet  him  like  a  pliver. 
Unless  he  wad  fi'om  that  time  forth 

Relinquish  har  for  eyer, 

Wi'  ghastly  e'e,  poor  tweedle-dee 

Upon  his  hunkers  bended, 
And  pray'd  for  grace  wi'  raefu'  face. 

And  sae  tbo  quarrel  ended. 
But  tho'  his  little  heart  did  grieve 

When  round  the  tinkler  prest  her. 
He  feign'd  to  snivUe  in  his  sleeve, 

Wlien  thus  fJio  caird  addreaa'd  her; 


Tune—"  Chut  ike  Caudron." 
My  bonny  lasa,  I  work  in  brass, 

A  tinkler  ja  my  station : 
I've  travell'd  round  all  Christian  ground 

In  this  my  occupation; 
I've  taen  the  gold,  an'  been  enrolled 

In  many  a  noble  squadron  ; 
But  vain  they  aeareli'd,  when  off  I  maroJi'd 

To  go  and  clout  the  caudron. 

I've  taen  the  gold,  &c. 

Deapise  that  shrimp,  that  wither'd  imp, 

Wi'  tt'  hia  noise  and  caprin. 
And  tak  a  share  wi'  those  tliat  bear 

The  budget  and  the  apron. 
And  by  that  stoup,  my  faith  and  houp. 

An'  by  that  dear  Kilbalgie,' 
If  e'er  ye  want,  or  meet  wi'  scant, 

May  I  ne'er  weet  my  craigie. 

An'  by  that  stoup,  &o. 


The  caird  prevail'd — th'  nnbluahing  fair 

In  his  embraces  sunk, 
Partly  wi'  love  o'ereome  sae  sair. 

An'  partly  she  was  drunk. 
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Sir  VJolino,  iritli  nii  alt 

Their  (riclis  and  craft  have  put  me  daft. 

That  show'd  a  man  of  spunli, 

They've  ta'en  me  In,  and  a'  that; 

Wisli'd  unison  Ijetween  tlie  pair. 

But  clear  your  decks,  and  hero's  the  sex  1 

An'  made  the  bottle  clunk 

I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that. 

To  tlieir  health  ttat  night. 

CHOitna. 

Bnt  urchin  Cupid  shot  a  shaft, 
That  plaj'd  a  dame  a  shavte. 

For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 

A  sailor  rak'd  her  fore  and  aft, 

An'  twice  as  muokle's  a'  that ; 

Behint  the  chicken  eaTie. 

My  dearest  bluid,  to  do  them  guid. 

Her  lord,  d  wight  o'  Homer'a  craft, 

They're  weleome  till't  for  a'  that. 

Tho'  limping  ttI'  the  apai-ie. 

He  hirpl'd  up,  and  lap  like  daft, 

EEClTArlVO. 

And  sliox'd  them  Dainty  Ditie 

So  sung  the  bard— and  Nansie's  wa's 

0  boot  that  night. 

Shook  with  a  thunder  of  applause. 

Re-echo'd  from  each  mouth ; 

He  was  a  care-defjing  blade 
Aa  ever  Bacchos  listed, 

They  toom'd  their  pocks,  an'  pawu'd  their 

Tho'  Fortune  sair  upon  him  laid, 
Hia  heart  she  erer  miss'd  it. 

He  had  nae  wish  but— to  be  glad, 
Nor  want  but — when  he  tliirst«d ; 

They  scarcely  left  to  co'er  their  fuds. 

To  quench  their  lowan  drouth. 
Then  owro  again,  the  jovial  thrang. 

He  hated  nought  bul^-to  be  sad. 
And  thus  the  Muse  Euggested 

The  poet  did  request. 
To  loose  hia  pack  an'  wale  a  sang, 
AbaUado'thebeat; 

Ilia  sang  tliat  night. 

He  rising,  rejoicing. 

AIR. 

Between  his  twa  Deboralia 

Tune— "ftr  it'  thai,  an'  a'  that." 

Looks  round  him,  an'  found  tliem 

I  am  a  bard  of  no  regard 

Impatient  for  the  chorus. 

Wi'  gentle  folks,  an'  a'  that : 

But  Homer-lika,  the  glowran  bjto. 

AlE. 

Frae  town  to  town  I  draw  that. 

Tune—"  JoUy  Mortals,  fill  your  Glasses." 

cnoKUS. 

See  I  the  smoking  bowl  before  us, 

For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 

Mark  our  jovial  ragged  ring! 

An'  twice  as  muckle'a  a'  that ; 

lUiund  and  round  take  up  the  chorus. 

I've  lost  but  aae,  I'ye  twa  behin'. 

And  in  raptures  let  us  sing. 

I've  wife  enough  for  a'  that. 

I  noTor  drank  Oia  Maaes'  stank. 

CHOKUS. 

Castalia's  born,  an'  a'  that ; 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected ! 

But  there  it  streams,  and  richly  reams. 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast  I 

My  Helicon  I  ca'  that. 

Courts  for  cowards  were  eroctod. 

For  a'  fiat,  &e. 

Ciiarches  built  to  please  tlie  priest. 

Great  love  I  bear  to  a'  the  fair, 

Wliat  is  title !  what  is  treasure  ? 

Their  humble  sUve,  an'  a'  tliat; 

What  is  reputation's  care  ? 

But  lordly  will,  I  hMd  it  atill 

If  we  lead  a  life  of  pleasure. 

A  mortal  sin  to  thraw  that. 

'Tis  no  matter  how  or  where  1 

For  a'  that,  &c. 

A  fig,  &c. 

In  raptures  sweet,  this  hour  we  meet, 

With  the  ready  trick  and  fable. 

Wi'  muturil  love,  an  a'  that : 

Round  we  wander  all  the  day; 

But  for  how  lang  tlie  fiie  may  stang. 

And  at  night,  in  bam  or  stable. 

Let  inclination  law  that. 

Hug  our  doxies  on  the  hay. 

For  a'  thai,  &o. 

A  fig,  &c. 
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Does  the  traic-at tended  carriage 
Through  the  country  lighter  rOTe  ? 

Does  the  sober  bed  of  majriagc 
"Witness  brighter  soeoes  of  loYOt 
A  fig,  &e. 

Life  is  all  a  TSriorum, 
We  rcgar4  not  how  it  goes ; 

Let  tliem  oant  about  decorum 

IVlio  haye  characters' to  lose. 

A  fig,  &o. 

Here's  to  budgets,  bags,  aacl  wallets! 

Here's  to  all  tho  wandering  train  I 
Here's  our  ragged  brats  and  calLets  ! 

One  and  all  ctj  ont — Amen  I 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast! 
Courts  foi-  cowards  were  erected. 

Churches  built  to  please  the  pries 


DEATH   AND   DR.  HORNBOOK. 
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The  Claehan  ylll  liad  made  me  canty, 

I  was  na  fou,  but  just  had  plenty  ; 

I  Btacher'd  wlijles,  but  yet  took  tent  ay 

To  free  the  ditches; 
Ab'  hillocks,  stancs,  and  bushes,  kenn'd  aj 

Frae  gliaiats  an'  witches. 

The  rising  moon  began  to  glow'r 
The  distant  Cnmnoclc  hills  out-owre : 
To  count  her  horns  with  a'  my  pow'r, 

I  set  mysel; 
But  whether  she  had  three  or  four, 

I  could  na  tell. 

I  was  come  round  about  the  hill. 
And  todlin  down  on  IVillie'a  mill, 
Setting  my  staff  with  a'  my  gkill. 

To  keep  me  sicker; 
Tho'  leeward  whylcs,  against  my  win, 

I  took  a  bicker. 

I  there  wi'  something  did  forgather. 

That  pat  me  in  an  eerie  swither  ; 

An  awfu'  scythe,  out-owre  ao  sliouther, 

Clear-dangling,  bang ; 
A  tlirec-taed  leister  on  fie  ither 

Lay,  large  an'  lang. 

Its  stature  seem'd  lang  Scotch  ells  twa, 
The  queerest  shape  that  e'er  I  saw. 
For  fient  a  wamo  it  had  ava : 

And  then,  its  shanks. 
They  were  as  thin,  as  sh.arp  an'  sma' 

As  cheeks  o'  branks. 


h,  ftom 
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I,  the  I 


Monperins.] 
SoMB  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end, 
And  some  great  lies  were  never  penn'd: 
Ev'n  ministers,  they  ha'e  been  kenn'd, 

In  holy  rapture, 
A  rousing  whid,  at  tiroes,  to  Tend, 

And  nairt  wi'  Soriptur 

But  this  that  I  am  gaun  to  tell. 
Which  lately  on  a  night  befcl. 
Is  just  as  true's  the  Deil's  in  h-U 

Or  Dublin-city ; 
That  e'er  be  nearer  comes  oursel 

'S  .1  inuckle  pity. 


"Guid-een,"  quo'  I 


"Friend, hae  ye  been 


When  ither  folk  are  busy  sawin!" 
It  seem'd  to  mak  a  kind  o'  stan'. 

But  naething  spak ; 
At  length,  saja  I,  "  Friend,  where  ye  gaun. 

Will  ye  go  back  ?" 

It  spak  right  howe, — "  iMy  name  is  Death, 
But  be  na  fley'd."— Qaolli  I,  "  Quid  faith, 
Te're  may  be  come  to  stap  my  breath ; 

But  tent  me,  hillie  ; 
I  red  ye  weel,  take  care  o'  aliaith. 

See,  there's  a  gully!" 

"  Guidman,"  quo'  he,  "  put  up  yonr  whittle; 
I'm  no  design'd  to  try  its  mettle  ; 
But  if  I  did,  I  wad  be  kittle 

To  be  mislenr'd, 
I  wad  nae  mind  it,  no  that  ?pittle 

Out-owre  my  beard." 
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"Weel,  weel!"  sajs  I,  "a  bargain  be't; 
Come,  gies  your  lund,  an'  aae  we're  gree't ; 
'We'll  case  our  shanks  an'  tak  a,  seat, 

Come,  gies  your  Ee\ra ! 
Thia  while  ye  hae  been  mony  a  gate 

At  muny  a  bouse. 

"Ay,  ay!"  quo'  he,  an'  sbook  bis  bead, 
"  It's  e'en  a  lang,  !ang  time  indeed 
Sin'  I  began  to  nick  the  thread. 

An'  choke  tbo  breatb ; 
Folk  matin  do  something  fur  their  bread, 

An'  sae  maun  Death. 

"  Sax  thousand  years  are  near  band  fled 

Sin'  I  was  to  the  hutching  bred. 

An'  mony  a  aeheme  in  TaJn's  been  laid, 

To  Btap  or  soar  me  ; 
Till  ane  IIombook'B  ta'en  up  the  trade. 

An'  faith,  be'U  waur  me. 

"To  kon  Jock  Hornbook  i'  the  C!achan, 
Dcil  mak  his  kings-hood  in  a  spleiichan ! 
lie's  grown  sae  weel  acquaint  wi'  Buohan' 

An'  itber  chaps, 
The  weans  baud  out  tbelr  fingers  laughln 

And  pouk  my  hips. 

"  See,  here's  a  scythe,  and  there's  a  dart, 
They  bae  piorc'd  mony  a  gallant  heart ; 
But  Doctor  Hornbook,  wi'  his  art 

And  cursed  ekiil, 
Has  made  them  baith  no  worth  a  f — t, 

Dainn'd  hact  they'll  kill. 

"  'Twas  hut  yestreen,  nae  farther  gaen, 

I  threw  a  nohle  throw  at  ano  ; 

Wi'  leas,  I'm  sure,  I'Te  hundreds  slain; 

But-deil-ma-oare, 
It  just  play'd  dirt  on  the  bane, 

But  did  nae  m^r. 

"  Hornbook  ttbs  by,  wi'  ready  art. 
And  had  sae  fortified  the  part. 
That  when  I  looked  to  ray  dart. 

It  was  sae  blunt, 
Fient  haet  o't  wad  hae  pierc'd  the  heart 

Of  a  kail-runt. 

"  I  drew  my  scythe  in  sic  a  fury, 
I  nearband  cowpit  wi'  my  hurry. 
But  yet  the  hauld  Apothecary, 

Withstood  the  shock; 
1  might  as  weel  bae  tried  a  quarry 

0'  hard  whin  rock. 


"ilv'n  them  lie  canna  get  attended. 
Although  their  face  be  ne'er  bad  kend  it, 
Just  sh —  in  a  kail-blade,  ajid  send  it. 

As  Boon's  ho  smells't, 
Baith  Iheir  disease,  and  what  will  mend  it. 

At  once  he  tells't. 

"And  then  a'  doctor's  saws  and  whittles. 
Of  a'  dimensions,  shapes,  an'  mettles, 
A'  kinds  o'  boies,  mugs,  an'  bottles. 

He's  sure  to  hae; 
Their  Latin  names  as  fast  he  rattles 

As  A  B  C. 

"Calces  o'  fossils,  earths,  and  trees; 
True  sal-marinum  o'  the  seas; 
Tbo  farina  of  beans  and  pease. 
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"  Wacs  mo  for  Johnny  Ged's-Hole^  now," 
Quo'  I,  "  If  that  thae  news  be  true  1 
Uis  braw  calf- ward  whare  gowans  grew, 

Sae  white  and  bonie, 
Nae  doubt  they'll  rive  it  wi'  the  plow ; 

They'll  ruin  Johnie!" 

The  creature  grain'd  an  eldritch  laugh, 
And  says,  "Ye  need  ua  yoke  the  plough, 
Kirkyards  will  soon  be  till'd  eneugh, 

Tak  ye  nae  fear; 
They'll  a'  be  trench 'd  wi'  mony  a  slieugb 

In  twa-three  year. 

"  Whare  I  Irill'd  ane  a  fair  strae  death. 
By  loss  o'  blood  or  want  of  breatb. 
This  night  I'm  free  to  tak  my  aitb, 

That  Hornbook's  skill 
Has  clad  a  score  i'  their  last  olaith. 

By  drap  an'  pill. 

' '  An  honest  wabsier  to  bis  trade, 

Whase  wife's  twa  nieyes  were  scarce  weel  bred, 

Oat  tippence-worth  to  mend  her  bead, 
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"  A  eountra  laird  lind  ta'en  the  batts, 
Or  some  eurmurriiig  in  hia  gula, 
Ilia  anlj  son.  foe  Ilombook  sets, 

An'  pays  Jiim  well. 
The  lad,  for  twa  guid  giraraer-peW, 

Whs  laird  liimsel. 

"Aboimielass,  je  kentl  her  name, 

Some  ill-brawB  drink  had  hoT'd  her  name ; 

She  trusts  hcrsel,  to  hide  the  shame, 

In  Hornbook's  care; 
Born  sent  her  aff  to  lier  Jang  hame, 

To  hide  it  there. 

"  That's  just  a  awateh  o'  Hornbook's  way  ; 
Thus  goes  he  on  from  day  to  day. 
Thus  does  he  poison,  kill,  an'  slay, 

An's  weel  paid  for't; 
Yet  stops  me  o'  my  la,Kfa'  prey, 

Wi' his  d-mn'd  dirt: 

"  But,  hark !  I'll  tell  you  of  a  plot, 
Though  dinna  ye  be  speaking  o't ; 
I'll  nail  the  self- conceited  sot, 

As  dead's  a  herrin': 
Niest  time  we  meet,  I'll  wad  a  groat. 

He  gets  his  fairin'  I" 

Bat  just  as  he  began  to  tell, 

Tiio  auM  kirk-hammer  strak'  lie  bell 

Somo  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twal. 

Which  rais'duabaith: 
I  took  the  way  that  pleas'd  mysel'. 

And  sae  did  Death. 
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0  a'  ye  pious  godly  Bocks, 
Wee!  fed  on  pastures  orliodox, 
Wiia  now  will  keep  you  fra*  the  fos. 

Or  worrying  tykes, 
Or  wha  will  tent  the  waifa  and  crocks. 

Ah  out  the  dykes! 


Tha  twa  best  herds  in  a'  the  wast. 
That  e'er  ga'e  gospel  horn  a  blast, 
Those  five  and  twenty  simmers  past, 

0 !  dool  to  tell, 
Ha'e  had  a  bitter  black  out-east 

Atwecn  themael. 

0,  Moodic,  man,  and  wordy  Russell, 
How  could  you  raise  so  vile  a  bustle, 
Ye'll  see  how  New-Light  herds  will  whiatle 

And  think  it  fine : 
The  Lord's  cause  ne'er  got  sic  a  twistle 

Sin'  1  ha'e  jnin'. 

O,  sirs  !  whae'er  wad  ha'o  eipeckit 

Your  duty  yc  wad  sae  negleckit. 

Ye  wha  were  ne'er  by  lairds  respeckit. 

To  wear  the  plaid. 
But  by  the  brutes  themselves  eleckit. 

To  be  their  guide. 

What  flock  wi'  Moodic's  flock  could  rank, 
Sae  hale  and  hearty  every  shank, 
Nae  poison'd  sour  Arminian  stsnk. 

He  let  them  taste, 
Frae  Calvin's  well,  ay  clear  they  drank, — 

O  sic  a  feast ! 

Tho  fhummart,  wil'-eat,  brock,  and  tod, 
Woel  keud  his  Toice  thro'  a'  the  wood. 
He  smelt  their  ilka  hole  and  road, 

Baith  out  and  in. 
And  weel  ho  lik'd  to  shed  their  blnid. 

And  sell  their  skin. 

What  herd  like  Bossell  tell'd  his  tale. 
His  voice  was  heard  thro'  muir  and  dale. 
He  kend  the  Lord's  sheep,  ilka  tail. 

O'er  a'  the  height. 
And  saiv  gin  tlicy  were  sick  or  hale. 

At  the  first  sight. 

He  fine  a  mangy  sheep  could  scrub. 

Or  nobly  fling  the  gospel  club. 

And  New-Light  herds  could  nicely  drub. 

Or  pay  their  skin; 
Could  shake  them  o'er  the  bnrning  dub. 


Or] 


ethen 


Sic  twa— 0!  do  I  live  to  seo't. 
Sic  famous  twa  shonid  disagreet. 
An'  names,  like  villain,  hypocrite, 

Dk  jther  p'en. 
While  New-Light  herds,  wi'  laiighin'  spile, 

Saynoilher'slJeiu'l 
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An'  je  Ttha  tout  tlio  gospel  fauld, 
There's  Eumoan,  deep,  and  Peebles,  sliaul. 
But  chiefly  thou,  apof^tle  Aulil, 

Wc  trust  in  thee, 
That  tliou  wilt  worl:  them,  hot  and  oiiuM, 

Till  (hey  agree. 

Consider,  Sirs,  how  we're  beset ; 
Tlicre's  scarce  It  new  herd  that  we  get 
But  cornea  fi'ae  mang  that  cursed  set 


HOLY  WILLIE'S   PEArER. 
"Anil  send  Uie  godly  m  a  pel  lo  pray." 

Pope. 

luscripl  ware  ciiVDlatei]  while  llrn  poet  Uved,  bnt 
igli  not  unknown  or  uofeU  by  Can'ie,  it  coDlimied 
ublisliod  till   printed  by  Steworl  witb  the  JolJy 


Vuld,  a 


veil  k 


'  nil  k 


In  fiery  flamo. 

Dalrymple  has  been  laug  our  fac, 
M'Gill  has  wrought  ua  mcikle  wae, 
And  that  eura'd  rascal  call'd  M'Quhae, 

And  baith  the  Sbaws, 
That  aft  ha'e  made  ns  black  and  blae, 

Wi'  vengofo'  paws. 

Au!d  Wodrow  lang  has  hntcb'd  misohiof, 
We  thought  ay  deatli  wad  bring  relief. 
But  he  has  gotten,  to  our  grief, 

Anc  to  succeed  him, 
A  chicld  wha'll  soundly  huff  our  beef; 

I  meikle  dread  him. 

And  mony  a  ane  that  I  could  tell, 
IVha  fain  iroulil  openly  rebel, 
Forbye  turn-coata  amaug  ours  el, 

There'a  Smith  for  ane, 
I  diHiht  hj's  but  a  groy-niek  quill, 

An'  that  ye'll  fin'. 

0 !  a'  ye  flocks  o'er  a'  Hie  hills, 

By  roosaes,  meadows,  moors,  and  fells, 

Come,  join  your  counsel  and  your  skills 

To  cow  the  lairds. 
And  get  the  brutes  the  powers  themsels 

To  choose  their  herds ; 

Tlien  Orthodoxy  yet  may  prance. 
And  Learning  in  a  woody  dance, 
And  that  fell  our  ca'd  Common  Sense, 

That  bites  sae  aajr, 
Be  banish'd  o'er  t!io  sea  to  I'Vanoe  : 

Let  liim  bark  there. 


Then  Shaw's  and  Dalrymple's 
M'Gill'a  close  nertous  eicellciiee, 
M'Quhae's  pathetic  manly  sense. 

And  giiid  M'Math, 
W  Smitli,  wha  thro'  the  heart  can  glance. 

May  a'  pack  aff. 


0  THOD,  wha  in  the  hearens  do?t  dwell, 
Wha,  03  it  pleases  best  thysel', 
Sends  ane  to  heaven,  and  ten  to  hell, 

A'  for  thy  glory. 
And  no  for  ouy  giide  or  ill 

They've  done  afore  thee 

1  bless  and  praise  (by  luatebless  might, 
Whau  diousands  thou  haat  loft  in  night, 
That  I  am  here  afore  thy  sight, 

For  gifta  and  grace, 
A  hurain'  and  a  sliinin'  liglit 

To  a'  this  place. 

Wtat  was  I,  or  my  generation. 
That  I  should  get  sic  exaltation, 
I  wha  deserve  sic  jnst  damnation, 

For  broken  laws. 
Five  thousand  years  'fore  my  creation. 

Thro'  Adam's  cause. 

When  frac  ray  mitlier's  womb  I  fell, 
Thou  might  hae  plunged  me  in  hell, 
To  gnash  my  gutaa,  to  weep  and  wall, 

In  burnin'  lake, 
Whar  damned  devils  roar  and  yell, 

Cham'd  to  a  stake. 

Yet  I  am  here  a  chosen  sample ; 

To  show  thy  grace  is  jreat  and  ample ; 

I'm  here  a  pillar  in  thy  temple. 

Strong  as  a  rock, 
A  guide,  a  buckler,  an  esample. 

To  a'  thy  flock. 

Eiit  yet,  0  Lord!  confess  I  must. 
At  times  Fm  fash'd  wi'  fleshly  lust; 
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And  somefJroGS,  too,  ivi'  irarldly  trust. 
Vile  self  gets  in; 

But  tiioa  romembcrs  ivo  are  dust, 
DeCrd  in  sin. 

0  Lord !  yestreen  thou  kens,  wi'  Meg — 

TJij  pardon  I  aineerely  beg, 

0  !  maj't  ne'er  bo  a  livin'  plague 

To  my  disiioQour, 
An'  I'll  ne'er  lift  a  lawless  leg 

Again  upon  her. 

Besides,  I  farther  maun  allow, 

Wi'  Lizzie's  lass,  three  timea  I  trow — 

But  Lord,  that  Friday  I  was  fou, 


ir  hae  steer'd  her 

Maybe  thou  lets  this  fleshly  thorn. 
Beset  thy  servant  e'en  and  mom, 
Lest  lie  ovfre  high  and  proud  stould  turn, 

'Cause  he's  aae  gifted; 
If  sae,  thy  han'  maun  e'en  be  borne 

Until  thou  lift  it. 

Lord,  bless  thy  chosen  in  this  place. 
For  here  tliou  hast  a  eliosen  race  : 
But  God  confound  their  stubborn  face. 

And  blast  tlicir  name, 
"Wha  bring  thy  elders  to  disgraee 

And  public  shame. 

Lord,  mind  Gawn  Hamilton's  deserls, 

He  drinkg,  ajid  swears,  and  plays  at  carls. 

Yet  has  sae  monj  takin'  arts, 

Wi'  grit  and  sma', 
Frae  God'3  ain  priests  tlie  people's  liearta 

Ho  steals  awa- 

An'  whan  we  chasten'd  Lim  therefore, 
Thou  kens  how  he  bred  sic  a  splore. 
As  set  the  warld  in  a  roar 

0'  laughin'  at  tis ; — 
Curse  thou  his  basliet  and  his  store, 

Kail  and  potatoes- 
Lord,  hear  my  earnest  cry  and  pray'r. 
Against  the  presbyt'ry  of  Ayr; 
Thy  strong  right  hand,  Lord,  mak  it  bare 

Upo'  their  heads, 
j-ord  weigh  it  down,  and  dinna  spare, 

For  their  misdeeds. 

0  Lord  my  God,  that  glib-tongu'd  Aiken, 
My  very  heart  and  saul  are  qualdn'. 


To  think  how  we  stood  groanin',  ghakin', 

And  swat  wi'  dread, 
IVhile  Auld  wi'  hingin  lips  gned  sneakin' 

And  hung  his  head- 
Lord,  in  the  day  of  rengeanoe  try  him, 
Lord,  visit  them  mlia  did  employ  him. 
And  pass  not  in  thy  mercy  by  'em, 

Nor  hear  tlieir  pray'r ; 
But  for  thy  people's  sake  destroy  'em. 

And  dinna  spare- 
But,  Lord,  remember  me  an  mine, 
ViV  mercies  temp'ral  and  divine, 
That  I  for  gear  and  grace  may  shine, 

Exeell'd  by  cane. 
And  a'  the  glory  shall  be  thine, 

Amen,  Amen! 


EPITAPH  ON   HOLT   WILLIE. 
[We  are  infonnQil  liy  Riolimond  of  Maiiehline,  Uia 

ihu,  and  if  yon  wiU  wrjlB  it,  1  will  repsBt  it."  n 
peatod  Holy  Willie's  Prayer  and  Epitaph;  Hiunilto 

n  laughing  with  them  in  his  hand  to  Hoborl  Aikei 
be  end  of  Holy  Willie  was  other  than  godly :  in  on 
hia  visits  to  Mauchlme,  he  drank  more  tLanwaane^d 


Here  Holy  Willie's  sair  worn  elay 

Takes  up  its  last  abode  ; 
His  saul  has  ta'en  some  other  way, 

I  fear  the  left-hand  road. 

Stopl  there  he  ia,  as  snre's  a  gun. 
Poor,  silly  body,  see  him  ; 

Nae  wonder  he's  as  black's  &a  grun. 
Observe  wha's  standing  wi'  him. 

Your  brunstane  derOship  I  see, 
Has  got  hint  there  before  ye  ; 

But  hand  your  nine-toil  cat  a  wee, 
Till  ance  you've  heard  my  story- 

Your  pity  I  will  not  implore. 

For  pity  3'e  hae  nane ; 
Justice,  alas  !  has  gi'eu  liim  o'er, 

And  mercy's  day  is  gaen. 
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r.onk  Fometliiog  to  jour  credit; 
A  coof  like  him  wad  stain  joor  nar 
If  it  were  kent  ye  did  it 


Ae  auld  wheel!) nrrow,  mnir  for  token, 
Ae  leg  an'  baitb  tlie  trcms  are  brokeu; 
I  made  a  poker  o'  the  spin'le, 
Ad'  my  auld  mithec  brunt  tie  trin'le. 
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Sm,  ag  your  mandate  did  reqneat, 
I  send  you  here  a  faithfu'  list, 
0'  gudes,  an'  gear,  an'  a'  ray  graith, 
To  which  I'm  clear  to  gi'e  my  aith. 

Imprimis,  then,  for  carriage  cattle, 
I  have  four  brutes  o'  gallant  mettle, 
As  ever  drew  afore  a  pettle. 
My  Ian'  afore's'  a  gude  auld  has  been, 
An'  wight,  an'  wilfli'  a'  his  days  been. 
My  Ian  ahin'e^  a  weal  gauu  lillie, 
Tiiat  aft  has  home  me  hame  frae  Killie 
An'  your  auld  burro'  mony  a  time, 
In  days  whan  riding  was  nae  crime — 
But  anoe,  whan  in  my  wooing  pride, 
I  liko  a  blockhead  boost  to  ride. 
The  wilfo'  creature  sae  I  pat  to, 
(L — A  pardon  a'  my  sins  an'  that  too  !) 
I  play'd  my  flUie  eie  a  shavie. 
She's  a'  bederil'd  with  the  spavie. 
My  fur  ahin's^  a  wordy  beast. 
As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  trac'd. 
The  fourth's  a  Highland  Donald  hastie, 
A  d— u'd  red  wud  Kilbumie  blastie! 
Forbye  a  eowt  a'  eowt's  tJie  wale, 


n  flfore 


If  he  be  spar'd  to  be  a  beast, 
He'll  draw  me  fifteen  pun'  at  leas 
Wheel  carriages  I  ha'a  but  few, 
Three  carts,  an'  twa  are  feckly  m 


For  men  I'tb  three  mischievous  boys. 
Run  do'ila  for  rantin'  an'  for  noise ; 
A  gandsman  ane,  a  thrasher  t'other. 
Wee  Davook  bauds  the  nowt  in  f other, 
I  rule  them  as  I  ought,  discreetly. 
An'  aften  labour  them  completely; 
Ad'  ay  on  Sundays,  duly,  nightly, 
1  on  ike  Questions  targe  them  tightly ; 
Till,  faith,  wee  Davook'a  tum'd  sae  gleg, 
The'  scarcely  langer  than  your  leg, 
Ho'l!  screed  you  aff  Effectual  calling, 
As  fast  as  ony  in  the  dwalling. 
I'ye  naoo  in  female  servan'  station, 
(Lord  keep  me  ay  frae  a'  temptation  1) 
I  ha'e  nae  wife — and  that  my  bliss  is. 
An'  ye  have  laid  nae  tai  on  misses ; 
An'  then,  if  kirk  folks  dinna  clutch  me, 
I  ken  the  devils  darena  touch  me, 
Wi'  weana  I'm  mair  than  weel  contented, 
Heav'n  sent  me  ane  mae  than  I  wanted. 
My  sonaie  smirking  dear-bonght  Bess, 
She  stares  the  daddy  in  her  face, 
Enough  of  ought  ye  like  but  grace  ; 
But  her,  my  bonnie  sweet  wee  lady, 
I've  paid  enough  for  her  already, 
An'  gin  yo  tas  her  or  her  mither, 
E'  the  L — d !  yc'so  get  them  a'thcgither. 

And  now,  remember,  Mr.  Aiken, 
Nae  kind  of  license  out  I'm  takin' ; 
Frae  this  time  forth,  I  do  declare 
I'se  ne'er  ride  horse  nor  hizzie  mair ; 
Thro'  dirt  and  dub  for  life  I'll  paidle. 
Ere  I  sae  dear  pay  for  a  saddle ; 
My  travel  a'  on  foot  I'll  shank  it, 
I'ye  sturdy  bearers,  Gude  be  thankit. 
The  kirk  and  you  may  tak'  yon  that, 
It  pats  but  little  in  your  pat ; 
Sae  dinna  put  me  in  your  buke. 
Nor  for  my  ten  white  shillings  luke. 

This  list  wi'  my  ain  hand  I  wrote  It, 
The  day  and  date  as  under  noted; 
Then  know  all  ye  whom  it  concerns, 
Stibtcripii  kuic  Robert  Euens. 


1  The  fota-horse  or 
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XX. 

Wi'  bonnet  aff,  quoth  I,  "Rv-eet  !ass, 

I  think  ye  seem  Ki  ken  me; 

THE  HOLT   FAIR. 

I'm  sure  I've  seen  Uiat  bonnie  face. 

But  yet  I  canna  name  ye." 

^md^DrafToTl'^vallln"'^  """ 

duo'  she,  on'  laughin'  as  she  spak, 

An'  taks  me  by  the  hands. 

TlwclirkofDefanMlion: 

"Ye,  for  my  sake,  hne  gi'cu  tlic  feck. 

A  m:xsk  th^t  lik«  the  go^et  show'd, 

Of  a'  the  ten  commands 

Dyfl-Vfltying  on  the  p^oon ; 
And  for  a  mantle  lorge  and  broad, 

A  screed  some  day. 

HsFocnisy  a-n-MODE. 

"  My  name  is  Fun— your  oronie  dear. 

The  nearest  fiiend  ye  liac; 

[The  ecene  of  this  fine  poejn  is  Iho  chnrrhyard  of 
Maasliline,  ond  tlie  subjecl  Imndled  eo  oleverly  aufl 

An'  Uiis  is  Saperstition  here, 

charply  is  tbe  laxity  of  manners  Tislble  in  tualteia  so 

An'  that's  Hypocrisy. 

eoleinnond  terrible  as  the  adininiBttation  of  Ihesactamenl. 

I'm  gauu  to  Mauchline  holy  fair. 

"Thiawae indeed,"  says  Lockhart,  "an  eitraordinaty 

To  spend  an  hour  in  damn: 

ninlice  hud  formed  its  principal  inspiration,  or  that  lea 

Gin  ye'll  go  there,  yon  runld'd  pair, 

ehief  attmcCion  lay  in  the  boldness  with  which  iiidi- 

We  will  get  famons  laughin' 

vidnsls,  eniilled  ond  aeeustomed  to  respect,  were  held 

At  them  this  day." 

mutterings  of  wioth,  that  ualional  manners  were  oiioa 
inorBinthelmndaiifHiiationalpoet."    "It  isno doubt," 
Bays  Hogg,  "n  reckless  piece  of  satire,  hat  it  is  a  clever 

Quoth  I,  "  Willi  ft'  my  heart  I'U  do't; 
I'll  get  my  Sunday's  aark  on, 

one,  and  mast  have  cut  to  the  bone.    Sal  inacb  bs  I 

An'  meet  you  on  the  holy  spot; 

admire  the  poem  1  must  regret  Ifiot  il  is  partly  borrowed 

Faith,  we'se  hae  fine  remarkin'!" 

ItomFetgnsson."] 

Then  I  gaed  hame  at  crowdie-time 

Upon  a  aimmer  Sundaj  morn. 

An'  soon  I  made  me  ready ; 

When  x^ature's  toes  is  fnir, 

For  roads  were  clad,  frae  eiile  to  side. 

I  walked  fortU  to  view  the  corn, 

Wi'  monie  a  wearie  body, 

An'  snuff  the  caller  air. 

In  droves  that  day. 

The  rising  sun  owre  Golston  muira. 

Wi'  glorious  ligEt  was  glintin' ; 

Hero  farmers  gash,  in  ridin'  graith 

Tlie  hares  wore  hirplin  down  the  furs, 

Gaed  hoddin  by  their  cottars; 

The  Ur'rocfcs  they  were  ohantin' 

There,  swankies  yonng,  in  braw  braid-claith, 

Fu' sweet  that  day. 

Are  apringin'  o'er  tlie  gutters. 

The  lasses,  stolpin  barefit,  tbraiig. 

As  lightsomely  I  glowr'd  abroad, 

In  silks  on' scarlets  glitter; 

To  SCO  a  scene  sae  gay. 

Three  hiiiies,  early  at  tho  road. 

An'  farla  bak'd  wi'  butter,                                 j 

Cam  Bliulpin  up  the  way; 

Fu'  crump  that  day.                j 

Twa  had  manteeles  o'  dolefu'  black. 

But  anewi'Ijart  lining; 

When  by  the  platfl  we  set  our  nose. 

The  third,  that  gaed  a-wee  a-back. 

Weel  heaped  up  wi'  ha'pence. 

Was  in  the  fashion  shining 

A  greedy  glowr  Black  Bonnet  throws. 

Fu'  gay  that  day. 

An'  we  maun  draw  our  tippence. 

Then  in  wo  go  to  see  the  show, 

The  twa  appear'fJ  like  sisters  twin, 

On  ev'ry  side  they're  gath'rin'. 

In  feature,  form,  an'  claes  ; 

Some  carrying  dails,  some  chairs  an'  stools. 

Their  visage,  wiaier'd,  lang,  an'  thin, 

An'  some  are  busy  blothrin' 

An'  sour  asony  slaea: 

Right  lend  that  day. 

The  third  cam  up,  hap-step-an'-lowp, 

As  light  as  ony  lamhie. 

Here  stands  a  ahed  to  fend  the  ahow'rs,               ; 

An'  wi'  a  curcMe  low  did  stoop, 

An'  screen  our  eounira  gentry,                         j 

As  nooH  as  e'er  she  saw  me, 

There,  racer  Jess,  and  twa-ihrec  wh-res,            ! 

Fa'  kind  that  day. 

Are  blinkin' at  tie  entry.                              1 
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Here  sits  a  ravf  of  tit! in' jades, 
Wi'  Lottyiog  breast  and  bare  neck, 

An'  there  a  batch  o'  wabster  la,ds, 

Blackguarding  frac  Kilmarnock 

For  fun  Uiis  day. 

Here  some  are  tliinkin'  on  their  eins. 

An'  some  upo'  their  elaes ; 
Ano  curses  feet  that  fjl'd  Ms  shins, 

Anither  sighs  an'  prays: 
On  this  bant!  sita  a  chosen  swatob, 

Wi'  serew'il  up  grace-proud  faces; 
On  that  a  set  o'  chaps  at  watob, 

Thrang  winkin'  on  the  lasses 

To  chairs  that  day. 

0  happy  is  that  man  an'  blest  I 

I4ae  wonder  iJiat  it  pride  him ! 
Wha's  ain  dear  lass  that  ho  likes  best. 

Conies  clinkin'  down  beside  him  ; 
■ffi'  arm  repos'd  ou  the  chadr  back. 

He  sweetly  does  compose  him; 
■Which,  by  degrees,  slips  round  her  neck, 

An's  loof  upon  her  bosom, 

Unkeiin'd  that  day. 

Now  a'  the  congregation  o'er 

Is  silent  espectation : 
For  Moodie  spoels  the  holy  door, 

Wi'  tidings  o'  damnation. 
Should  Horaie,  as  in  ancient  days, 

'Mang  sons  o'  God  present  him, 
The  vera  sight  o'  Moodio's  face, 

lo's  ain  bet  hame  had  sent  him 

Wi'  fright  that  day. 

Hear  how  lie  clears  the  points  o'  faith 

Wi'  ratlin'  an'  wi'  thumpio'  [ 
Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath. 

He's  staropio  an'  he's  jumpin'! 
His  lengthen'd  chin,  his  tum'd-np  snout, 

His  eldritch  squeel  and  gestures. 
Oh,  how  they  fire  the  heart  devout. 

Like  cantharidian  plasters, 

But  hark !  the  tent  has  chang'd  its  voice  ; 

There's  peace  an'  rest  nae  langBT : 
For  a'  the  real  judges  rise. 

They  canna  ait  for  anger. 
Smith  opens  out  his  canld  harangues, 

On  practice  and  on  morals  ; 
An'  aff  the  godly  pour  in  thrangs, 

To  gie  the  jars  an'  barrels 

A  lift  that  day. 


What  signifies  his  harron  shine, 
Of  moral  pow'rs  and  reason  1 

His  English  style,  an'gestarea  fine. 
Are  a'  clean  out  o'  season. 

Like  Socrates  or  Antonine, 

e  auld  pagan  heathen, 


Then 


■s  define 
a  word  o'  faith  in 

That's  right  that  day. 


In  guid  time  comes  an  antidote 

Against  sic  poison'd  nostrum; 
For  Peebles,  frae  the  water-fit. 

Ascends  the  holy  rostrum : 
See,  up  he's  got  the  word  o'  God, 

An'  meek  an'  mim  has  view'd  it, 
While  Common-Sense  has  ta' on  the  road. 

An'  aif,  an' up  the  Cowgate,' 

Fast,  fast,  that  day. 

Wee  Miller,  neiat  the  guard  relieves, 

An'  orthodoxy  raibles, 
Tho'  in  his  heart  he  weel  believes. 

An'  thinks  it  auld  wives'  fables : 
But  faith !  the  hirkie  wants  a  manse, 

So,  canuily  he  hums  them  ; 
Altho'  his  carnal  wit  an'  sense 

Likehafflius-irayso'croomes  him 
At  times  that  day. 

Now  but  an'  ben,  the  Change-house  fills, 

Wi'  jil!-caup  commentators: 
Here's  crying  out  for  bakes  and  plls. 

An'  there  tho  pint-stowp  clatters; 
While  thick  an'  thrang,  an'  loud  an'  lang, 

Wi'  logic,  an'  wi'  scripture. 
They  raise  a  din,  that,  in  the  end, 

Is  like  to  breed  a  rupture 

0'  ivrath  that  day. 

Leeze  mo  on  drink  I  it  gies  us  mair 

Than  either  school  or  college  : 
It  kindles  wit,  it  ivaukens  lair. 

It  pangs  ns  fon'  o'  knowledge. 
Bo't  wliiaky  gill,  or  penny  wheep, 

Or  ony  stronger  potion, 
It  never  fails,  on  drinking  deep. 

To  kittlo  up  our  notion 

By  night  or  day. 

The  lads  an'  lasses,  blythely  hent 

To  mind  baith  sanl  an'  body. 
Sit  round  (he  table,  weel  content, 

An'  steer  about  the  toddy. 
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On  this  nne's  drcas,  nn'  Uiat  ane's  1 
They're  making  observations; 

WLilc  some  are  oozie  i'  the  neuk, 
An'  formin'  assignations 


Tom 


e  day. 


But  now  the  Lord's  ain  trumpet  touts, 

Till  a'  the  hills  are  rairin', 
An'  eclicea  b^ck  return  the  shouts : 

Black  Russell  is  nib'  sparin' : 
His  piercing  words,  like  Ilighlan'  swords, 

Divide  the  joints  and  marrow ; 
His  talk  o'  Hell,  where  duvils  dwell. 

Our  vera  saula  does  harrow' 

Wi'  fright  that  day. 

A  vast,  onbottom'd  boundless  pit, 

Fill'd  fou  o'  lowin'  brunslane, 
Wha's  pagin'  flame,  an'  soorohin'  beat. 

Wad  melt  the  hardest  whnu-staue  ! 
Tlio  half  asleep  start  up  wi'  fear, 

An'  tbiuk  tlit^y  h«ar  it  roarin'. 
When  presently  it  does  appear, 

'Twas  but  some  neibor  anorin' 
Asleep  that  day. 

'Twad  bo  owra  lang  a  tale  to  tell 

All'  how  they  crowded  to  tbo  jill. 

When  they  were  a'  dismiat: 
How  drink  gaed  round,  in  cogs  an'  oaupa, 

Amang  the  furms  an'  benches: 
An'  cheese  an'  bread,  frae  women's  laps. 

Was  dealt  about  in  lunches. 

An'  dawda  that  day. 

In  comes  a  gauoio,  gash  guidwife. 

An'  sits  down  by  the  fire, 
Syne  draws  her  kebbuok  aa'  her  knife  ; 

The  lasses  they  are  shyer. 
The  anld  giiidmen,  about  the  grace, 

Frac  side  to  side  they  bother, 
Till  some  ane  by  hia  bonnet  lays, 

An'  gi'es  them't  !iko  a  tether, 

Fu'  lang  that  day. 


Waosuoks  I  for  him  that  gets  nc 
Or  lasses  that  hae  naething ; 

Sma'  need  has  he  to  say  a  grace. 
Or  melvie  his  hraw  claithing ! 

U  wives,  be  mindfu'  ance  yoursel 
How  bonnie  lads  yo  wanted, 


An'  dinna,  for  a  kobbuok-heel, 
Let  lasses  be  affronted 

On  sic  a,  day ! 

Now  Clinkurabell,  wi'  ratlin  tow. 

Begins  to  jow  an'  croon  ; 
Some  swagger  hame.  the  best  they  dow. 

Some  wait  the  afternoon. 
At  slaps  tlie  billies  halt  a  blink. 

Till  lasses  strip  their  shoon : 
Wi'  faith  an'  hope,  an'  love  an'  drink. 

They're  a'  in  famous  tune 

For  crack  that  day. 

How  monie  hearts  this  day  coBTerfs 

0'  Einners  and  o'  lasses! 
Their  hearts  o'  stane,  gin  night,  are  ganc 

As  saft  as  ony  fiesh  la. 
There's  some  are  fon  o'  Iotc  divine  ; 

There's  some  are  fou  o'  brandy; 
An'  monie  jobs  that  day  begin 

May  end  in  houghmagandie 

Some  jther  day. 


XXI. 
THE   ORDINATION. 


imtion  incenwd  oil  the  Now  Lifflils,  hem 
nut  awny :  MnckinUy,  ^  pions  nud  kind-lii 


hem  only  aa  a  proof  of  Hie  poH-ers  of  the  puel.I 
KiiJiABSOCK  wftbstors  fidga  an'  claw. 

An'  pour  your  ereeahie  nations  ; 
An'  ye  wha  leather  ras  an'  draw. 

Of  a'  denominations, 
Swith  to  the  Laigh  Kirk,  ane  an'  a'. 

An'  there  tak  up  your  stations; 
Then  aff  to  Bcgbie's  in  a  raw, 

An'  pour  divine  libations 

For  joy  this  day. 

Curst  Common-Sense,  (hat  imp  o'  hell. 
Cam  in  wi'  Maggie  Lauder  ;' 
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But  Oliphant  aft  maae  her  jell, 

Come,  screw  the  pegs,  wi'  tunefa'  cheep, 

An'  Russell  sair  misoa'd  her; 

And  o'er  the  fbairms  be  tryin' ; 

This  day  Mackinlaj  take  the  flail, 

Ob,  rare !  to  see  our  elbucks  wheep. 

And  h«'a  the  boy  will  Waud  her ! 

An'  a'  like  lamb-tails  flyin' 

He'll  clap  a  shaiigan  on  her  tail, 

la' fast  this  day! 

An'  set  tte  lairos  to  dand  her 

Wi'  dirt  this  day. 

Lang  Patronage,  wi'  rod  o'  aim. 

Has  shor'd  the  Eii-k's  undoin', 

Mak  haete  an'  turn  king  David  owra, 

As  lately  Fenwick,  sair  forfairn, 

An' mtwi' holy  clangor; 

Has  proven  to  its  min: 

0'  double  verse  come  gio  ua  four, 

Our  patron,  honest  man!  Glencairn, 

An'  skirl  up  tlie  Bangor  ; 

He  saw  mischief  was  brewiu' ; 

This  day  the  Kixk  kicks  up  a.  stoure. 

And  lite  a  godly  elect  bairn 

Nae  mdr  the  knavoa  shall  wrang  her. 

He's  Hal'd  us  out  a  true  ane. 

For  Heresy  is  in  tor  pow'r, 

And  sound  this  day. 

And  gloriously  she'll  whang  her 

Wi'  pith  this  day. 

Now,  Robinsoa,  harauguo  nae  mair. 

But  stcek  your  gab  for  ever : 

Come,  let  a  proper  text  be  read. 

Or  try  the  wicked  town  of  Ayr, 

An'  touch  it  aff  wi'  vigour. 

For  there  they'll  think  you  clever; 

How  graceless  Ham'  leugh  at  his  dad. 

Or,  nae  reflection  on  year  lear, 

Which  made  Canaan  a  niger; 

Te  may  conitiienoo  a  shaver; 

Or  rhineas^  drove  the  murdering  hlade. 

Or  to  the  NeUierton  repair. 

Wi'  Tvh-ro -abhorring  rigour; 

And  turn  a  carpet-weaver 

Or  Zipporali,8  (he  scauldin'  jad, 

A£f-Land  this  day. 

Was  like  a  bluidy  tiger 

I'  th'  inn  that  day. 

Mnirie  and  you  were  just  a  match, 

We  never  had  sic  twa  drones ; 

There,  try  his  mettle  on  the  creed. 

Auld  Hornie  did  the  Laigh  Kirk  watoh, 

And  bind  him  clown  wi'  caution. 

That  stipend  is  a  eamal  weed 

And  ay'  he  oatch'd  the  (ither  wretch. 

He  taks  but  for  the  fashion ; 

To  fry  them  in  his  caudrons ; 

And  gle  him  o'er  the  flock,  to  feed, 

But  now  his  honour  maun  detach. 

And  punish  each  transgression; 

Wi'  a'  his  brimstane  squadrons, 

Especial,  rams  that  cross  the  breed, 

Fast,  fast  this  day. 

Gie  fliam  sufficient  tlireshin'. 

See.  see  auld  Orthodoxy's  fees 
She's  swingein'  through  ilic  city; 

Spare  them  nae  day. 

Now,  auM  Kilmarnock,  cook  thy  tail. 

Hark,  how  the  nine-tail'd  cat  she  plays  I 

Aad  toss  thy  horns  fu'  canty; 

I  vow  it's  unco  pretty: 

Mae  mair  thou'lt  rowte  out-oivre  the  dale. 

There,  Learning,  witli  his  Greckish  face. 

Because  thy  pasture's  scanty; 

Grunts  out  some  Latin  ditty; 

For  lapfu's  large  o'  gospel  kail 

And  Common  Sense  is  gaun,  sbe  says, 

Shall  fill  thy  crib  in  plenty. 

To  mak  to  Jamie  Boattie 

An'  runts  o'  grace  the  pick  and  wale, 

Her  plaint  this  day. 

Ho  gi'en  by  way  o'  dainty, 

But  there's  Morality  himsel'. 

But  ilka  day. 

Nae  mair  by  Babel's  streams  we'll  weep. 

To  think  upon  our  Zion ; 
And  liing  our  fiddles  up  to  sleep, 

Hear,  how  he  gies  the  tillier  yell, 
Between  bis  twa  companions  ; 

See,  how  she  peels  the  skin  an'  fell. 
As  ane  were  peelin'  onions ! 

Now  there— they're  packed  aff  to  hell, 
And  banished  our  dominions, 

Like  baby-clouts  a-drjin' ; 

iGeneeis  11.52.              2^-lmlbets  ssv  S 

3Es-iu5,iv.a3. 

Henceforth  this  day. 
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0,  liappy  (laj  1  rejoice,  rejoice ! 

Tho',  when  some  kind,  connubial  dear. 

Come  bouse  about  iho  porter! 

Your  bnt-and-ben  adorns, 

Morality's  demure  decoys 

The  like  has  been  that  you  may  wear 

Sliall  here  nae  mair  find  quarter : 

A  noble  head  of  horns. 

Maokinlay,  Russell,  are  the  boya, 
That  Heresy  can  torture: 

And  in  your  lug,  most  reverend  James, 

They'll  gie  her  on  a  rape  a  hojse, 

To  hear  you  roar  and  rowtc, 

And  cowe  her  measure  shorter 

Few  men  o'  sense  will  doubt  jonr  claims 

By  th'  head  some  day. 

To  rank  amang  the  nowte. 

Come,  bring  the  tither  mutcbkin  in, 

And  when  ye're  number'd  wi'  the  dead. 

And  here's  for  a  conclusion. 

Below  a  grassy  hillock. 

To  every  New  Light'  molJiev's  son. 

Wi'  justice  they  may  mark  your  head— 

From  this  time  forth  Confasiou  : 

"  Here  lies  a  famous  Bullock !" 

If  mair  they  deave  us  wi'  their  din, 

Or  Patronage  intrusion. 

We'll  light  a  spunk,  and  oy'ry  skin, 

■We'll  rin  them  afi'  in  fusion 

XXIII, 

Like  oU,  some  day. 

TO   JAMES   SMITH. 

Sweet'net  of  life  and  soWer  of  aocioty : 

1  owe  Ihee  much!—" 

the  commde  or  r.itlier  folloiver  of  Che  poet  m  nil  hi. 

merry  eipodilione  witl.  "  YiLl-cnup  eommontaton."  He 

THE   CALF. 

first  dnivned  on  tlio  fancy  of  Bums :  the  comrades  of  luO 

poet's  heart  were  not  genetaJly  very  sueoessfnl  in  Hfa: 

On  Mb  lext,  MiLACiii,  iv.  a.— "Ami  ye  Eliall  go  forth, 

and  grow  up  oa  Calves  of  Uio  stoll," 

manufactory  at  Avon  neat  Linlitligow,  where  iiis  friend 

[TbB  laugh  which  Ihia   little  poem  raised  ogflinst 

Steven  was  a  louU  ona.    BarnE  composed  it  duripg  the 

to  the  West  Indiea,  and  died  early.    His  wit  was  ready, 

and  Ms  manners  lively  and  unaffected.] 

Haiqilton,  with  whom  he  happened  on  lb»t  day  io  dine. 

The  Calf-for  Ihe  p^me  it  feeing  sluok-came  to  Lon- 

Dear Smith,  the  sleest,  paukie  thief, 

don,  where  the  younger  brother  of  Burns  heard  him 

That  e'er  attempted  stealth  or  rief. 

pieao    in    orent    ar  on      ape  ,  in 

Ye  surely  hae  some  warloek-breef 

RiQHT,  Sir  !  your  text  I'll  prove  it  true, 

Owre  human  hearts ; 

Though  Hcretioa  may  laugh; 

For  ne'er  a  bosom  yet  was  pHef 

For  instance ;  there's  joursel'  just  now, 

Against  your  arts. 

God  knows,  an  unco  Calf! 

For  me,  I  swear  by  sun  an'  moon, 

And  should  some  patron  lie  so  Mnd, 

And  ev'ry  star  that  blinks  aboon, 

As  bless  you  wl'  a  kirk. 

Ye've  cost  mo  twenty  pair  o'  shoon 

I  deubt  na,  Sir,  but  then  we'll  find, 

Just  gaun  to  sec  you; 

Ye're  still  as  great  a  Stirk. 

And  ev'ry  itiier  pair  that's  done, 

Miur  ta'en  I'm  wi'  you. 

But,  if  tlie  lover's  raptur'd  hour 

Shall  ever  be  your  lot, 

That  auld  capricious  carlin,  Nature, 

Forbid  it,  ev'ry  heavenly  power. 

To  mak  amends  for  scrimpit  stature. 

You  e'er  should  be  a  stot! 

She's  turn'd  you  aff,  a  human  creature 

On  her  first  plan; 

i"New  Light"  iaaeantphriiseinUieWealorScot- 

And  in  her  freaks,  on  every  feature 

She's  wrote,  the  Man. 
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Just  DOW  I've  ta'cn  tlic  fit  o*  rliyme, 

This  life,  sae  far's  I  understand. 

Mj  barniie  nodtUc's  working  prime, 

Is  a'  enchanted  fairy  land. 

Mj  fanoj  jerkit  it  up  sublime 

Where  pleasure  is  the  magio  wand. 

Wi'lmst J  summon: 

That,  wielded  right. 

Eae  ye  a  leisure-moment's  time 

Maks  hours  like  minutes,  hand  in  hand. 

To  iiear  nhafa  comin' » 

Dance  by  fu'  light. 

Some  rhyme  a  neigiiliour's  name  to  lasL  ; 

The  magic  wand  then  let  us  wield  ; 

Some  rlijme  {vain  tbougUtl)  for  needfu'  cash: 

For,  ance  that  five-an'-forty'a  speel'd. 

Some  rhyme  to  court  the  countra  clash, 

See  craay,  weary,  joyless  eild, 

An'  raise  a  din ; 

Wi*  wrinkl'd  face, 

For  me,  an  aim  I  nerer  fash ; 

Comes  hostin',  hirplin',  owre  the  field. 

I  rhyme  for  fun. 

Wi'  creepin'  pace. 

The  star  tliat  rules  my  luckless  lot. 

When  ance  life's  day  draws  near  the  gloamin'. 

Has  fated  me  the  russet  eoat. 

Tiien  fareweel  vacant  careless  roamin' ; 

Au'  diimn'd  ray  fortune  to  Ihe  groat ; 

An'  fareweel  oheerfu'  tankards  foamin'. 

But  in  reqnit. 

An' social  noise; 

Has  hiest  me  niU.  a  random  shot 

An'  fareweel  dear,  deluding  woman  1 

0'  countra  wit. 

The  joy  of  joys! 

This  while  my  notion's  ta'en  a  sklent, 

0  Life  !  how  pleasant  in  thy  morning, 

To  try  ray  fate  in  guid  black  prent; 

Young  Fancy's  rays  the  hills  adorning! 

But  still  the  mair  I'm  that  way  bent. 

Cold-pausing  Caution's  lesson  scorning 

Something  cries  "  Hoolie! 

"We  frisk  away. 

I  red  you,  honest  man,  tak  tent! 

Like  sehool-boys,  at  th'  espeetcd  warning, 

Yc'U  shaw  your  folly. 

To  joy  and  play. 

"  There's  itlier  poets  much  your  betters, 

We  wander  (here,  we  wander  here, 

Far  seen  in  Greek,  deep  men  o'  letters. 

We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  hrier. 

Hae  thought  they  had  ensur'd  their  debtors, 

Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near, 

A'  future  ages: 

Among  the  leaves; 

Now  moths  deform  in  shapeless  tatters, 

And  tho'  the  puny  wound  appear, 

Their  unknown  pages." 

Short  while  it  grieves. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flow'ry  spot, 

To  garland  my  poetic  brows  ! 

For  which  they  never  toil'd  nor  swat; 

Henceforth  I'll  rove  where  busy  ploughs 

They  drink  tlie  sweet  and  oat  the  fat, 

Are  whistling  thrang. 

But  care  or  pain; 

An'  teach  tiic  lanely  heights  an'  howea 

And,  haply,  eye  tho  barren  hut 

My  rustic  sang. 

With  high  disdain. 

I'U  wander  on,  itith  tentlesa  heed 

With  steady  aim  some  Fortune  chase; 

How  never-halting  moments  speed. 

Eeen  hope  does  ev'ry  sinew  brace; 

Till  fate  shall  snap  the  brittle  thread; 

Thro'  fair,  thro'  foul,  they  urge  (he  race. 

Then,  all  unknown, 

And  seize  the  prey ; 

I'll  lay  rae  wilh  th'  inglorious  dead. 

Then  cannie,  in  some  cozie  place. 

Forgot  and  gonel 

Thoy  close  tho  day. 

But  why  o'  death  begin  a  tale! 

And  others,  like  your  humble  servan'. 

Just  now  we're  living  sound  and  hale, 

Poor  wights  I  nae  rules  nor  roads  ohservin' ; 

Then  top  and  maintop  crowd  the  sail. 

To  right  or  left,  eternal  swervin', 

Heave  eare  o'er  side! 

They  zig-zag  on; 

And  large,  before  enjoyment's  gale. 

'Till  curst  with  age,  obscure  an'  starvin', 

Let's  tak  the  tide. 

They  aftcn  groan. 
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Alas  !  wliat  titter  toil  am'  Etraiuing — 
But  truce  with  pcovisli,  poor  eomplaining ! 
la  fortune's  Cuklo  Luna  waning? 

E'en  let  her  gn&g ! 
Beneath  \vhat  liglit  she  lias  remiuning, 

Let's  aiug  ouc  song. 

My  pen  I  liere  fiing  to  the  door, 

And  kueel,  "Ye  I'ow'vs,"  and  warm  implore, 

"  Tho'  I  aliould  wander  terra  e'er. 

In  all  lier  climes, 
Grant  mo  but  this,  I  ask  no  more, 

Ay  rowth  o'  rhymes. 

"Gie  dceeping  roasts  to  countra  lairds. 
Till  icicles  hing  frae  tlieir  beards ; 
Gie  fine  braw  claea  to  fine  life-guards, 

And  miuds  of  honour! 
And  yill  an'  whisky  gie  to  oairds. 

Until  they  soonner. 

"A  title,  Dempster  merits  it; 

A  garter  gio  to  Willie  Pitt; 

Gie  wealth  to  some  bc-lodger'd  cit. 

But  give  me  real,  sterling  wit. 

And  I'm  content. 

"While  ye  are  pleas'd  to  teep  me  hale, 
I'll  sit  down  o'er  my  scanty  meal, 
Be't  watev-brose,  or  musUn-kail, 

Wi'  cbecrfu'  face. 
As  lang's  tho  muses  diniia  fail 

To  say  t!ie  grace." 

An  amicus  c'o  I  never  tiirows 
Behint  toy  lug,  or  by  my  nose ; 
I  jouk  beneath  misfortune's  blows 

As  weel's  I  may  ; 
Sworn  foe  to  sorrow,  care,  and  prose, 

I  rhyme  away. 

0  ye  douce  folk,  that  live  by  rule. 
Grave,  tidel ess-blooded,  calm  and  cool, 
Compor'd  wi' you — 0  fooll  fool!  fool! 

How  much  nnlike  I 
Tour  hearts  are  just  a  standing  pool, 

Tonr  lives  a  dyke  I 

Nae  hair-braia'd,  sentimental  traces. 
In  your  unletter'd  nameless  faces  I 
la  arioso  frills  aod  graces 

But  gravlssimo,  solemn  basses 

Ye  lium  away. 


ire  sae  grave,  nan  doubt  yo're  wise; 
Nae  ferly  tho'  ye  do  despise 
The  hainim-Boarum,  ram-stam  boys. 

The  rattling  squad: 
I  see  you  upward  oast  your  eyes— 

Ye  ken  the  road — 

Wliilat  I— but  I  shall  liaud  me  there— 

you  I'll  scarce  gang  ony  where- 
Then,  Jamie,  I  shall  say  nae  mair, 

But  quat  my  sang. 
Content  wi'  yoa  to  mak  a  pair, 

IVhare'er  I  gang. 


XXIV, 
THE   VISION. 


■he  Vision  unit  the  Brigga  of  Ajt,  nts  Mid  b? 
?  "the  only  pieces  by  Bnms  which  e^m  be  i 
!T  the  head  nf  pure  ficlinn :"  but  T:im  o'  S 
twenty  other  of  his  composltiooa  liave  an 


bur^h.  Tiremniden 
lalPhlbnlofCoila, 
'lumphed,  and  Jeai 


ID  nliich  followed  in  Edia- 


aald  w 


.iry-] 


The  sun  had  clos'd  the  winter  day, 
The  curlers  qnat  their  roaring  play. 
An'  hutiger'd  maukin  ta'en  her  way 

To  koil-yards  grean. 
While  faitldsss  snaws  ilk  step  betray 

IVliare  slio  has  been. 

The  thresher's  weary  flingin'-tree 
The  lec-lang  day  had  tired  me  ; 
And  wheu  the  day  had  clos'd  his  e'c 


There,  lauely,  by  (he  ingle-eheok, 
I  sat  and  ey'd  the  spewing  reek. 
That  fill'ii,  wi'  hoast-provoliing  smeck, 

The  auld  clay  biggin' 
An'  heard  the  restless  rnttons  squeak 

About  tho  liggin'. 
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All  in  this  motdc,  misty  dime, 

And  such  a  leg  !  my  bonnlc  Jean 

I  backward  mused  on  wastct  time, 

Could  ouly  peer  it ; 

How  I  liad  spent  my  youtlif u'  priruG, 

Sac  straught,  sae  taper,  tight,  and  clean. 

An'  done  ziae  thing, 

Nana  else  came  near  it. 

But  stringin'  bletliers  np  in  iliyme. 

For  fools  to  sing. 

Her  mantle  large,  of  greenish  liue. 

My  gazing  wonder  cl>iefly  drew  ; 

Had  1  to  guid  advice  but  havltit, 

Deep  lights  and  shades,  bold-mingliiig,  threw 

I  miglit,  by  tliis  tiae  led  a  marliet. 

A  lustre  grand ; 

Or  struttod  in  a  bank  an'  elackit 

And  seem'd  to  my  astnnisli'd  view, 

My  eash-aocoant : 

A  well-known  land. 

WMIe  here,  half-mad,  half-fed,  half-sarliit. 

Is  a'  til'  amount. 

Here,  riTcrs  in  the  sea  were  lost ; 

There,  mountains  to  the  skies  were  tost : 

I  started,  mutt'ring,  bloethead!  coof  I 

Here,  tumbling  billows  mark'd  the  coast. 

And  heav'd  on  liigh  my  waukit  loof, 

Wltli  surging  foam ; 

To  swear  by  a'  yon  starry  roof. 

There,  distant  shono  Art's  lofty  boast, 

Or  some  rash  ait^, 

The  lordly  dome. 

That  I,  henceforth,  -would  be  rhyme-proof 

Till  my  last  breath— 

Here,  Doon  pour'd  down  hisfar-fetoh'd  floods ; 

There,  wcU-fcd  Irwine  stately  tlrads  : 

When,  click !  tlie  string  tlie  snick  did  draw ; 

Auid  hermit  Ayr  staw  thro'  his  woods. 

And,jeel  the  door  gaed  to  the  wa' ; 

On  fc  the  shore; 

An'  by  my  ingle-lowe  I  saw, 

And  many  a  lesser  torrent  scuds. 

Now  bleeiin'  bright. 

With  seemiag  roar. 

A  tiglit  outlandish  hiiiie,  braw 

Come  full  in  sight. 

Low,  in  a  sandy  Talley  spread, 

An  ancient  borongh  reac'd  her  head  ; 

Ye  need  na  doubt,  I  held  my  wisht; 

Still,  as  in  Seottiali  story  read, 

The  infant  alth,  half-form'd,  was  erusht ; 

She  boasts  a  race. 

I  glowr'd  as  eorie's  I'd  been  dusht 

To  ey'ry  nobler  virtue  bred. 

In  some  wild  glen; 

And  polish' d  grace. 

When  sweet,  like  modest  wortJi,  she  hlusht, 

And  stepped  ben. 

By  stately  tow'r,  or  palace  fair. 

Or  ruins  pendent  in  the  air. 

Green,  slender,  leaf-elad  holly-boughs 

Bold  stems  of  heroes,  here  and  there. 

Were  twisted,  graoefu',  round  her  brows, 

I  could  discern ; 

I  took  her  for  some  Scottish  Muse, 

Some  seem'd  to  muse,  some  seem'd  to  dare, 

By  that  same  token; 

With  feature  stem. 

An'  come  to  stop  those  reckless  vows. 

Wou'd  soon  be  broken. 

My  heart  did  glowing  transport  fool. 

To  see  a  race'  heroic  wheel. 

A  "  hair-brain'd,  sentimental  trace" 

And  brandish  round  the  decf -dy'd  steel 

Was  strongly  marked  in  her  face ; 

In  sturdy  blows ; 

A  wildly-witty,  rustic  grace 

Shone  full  upon  her ; 

Thoir  southron  foes. 

Her  eye,  ov'n  turn'd  on  empty  space. 

Beam'd  keen  with  bonour. 

His  Country's  Sayioar,'  mark  liim  well ! 

Bold  liiehardton'ss  heroic  swell ; 

Down  flow'd  her  robe,  a  tartan  sheen. 

The  chief  on  Sark'  who  glorious  fell. 

'Till  half  a  leg  was  scrimply  seen : 

In  high  command; 

1 TIJ8  Wallaces. 

maeJ  under  DouglaB,  Earl  of  Ormond,  ot  IIib  famam 

oSir  William  Wallace. 

battle  on  tlie  banks  of  Sart,  fi.ugbl  anno  1118.    Thai 

8  Adam  Wollnco,  of  Bichar.ltnn,  cousin  lo  llio  imraor- 

glijrimiB  victory  was  principiill;-  av'mg  In  the  jiidicimii 

condnct  and  inlrepid  vulogr of  liie  gallant  laitdufCrsigie, 

4  WallQ=fl.  Laitd  of  Craigie,  who  waa  second  Id  eom- 

who  died  of  hie  wonnils  after  tbe  aelion 
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Tliore,  wliere  a  sceptr'd  Pictisli  shade' 
Stalk'd  rouiLd  his  ashes  lowly  laid, 
I  mark'd  a  martial  race  portray'd 

In  colours  sipong; 
Bold,  soldier-featiir'd,  iindismay'd 

They  strode  along. 

Thro'  many  a  wild  romantic  gro^e,' 
Near  many  a  hermit-fancy'd  cove, 
(Fit  haunts  for  friendship  or  for  love,) 

In  musing  mood. 
An  aged  judge,  I  saw  him  rove. 

Dispensing  good. 

With  deep-Btmck,  reTerential  a-we,3 
The  learned  Biro  and  son  I  saw. 
To  Nature's  God  and  Nature's  law 

They  gave  tlieir  lore. 
This,  all  ita  Eoarce  and  end  to  draw  ; 

That,  to  adore. 

BrydoQe's  bravo  ward^  I  well  could  epy. 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  smiling  eye ; 
Who  call'd  on  Fame,  low  standing  by, 

To  hand  him  on. 
Where  many  a  Patriot-name  on  high 

And  hero  shone. 


WiTK  musing-deep,  astonish'd  stare, 
I  Tiew'il  the  heayenly-aeeming  fair; 
A  whisp'ring  throb  did  wifneaa  hear 

Of  kindred  sweet, 
When  with  an  elder  sister's  air 

She  did  me  greet. 

"  All  hail !  My  own  inspired  bard  ! 
In  me  thy  native  Muse  regard  I 
Nor  longer  mourn  thy  fate  la  hard, 

Thus  poorly  low ! 
1  come  to  give  thoo  such  reward 

As  we  bestow. 

"Know,  the  groat  genius  of  this  land. 
Has  many  a  light  aijrial  band. 


Who,  ftU  beneath  his  high  command. 
Harmoniously, 

As  arts  or  arms  they  understand, 

Tlieir  labours  ply. 

"They  Scotia's  race  among  them  share; 
Some  fire  the  soldier  on  to  dare; 
Some  rouse  the  patriot  up  to  bare 

Corruption's  heart. 
Some  teach  the  bard,  a  darling  care, 

The  tuneful  art. 

"  'Mong  swelling  floods  of  reeking  gore, 
They,  ardent,  kindling  spirits,  pout; 
Or  'mid  the  yenal  senate's  roar. 

They,  sightless,  stand. 
To  mend  the  honest  patriot-lore. 

And  grace  tlie  hand. 

"  And  when  tJie  bard,  or  hoary  saga. 
Charm  or  instruct  tlie  future  age. 
They  bind  the  wild,  poetic  rage 

In  energy. 
Or  point  the  ineonclusive  page 

Full  on  tlie  eye. 

"  llcnee  Fullarton,  the  brave  and  young; 
Hence  Dempster's  zeal-inspired  tongue; 
Hence  sweet  harmonious  Beattie  sung 

His  '  Minstrel'  lays  ; 
Or  tore,  with  noble  ardour  stung. 

The  Eceptic's  bays. 

"To  lower  orders  are  assign'd 
The  humbler  ranks  of  hunian-kind. 
The  rustic  bard,  the  lab'ring  hind. 


The  various  man. 

"When  yclJoiT  waves  the  heavy  grain, 
The  threat'ning  storm  some,  strongly,  ri 
Some  teach  to  meliorate  the  plain. 

With  tillage-skill; 
And  some  insiruet  the  shepherd-train, 

Blythe  o'er  the  hill. 
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Some  sootKe  the  lab'rer'a  weary  toil. 

"  r  saw  tliy  pulse's  maddening  play. 

For  humble  gaiua, 

Wild  send  thee  pleasure's  devious  way. 

And  make  his  cottiige-scenes  beguile 

Misled  by  Fancy's  meteor-ray, 

Hia  earoa  untl  paiaa. 

By  passion  driven ; 

But  yet  tlie  light  thnt  led  astray 

"Some,  hounded  to  a  dlatriot-spaoe. 

Was  light  from  Heaven. 

Eiplore  at  large  man's  infant  rsoe, 

To  mark  the  cmhrjotio  trace 

"I  taught  thy  manners -painting  atrcins. 

Of  rustic  bard: 

The  loves,  the  ways  of  simple  swains, 

And  careful  note  each  op'niug  grace, 

Till  now,  o'er  all  my  wide  domains 

A  guide  and  guard. 

Thy  fame  extends; 

And  some,  the  pride  of  Coila'a  plains, 

"  Of  these  am  I— Coila  mj  name ; 

Become  tiy  friends. 

And  this  district  as  mine  I  claim, 

Where  once  tie  Campbells,  ohiefa  of  fame. 

"  Thou  canst  not  learn,  nor  can  I  show. 

Hold  ruling  pow'r: 

To  paint  with  Thomson's  landscape  glow ; 

I  mark'd  thy  em tiryo -tuneful  flame, 

Or  wake  the  bosom-melting  throe, 

Tlij  natal  hour. 

With  Shcnstone's  art ; 

Or  pour,  with  Gray,  tlie  nioviag  flow, 

"With  future  hope,  I  oft  would  gaie, 

Warm  on  the  heart. 

Fond,  on  thy  little  early  waya. 

Thy  rudely  ottrroH'd,  chiming  phrase. 

"Tot,  all  beneath  the  unrivall'd  rose. 

In  uncouth  rhymes, 

The  lowly  daisy  sweetly  blows  ; 

Pir'd  at  tte  simple,  artless  lays 

Tho'  large  the  forest's  monarch  throws 

Of  other  times. 

Hia  army  sliade, 

Yet  green  the  juicy  hawthorn  grows. 

"  I  saw  thee  seek  the  sounditig  shore. 

Adown  tho  glade. 

Delighted  with  the  dashing  roar ; 

Or  when  the  nortli  his  fleecy  store 

"  Then  never  murmur  nor  repine ; 

Drove  through  the  sky, 

Strive  in  thy  humble  sphere  to  shlno; 

I  saw  grim  Nature's  visage  Iioar 

And,  trust  me,  not  Potosi's  mine, 

Struck  thy  young  eye. 

Nor  king's  regard, 

Can  give  a  bliss  o'ermatching  thine. 

"Or  when  the  deep  green-mantled  earth 

A  rustic  bard. 

Warm  cherisli'd  ev'ry  flow'ret'a  birth. 

And  joy  and  music  pouring  forth 

"To  give  my  counsels  all  in  one. 

In  ov'ry  grove, 

Thy  tuneful  flame  still  careful  fan; 

I  saw  thee  eye  the  general  mirth 

Preserve  the  dignity  of  man, 

With  boundless  lore. 

With  son!  erect; 

And  trust,  the  universal  plan 

"When  ripen'd  lielda,  and  aiure  skica. 

Will  all  protect. 

Called  forth  the  reaper's  ruatling  noise, 

I  saw  thee  leave  their  evening  joya. 

"  And  wear  thou  this,"— she  solemn  said, 

And  lonely  stalk. 

And  bound  the  holly  round  my  head : 

To  vent  thy  boaom's  swelling  riao 

The  polish'd  leaves  and  berries  red 

Id  pensive  walk. 

Did  ruatling  play; 

And  like  a  passing  thought,  she  fled 

"  When  youthful  loTC,  warra-blusliing,  strong, 

In  light  away. 

Those  accents,  grateful  to  thy  tongue, 
Th'  adored  Bame 

I  taught  tliee  how  to  pour  in  aong, 

To  soothe  thy  flame. 
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XXV. 

HALLOWBEH.' 

ot  Ihe  rich  deride,  Hie  proui 


[This  Poem  contsins 
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Dpos  that  night,  when  fairies  light 

On  Cassilis  Downaas'  dance. 

Or  owre  the  lays,  i 

n  splendid  blaie. 

On  sprightly  cou 

tsers  prance ; 

Oc  for  Colean  tiie  rout  is  ta'en. 

Beneath  the  moo 

n'a  pale  beams; 

There,  iip  the  Cove 

'  to  stray  an'  ro 

0 

Amang  the  rock 

an'  streams 

To  sport  that  ni 

gilt 

Amang  the  honnic  winding  hanks 

Where  Doon  rins,  TsimplLu',  clear, 
Where  Bruce*  ance  rul'd  the  martial  ranlis. 

An'  shook  his  Carriok  spear. 
Soma  merry,  frieniHy,  countra  folks, 

Together  did  convene. 
To  bu.m  their  nits,  an'  pou  tlieir  stoolis, 

An'  hand  their  Halloween 

Fu'  blyUie  that  night. 

Olher  miBchief-malriDg  beings  are  oil  nbrond  on  their 
boaerulinldiilg)]terrsn<l9:i)arlicnlBil7thnBe  aerial  people, 
the  Fairies,  are  said  on  that  night  lo  hold  a  srani!  annJ- 

a  Cerlain  tillla,  toaiaotlc,  rocky  green  hilla,  in  the 
neighbourKood  of  die  ancient  seal  of  the  Eatla  of  Caseilis. 

3  A  noted  cavern  near  Colean-hoose,  called  the  Cove 
of  Coloan  which,  as  well  as  Casailifl  Downana,  is  famed 


ry  for  hoiB 


raof 


5  The  first  cercmnny  of  irnlloweon  ia,  pnllin;  each  a 
stock,  or  plant  of  kail.  They  must  go  out,  hand-ln-hand, 
with  Byes  shot,  and  poll  tlie  first  liiey  meet  with!  its 
Wing  big  or  liiUe,  stta^ht  or  crooked,  la  prophetic  of 


The  lasses  feat,  an'  clcnnly  neat, 

Mair  hraw  than  irlicn  they're  fine ; 
Tlicir  faces  bljthe,  fu'  sweetly  kylhe, 

Hearts  leal,  an'  warm,  an'  kin' ; 
The  lads  sae  trig,  wi'  wooer  babs, 

Weel  knotted  on  their  garten. 
Some  ■anco  blato,  an'  some  wi'  gabs, 

Gar  lasses'  hearts  gang  startin' 

Wliiles  fast  at  night. 
Then,  first  and  foremost,  thro'  the  kail. 

Their  stocks"  maun  a'  he  sought  ancc; 
Tlicy  stock  their  een,  an'  graip  an'  wale. 

For  muckle  ajies  an'  straught  anes. 
Poor  hav'rel  Will  fell  afF  the  drift. 

An'  wander'd  through  the  how-kail. 
An'  pon't,  for  want  o'  bettor  shift, 

A  runt  was  Uke  a  sow-tail, 

Saa  bow't  that  nig)it. 
Then,  straught  or  crooked,  yird  or  name. 

They  roar  an'  cry  a'  throu'ther ; 
The  vera  wee-tliings,  todlin',  rin 

Wi'  stocks  out-owre  their  shouthor; 
An'  gif  the  custoo'a  sweet  or  sour, 

Wi' jootelega  they  taste  them; 
Syne  eoiiely,  aboon  the  door, 

Wi'  cannie  eare,  they've  placed  them 
To  lie  tliat  night. 
The  lasses  staw  frae  mang  them  a' 

To  pou  their  stalks  o'  corn  f 
But  Rah  slips  out,  an'  jinks  about, 

Bohint  the  muekle  thorn : 
lie  grippet  Nelly  hard  an'  fast; 

Loud  sldrl'd  a'  the  lasses  ; 
But  her  tap-pi ekle  maist  was  lost. 

When  kiuttlin'  in  tlie  fauao-honse' 

Wi'  him  that  night. 

root,  that  Is  tocher,  or  fortune ;  nnfl  the  Inste  of  ttie  Pustoc. 
thatis,  (he  heart  of  the  stem,  is  indicativfl  ofllie  niitum! 

UiHm  their  onlinary  Hppolhitlon,  the  mnta,  are  pl:ice< 
Bomewhere  above  the  head  of  the  danr ;  and  the  Christian 

are,  acooriling  to  the  priority  of  phiuing  the  runta,  Uii 
naniBa  in  question. 

,  and  pull  each  nt  tlirei 


green  or  wet,  the  ataok-huilder,  by  means  of  nl,l  linihe 
ing  ia  tlie  side  wliich  is  fairest  exposed  to  tha  wind  !  thin 
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T!ic  UHld  su;Jwifi.'a  wecl  lioordet  nits' 

An'  darklins  graipit  for  the  banks. 

Are  round  aa'  round  divided; 

And  in  the  blue-elue^  tlirows  then. 

An'  monio  lads'  an'  lasses'  fates 

Bight  fear't  that  night. 

Are  there  that  night  decided : 

Some  kindle,  oouthie,  side  by  side. 

An'  ay  she  win't,  an'  ay  she  swat, 

An'  bum  thegither  trimly; 

I  wat  she  made  nae  jaukin' ; 

Some  start  aw  a'  wi'  sauoy  pride, 

'Till  something  held  within  tlie  pat, 

And  jump  out-owre  the  cliimlie 

Guid  L— d !  but  she  was  quaukiu' ! 

Fu'  high  that  night. 

But  whether  'twas  the  Deil  himsel'. 

Or  whether  'twas  a  b auk-en'. 

Jean  slips  in  twra  wi'  tentie  e'e; 

Or  whether  it  was  Andrew  Bell, 

IVhn'twDS,  she  wadnn,  tell; 

She  did  ca  wait  on  talkin' 

But  this  is  Jock,  an'  this  is  me, 

To  spier  that  night. 

She  says  in  to  hersel' : 

He  bleez'd  owre  her,  an'  she  owre  Mm, 

Wee  Jenny  to  her  graunie  says, 

As  they  wad  never  mair  part ; 

"Will  ye  go  wi'  me,  grannie! 

•Till,  fuff !  ho  started  up  ihe  Inm, 

I'll  eat  the  apples  at  the  glass. 

An'  Jean  had  e'on  a  sair  heart 

I  gat  frae  nnclo  Johnnie:" 

To  see't  that  night. 

She  fuff't  her  pipe  wi'  sic  a  lunt. 

la  wrath  she  was  sae  vap'rin'. 

Poor  Willie,  yji'  his  bow-tail  runt, 

She  Qotiu't  na,  an  aizle  brunt 

Was  brunt  wi'  primsio  Mallio  ; 

Her  braw  new  worset  apron 

An'  Mallio,  nac  douht,  took  the  drunt. 

Out  thro'  that  night 

Tohecompar'dtoWlie; 

Moll's  nit  lap  out  wi'  pridefu'  fling, 

An'herainfititbrnntit; 

I  daur  you  try  sio  spoirtin'. 

■While  Willie  lap,  and  swoor,  by  jing, 

As  seek  the  foul  Thief  onie  place, 

'Tmaa  just  the  way  he  wanted 

For  him  to  spae  your  fortune  : 

To  he  that  night. 

Nae  doubt  but  ye  may  get  a  sight ! 

Great  cause  ye  hae  to  fear  it ; 

Nell  had  the  fause-hnuse  in  her  min'. 

For  monie  a  ane  has  gotten  a  fright, 

She  pits  hersel  an' Rob  in; 

An'  liv'd  an'  died  delceret 

InloTing  bleeie  they  sweetly  join, 

On  sic  a  night 

'Till  white  in  asc  they're  sohbin' ; 

Hell's  heart  was  danein'  at  the  view, 

"  Ae  hairst  afore  the  Sherra-moor, 

She  whisper'd  Rob  to  leuk  for't : 

I  mind't  as  weel's  yestreen, 

Bob,  stowlins,  prie'd  her  bonie  moa', 

I  was  a  gilpey  then,  I'm  sure 

Fu'  oozie  in  the  neuk  for't. 

I  was  na  past  fifteen: 

Onaeen  that  night. 

The  simmer  had  been  cauld  an'  wat. 

An'  stuff  was  nneo  green ; 

But  Merrflu  sat  behint  their  backs, 

An'  ay  a  rantin'  kirn  we  gat. 

Her  tlioaghts  on  Andrew  Bell ; 

An'  just  on  Halloween 

She  lea'es  Ihem  gnshin'  at  their  cracks. 

It  fell  that  night. 

And  slips  out  by  hersel' : 

She  fhrongh  the  yard  the  nearest  taks. 

"  Our  stibblc-rig  was  Eab  M'Graen, 

An'  to  the  kiln  she  goes  then. 

A  clever,  sturdy  fellow : 

lad  and  lass  to  earh  parlicnlat  nut,  as  they  lay  them  iu 

l,aodfl'"t.e.wholioldET»non>nver^villberetorneflfmin 

the  fire,  and  aocoriling  as  lliey  hum  quietly  ti^ether,  or 

llie  tiin-pol,  naming  the  Cliristian  and  surname  of  j-our 

Blurt  fmm  beside  ooe  onotliBt,  the  couteo  and  iseue  of  the 

future  apouso. 

3  Take  a  candla,  and  go  alone  to  u  looking-glass ;  oat 

2  Whoerer  would,  with  succeae,  try  this  Bpell,  mu» 

an  apple  before  it,  and  some  tradilions  say,  you  should 

strictly  nbsflrye  these  directions:  Steal  out,  all  oloue,  to 

comb  your  liair  all  the  time ;  the  face  of  your  oonjuga: 

the  kiin,  md,  darkling,  thrnw  inte  the  pot  a  clue  of  bluo 

yurn ;  wind  it  in  u  clue  off  the  old  one ;  and  towards  the 
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He's  sin  gat  Ipple  S!m  w!'  wean. 

He  swoor  'twas  hilchin  Jean  M'Craw, 

That  UT'd   in  AoLmaealla  : 

Or  oroucMe  Merran  Humphie, 

He  gat  hemp-seed,'   I  mjcii  it  weel, 

'Till,  stop!  she  trotted  thro'  them  a'; 

And  he  made  unco  light  o't ; 

An'  wha  was  it  but  Grumphic 

But  monie  a  day  was  by  himsel'. 

Asteer  that  night  I 

He  was  sao  sairly  frigliteii 

Tiiat  vera  night." 

Meg  f^n  Ttad  to  the  barn  hae  gaen, 

To  win  three  weohts  o'  iiaethlng  ;" 

Then  np  gat  fechtin'  Jamie  Fleek, 

But  for  to  meet  the  deil  her  lane, 

An'  he  snoor  by  his  oonsoience, 

She  pat  but  little  faith  in: 

That  lie  could  saw  hemp-seed  a,  peck  ; 

She  gies  tho  herd  a  pickle  nits. 

For  it  was  a'  but  nonsense ; 

An'  twa  red  eheekit  apples. 

The  auld  guidman  raught  down  the  pock, 

To  watch,  while  for  the  barn  she  sets. 

An'  out  a'  handfu'  gied  him ; 

In  hopes  to  sec  Tam  Kipples 

Syne  bad  him  slip  frae  'mang  the  folk. 

That  vera  night. 

SometJiiie  when  nao  ane  ace'd  him, 

An'  try't  that  night. 

She  turns  the  key  wi'  cannie  thraw. 

An'  owrc  the  threshold  ventures ; 

He  marches  thro'  amarg  the  stacks, 

But  first  on  Sawnie  gies  a  oa'. 

Tho'  he  was  something  sturtin  ; 

Syne  bauldly  in  she  enters : 

The  graip  he  for  a  harrow  taks. 

A  ration  rattled  up  tlie  wa'. 

An'  haurls  at  liis  cnrpin  ; 

An'  she  cried,  L— d  preserve  her ! 

An'  BT'ry  now  an'  tlien  he  says. 

An'  ran  thro'  midden-hole  an'  a'. 

"  Hemp-seed,  I  saw  thee. 

An'  pray'd  wi'  zeal  and  fervour. 

An'  her  that  is  to  be  my  lass, 

Fu'  fast  that  night 

Come  after  me,  an'  draw  thee 

As  fast  that  night." 

They  hoj't  cut  Will,  wi  sair  advice ; 

They  hecht  him  some  fine  braw  ane ; 

He  whistl'd  up  Lord  lennos'  march. 

It  chano'd  tho  stack  he  faddom't  thrice,' 

To  keep  his  courage  cheery; 

Was  timmer-propt  for  thrawin' ; 

Altho'  his  hair  began  to  arch, 

15e  taks  a  swirlie  auld  moss-oak, 

He  was  sac  ilej'd  an'  eerie  ; 

For  some  black,  grousome  cariin; 

'Till  presently  he  hears  a  squeak, 

An'  loot  a  winie,  an'  drew  a  stroke, 

An'  then  a  grane  an'  gruntle ; 

'liU  akin  in  Hypes  cam  haurlin' 

He  by  his  shouther  gae  a  keck. 

AiT's  nieves  that  night 

An'  tumbl'd  wi'  a  wintle 

Out-owre  that  night. 

A  wanton  widow  Leeiio  was, 

As  canty  as  a  kjttlin  ; 

He  roar'd  a  horrid  murder-shout, 

But,  och  !  that  night,  amang  (he  shaws. 

In  drcadfu'  desperation! 

Slie  got  a  fearfu'  settlin'  1 

An'  young  an'  auld  cam  rionin'  out. 

She  thro'  tho  whins,  an'  by  the  cairn. 

An'  hear  the  sad  narration; 

An'  owre  the  hill  gaed  serieTin, 

Ihat  the  being  Eboui  lo  appeor  may  shot  the  don™  stid 

esfld,  hartowing  it  with  an/tliing  yog  con  eonvenieuily 

do  yon  some  mifwhief.    Then  take  th-jt  mElrument  used 

draw  nOer  you.    Eepeat,  now  and  dien,  "Hemp-eeecl,  J 

in  winnowing  tho  corn,  wliiob,  in  our  cimntry  ilialect,  we 

tnwlheo;  hcrap-sceJ,  lKiwltieB;EnUhiin(orher)Uiot 

ciillBivecl.t;  uudgolhmugli  all  Uie  atlitu.;eB  of  letting 

in  lo  he  my  trua  lovo,  roma  after  ma  and  pon  thee," 

down roniRgainEllbo  wind.    Eopent  It  lliroe  tiinos;  and 

llia  lliinl  timo,   an  apparition  will  pasn  tlirongb  tlia 

bam,  in  at  the  windy  door,  and  out  n(  (lio  oilier,  liavuig 

herop.    Sirao  ImdiEinps  wy,  ■'  Coma  after  me,  nod  show 

a  Take  nn  opportunity  of  gning  onnntioad,  to  a  hsan 

■fter  me,  and  harrow  lliea." 

Btack,  and  ftCbOTnil  three  linie»  round.    The  lost  fatlioo 

and  a]..ao.    You  go  to  the  barn,  and  open  holl.  doora, 

ituce  of  your  Allure  conjugiil  yoke-fellow. 

lakii^  thBmoiriliB  h!ngea,  if possiblej  for  ihere.8  dnojst 
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IVhare  throe  Inirds'  lands  met  at  a  burn,' 
To  dip  her  left  Bari-sleeve  in, 

Was  bent  that  night. 

Whyles  owre  a  liiia  the  burnlc  plays, 

As  through  the  elen  i'  wimpl't ; 
Whjlea  round  a  rooky  scaur  it  strays, 

Whjlea  in  a  wiel  it  dimpl't ; 
Wliylcs  glitter'd  to  the  nightly  rays, 

IVi'  biolioririg,  dancing  dazzle ; 
Whylea  cookit  underneath  the  braes. 

Below  the  spreading  hazel, 

Unseen  that  night. 

Amang  the  hraokens  on  the  brae. 

Between  her  an'  the  moon. 
The  dell,  or  else  an  cutler  quey, 

Gat  up  an'  gae  a  oroou  : 
Poor  Looiie's  heart  msuat  lap  the  hool ! 

Kear  lay'rock-height  she  jumpit, 
But  mist  a  fit,  au'  in  flio  pool 

Ont-owre  the  lugs  she  plumpit, 

Wi'  a  plunge  tJmt  night. 

In  order,  on  the  clean  hearth-stane, 

The  luggies  three=  are  ranged. 
And  OT'ry  time  great  care  is  ta'en, 

To  see  them  duly  changed: 
Auld  nnole  John,  wha  wedlock's  joya 

Sin  Mar's-year  did  desire, 
Because  he  gat  tbe  toom-ilish  thrice, 

Ue  heay'd  them  on  tlie  fire 

In  wratli  that  night. 

Wi'  merry  sangs,  and  friendly  cracks, 

I  wat  they  did  na  weary ; 
An'  uneo  tales,  an'  funnie  jokes. 

Their  sports  were  cheap  an'  cheery; 
Till  butter'd  so'nss  wi'  fragrant  lunt, 

Set  a'  their  gabs  a-steerin' ; 
Sync,  wi'  a  social  glass  o'  strunt. 

They  parted  aff  caroerin' 

Fu'  blythe  that  night. 


in  »^ht  of  a  fire,  and  hung  your  wet  eleeve  beforo  it  to 
dry.  Lib  awoke:  and,  some  liraa  near  midnight,  an 
Bpp^in'-ion  havu^  tlio  exact  Bjara  of  the  grjind  object  la 
m  the  tloe^'e,  as  if  lo  dry  the 


Et'ie  of  it 


e,  foni  w 


XXVI. 
MAN  WAS   MADE   TO   MOURN. 


[The  origin  of  this  Alio  poem 


nother  would  eine  the  simple  old  tong  of '  The  Life  and 
Ige  of  Man.' "  From  that  truly  reneruble  woman,  long 
net  the  death  of  her  dietltigiiiBheri  eoq,  CionieV,  In  col. 
sating  the  Belignee.obteinBd  ocopybyrecitntionof  the 
Idar  Eti-ain.  Tliough  the  tone  and  EOntioieitt  coinelile 
Losely  with  I'  Man  ivas  mada  to  Monrn,"  I  njjtee  with 

When  chill  November's  surly  blast 

JIade  fields  and  forests  bare. 
One  ev'niog  as  I  wandered  forth 

Along  the  banks  of  Ayr, 
I  spy'd  a  man  whose  aged  step 

Seem'd  weary,  worn  with  care ; 
His  face  was  furrow'd  o'er  with  years, 

And  hoary  was  his  hair. 

"  Young  stranger,  wliither  wand'reat  thou  J" 

Began  the  rOT'reud  sage; 
"  Does  thirst  of  wealth'  tliy  step  constrain. 

Or  youthful  pleasure's  rage  ? 
Or  haply,  prest  with  cares  and  woes. 

Too  soon  Ihoa  hast  began 
To  wander  forth,  ■ 


Then: 


■sofw 


"  The  sun  (hat  OTerhangs  yon  moors, 

Out-spreading  fur  and  wide, 
Where  hnniireda  labour  to  support 

A  haughty  lordling's  ptide ; 
I've  seen  yon  weary  winter-sun 

Twice  forty  times  return, 
And  ev'ry  time  has  added  proofs 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

"  0  man!  while  in  thy  early  years. 
How  prodigal  of  time ! 
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Misspending  all  thy  precious  hours, 

This  partial  view  of  human-ltind 

Tliy  glorioug  youthful  prime  ! 

Is  surely  not  the  best ! 

Altocnato  follies  take  the  sway ; 

The  poor,  oppressed,  honest  man 

Had  never,  sui-e,  been  born. 

Which  tenfold  force  gives  nature's  law, 

Had  there  not  been  some  recompense 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

To  comfort  those  tliat  mourn  ! 

"  Loot  not  alone  on  youthful  prime. 

"0  Death!  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend— 

Or  manliood's  active  might; 

The  kindest  and  the  best ! 

M^n  then  la  useful  to  his  Mud, 

Welcome  the  hour,  my  aged  limbs 

Supported  in  his  right: 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 

But  see  him  on  tlie  edge  of  life. 

The  great,  the  wealthy,  fear  tliy  blow. 

With  cares  and  sorrows  worn; 

From  pomp  and  pleasure  torn  ! 

Then  age  nnd  want— oh  I  ill-match'd  pair!— 

But,  oh  !  a  blest  relief  to  those 

Show  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

That  weary-laden  mourn." 

"  A  few  seem  fayouvites  of  fate, 

In  pleasure's  lap  oarest: 

Yet,  t!iink  not  all  the  rich  and  great 

Are  likewise  truly  blest. 

xxvn. 

But,  oh  1  what  crowds  in  every  land. 

All  wretched  nnd  forlorn! 

TO   RUIS. 

Thro'  weary  life  this  lesson  learn- 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

hook,  "  taking  o  peep  through,  as  Yonng  finely  saya. 

<  The  dark  postern  of  time  loi^  elitpssd.'     'Twas  a 

"Many  nnd  sharp  the  num'rons  ills 

Inworen  with  our  fiamc  I 

weakness,  and  folly ;  inj-  life  remMed  mo  of  n  rnn.od 

More  pointed  still  we  make  ourselves, 
Gegret,  remorse,  and  shame! 

temple.    What  Btrenglh,  wliat  proiv,>rtion  LnEomo  parte . 
Ths  frasment,  Tn  Ruin,  saemB  to  have  had  its  or^in  in 

momente  such  as  lliese.] 

The  smiles  of  love  adorn, 

^ 

Malies  countless  thousands  mourn  ! 

All  hail!  inesor.ihle  lord! 

"See  yonder  poor,  o'erlabotir'd  wight, 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile, 
WIio  begs  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toll; 
And  see  his  lordly  fellow-worm 

The  poor  petition  spurn. 
Unmindful,  though  a  weeping  wife 

And  helpless  offspring  mourn. 

"If  I'm  dcsign'd  yon  lordling's  slave — 

By  Nature's  law  design'd — 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 

E'er  planted  in  my  mind  ! 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 

His  cruelty  or  soom  ? 
Or  why  has  man  the  will  and  power 

To  make  his  fellow  monm? 

"  Yet,  let  not  this  too  much,  my  son. 
Disturb  thy  youthful  breast; 


At  whose  destruction-breathing  word, 

The  ciigbtiost  empires  fall  I 
Thy  cruel,  woe-delighted  train. 
The  ministers  of  grief  aod  pain, 

A  sullen  welcome,  all  I 
With  stern-re  solv'd,  despairing  eye, 

I  see  each  aimed  dart ; 
For  one  has  cut  my  dearest  tie. 
And  quivers  in  my  heart. 
Then  low'ring  and  pouring, 

The  stonn  no  more  I  dread ; 
Though  fliiek'rung  and  Hact'ning, 
Eound  my  devoted  head. 


And  thou  grim  pow'r,  by  life  abhorr 
While  life  a  pleasure  can  afford, 

Oh!  hoar  a  wretch's  prayer! 
No  more  I  shrink  appall'd,  afraid; 
I  court,  I  beg  thy  friendly  aid. 

To  close  tills  scene  of  care  ! 
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When  sball  my  soul,  in  eHeat  peai 

Resign  life's  jojless  day ; 
My  weary  heart  its  throbblnga  cei 
CoM  monld'ring  in  the  clay  1 
No  fear  more,  no  tear  more. 
To  stain  my  lifeless  face  ; 
Enclasped,  and  grasped 
Within  tliy  cold  embrace  1 


JOHNGOUDIE   OF   KILMARNOCK. 


ought  to  the  grBB 


w  foi^oll 


0  Goudie!  terror  of  the  Whigs, 
Dread  of  black  coats  and  rcv'rend  wigs. 
Sour  Bigotry,  on  hor  last  legs, 

Gimin',  looks  back, 
Wiahin'  the  ten  Egyptian  plagues 

Wad  seize  you  quick. 

Poor  gapiu',  gloffrin'  Superstition, 
Waes  me !  she's  in  a,  sad  condition ; 
Fie  J  bring  Black  Jock,  her  state  physician, 

j        Alas !  there's  ground  o'  great  suspicion 
i  She'll  ne'er  get  better. 

Aold  Orthodony  lang  did  grapple. 
But  now  she's  got  an  unco  ripple ; 
Haste,  gie  her  name  up  i'  the  chapel. 

Nigh  unto  death ; 
See,  how  she  fetches  at  the  thrapple. 

An'  gasps  for  breath. 

Enthusiasm's  past  redemption, 

Gaen  in  a  gallopiu'  consumption, 

Not  a'  the  quacks,  wi'  a'  their  gumption. 

Will  ever  mend  her. 
Her  feeble  pulse  g^es  strong  presumption 

Death  soon  will  end  her. 


But  gin  the  Lord's  ain  focks  gat  leave, 
A  toom  tar-barrel, 

An'  twa  red  peats  wad  send  relief. 

An'  end  the  quarrel 


J.  LAPRAIK. 


''waaprodncerteia 

llyontheoceodond 

oscribBdbytha 

SQlhor.    Rockii^is 

■omso  empioyed  Ihei 

ipnrs  liou 

T'n 

or  distaff.    This  sin 

e;3nd\™Ufitlsdto 

l,e  social  1 

cli- 

nalion  of  moettag 

phrase  of  Boi.^  a 

rooking,  or  with  thi 

roke.    A 

gotlen  when  the  m: 

e  gave  piaca  to  U.e  . 

.inol,^-w 

a  used  hy  both  sflie; 

.f  going  with  the.rr 

While  briers  an 

woodbines  budding  green. 

An'  pai tricks  seraiehin'  loud  at  o'e 

n. 

An'  morning  pou 

ssie  whidden  seen 

se, 

This  iYeedom  in 

n  untnown  frien 
I  pray  excuse 

Ou  Fasten-een  wc  had  a  rocltin't 

To  ca'  the  crack  and  woave  our  stccki 

And  there  was  muckle  fun  an'  jokin'. 

Ye  need  na  douht 
At  length  we  had  a  hearty  yokiu' 

At  sang  about. 

There  was  ae  sang,  amang  the  rest, 
Aboon  them  a'  it  pleas'd  me  best. 
That  some  kind  hush  and  had  addrest 


I've  scarce  heard  aught  deacrib'd  sae  ireel 
What  gen'rous  manly  bosoms  feel. 
Thought  I,  "Can  this  be  Pope  or  Steele, 

Or  Beattie'a  wark?" 
They  told  me  'twas  an  odd  kind  chiel 

About  Muirkirk. 
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It  pat  me  fidgm-fain  to  hear't, 

Gie  me  ae  spark  o'  Nature's  fire  ! 

And  sae  nbout  him  thero  I  spier't, 

That's  a'  the  learaing  I  desire  ; 

Then  a'  that  ken't  him  round  declar'd 

Then  though  I  drudge  thro'  dub  an'  mire 

He  had  injine. 

At  pleugh  or  cart. 

That,  nane  cxcell'd  it,  few  cam  near't, 

My  muse,  though  hamely  in  attire. 

It  was  sac  fine. 

May  touch  the  heart 

That,  set  him  to  a  pint  of  ale. 

0  for  a  spunk  o'  Allan's  glee, 

An'  either  douce  or  merry  tale, 

Or  Fergusson's,  the  bauld  and  slee. 

Or  rhymes  an'  sangs  he'd  mad*  himae!'. 

Or  bright  Lapralk's,  my  friend  to  be. 

Or  witty  catoliea, 

If  I  can  hit  it ! 

'Tween  InTerness  and  Tiviotdftla, 

That  would  be  lear  eneugli  for  me. 

He  had  few  matches. 

If  I  could  get  it. 

Then  up  I  gat,  an'  swoor  an  aith. 

Now,  sir,  if  ye  hae  friends  enow, 

Tho'  I  should  pawn  my  pleugh  and  graith, 

Tho'  real  friends,  I  b'lieve,  are  few. 

Or  die  a  cadger  pownie's  death 

Yet,  if  your  catalogue  bo  fou, 

At  some  djke-back. 

I'se  no  insist. 

A  pint  an'  gill  I'd  glo  them  baitli 

But  gif  ye  want  ao  friend  that's  true— 

To  hear  your  ccaok. 

I'm  on  your  list. 

But,  first  an'  foremost,  I  should  tell, 

I  winnajjjaj''  about  myscl ; 

Amaist  as  soon  as  I  could  spell. 

As  ill  I  lUce  my  fauts  to  tell ; 

I  to  the  crambo-jingle  fell. 

But  friends  an'  folk  that  wish  me  Well, 

Tho'  rude  an'  rough, 

They  sometimes  roose  me;    1 

Yet  crooning  to  a  body's  sel'. 

The'  I  maun  own,  as  monie  still                             j 

Does  wo  el  enough. 

As  far  abuse  me. 

I  am  nae  poet  in  a  sense. 

There's  ae  woe  faut  they  nhQes  lay  to  me, 

But  just  a  rhymer,  like,  by  chance, 

I  like  the  lasses— Gude  forgie  me  1 

An'  liae  to  learning  nae  pretence. 

For  monie  a  plack  [bey  wheedle  frae  me,              j 

Yet  what  the  matter! 

At  dance  or  fair ;                       | 

Whene'er  my  JIuse  docs  on  me  glance. 

May  be  some  itlier  thing  Ihey  gie  me                        | 

Ijingleather. 

They  weel  can  spare. 

Your  critic-folk  may  cook  llicir  nose. 

But  Mauehlinc  race,  or  Mauchline  fair ; 

And  say,  "  How  can  you  e'er  propose, 

I  should  be  proud  to  meet  you  there  1 

You,  wha  ken  hardly  verse  frae  prose. 

We'so  gie  ae  night's  discharge  to  care, 

To  mall  a  sang?" 

If  we  forgather. 

But,  by  your  leaves,  my  learned  foes, 

An'  hoB  a  swap  o'  rliymln'-ware 

Ye're  may-be  wrang. 

Wi'  ane  anither.                      1 

■What's  a'  your  jargon  o'  youc  schools, 

The  four-gill  chap,  we'se  gar  him  clatter, 

Your  Latin  names  for  horns  an'  stools  ; 

An'  kiraen  him  wi'  reekin'  water ; 

If  honest  nature  made  you  fools. 

Syne  we'll  sit  down  an'  tak  our  whitter. 

What  sairs  your  grammars? 

To  cheer  our  heart; 

Te'd  better  taen  up  spades  and  shools. 

An'  faith,  we'se  be  acquainted  better,                    j 

Or  knappin-hammers. 

Before  we  part. 

'A  set  o'  duU,  conceited  hashes. 

Awa,  ye  selfish,  warly  race, 

Confuse  their  brains  in  college  classes ! 

Wha  think  that  bavins,  sense,  an'  grace. 

They  gang  in  stirka  and  come  out  asses. 

Ev'n  love  an'  friendship,  should  give  place 

Plain  truth  to  speak  ; 

Tocatch-the-plack! 

An'  syne  they  think  to  elimb  rarnassus 

I  dinna  like  to  see  your  face, 

By  dint  0' Greek  I 

Kor  Iicar  your  crack. 

by  Google 


OF    KOBEl 

T    l^UliNS.                                                  99 

But  je  whom  social  pleasure  eh  arms, 

Her  dowff  excuses  pat  me  mad ; 

Whoso  hearts  tlie  tide  of  kiuilness  warms. 

"Conscience,"  says  I,  "ye  thowless  jad ! 

Who  hold  your  toing  on  the  terms, 

I'll  write,  an'  that  a  hearty  blaud, 

"Each  aid  the  oliers," 

This  vera  night; 

Come  to  mj  howl,  come  to  my  arms, 

So  diuna  ye  affront  your  trade, 

My  frienda,  my  brothers  i 

But  rhyme  it  right. 

But,  to  conclude  my  lang  epistle, 

"Shall  bauld  Lapraik,  the  king  o'  hearts, 

As  my  aulcl  pen's  worn  to  the  grisslo ; 

Tho'  mankind  were  a  pack  o'  cartes, 

Twa  lines  frae  you  wad  gar  me  fisgle, 

Roose  you  sae  weel  for  your  deserts, 

Who  am,  most  fcrrcnt, 

In  terms  sae  friendly. 

While  I  can  eiUier  sing  or  whissle, 

Yet  yell  neglect  to  show  jour  parts, 

Tour  friend  and  serrant. 

An' thank  him  kindly?" 

Sae  I  gat  paper  in  a  blink 

An'  down  gaed  stumpie  in  the  ink: 

Quoth  I,  "  Before  I  sleep  a  wink. 

IvowI'Bcloseit; 

XXX. 

An'  if  ye  winna  mak  it  clink, 

TO 

By  Jove  I'll  prose  it!" 

J.  LAPRAIK. 

Sae  I've  begun  to  scrawl,  but  whether 

(second   epistle.) 

In  rhyme  or  prose,  or  baith  thegithor. 

Or  some  hotch-potch  that's  rightly  neither. 

Let  time  mak  proof; 

and  W8B  ft  rustic  wor^lppar  of  the  Musa :  he  unluckily, 

But  I  shall  scribble  down  some  blether 

however,  involved  himself  ip  thai  Westera  linbble,  the 

Just  clean  aff-loof. 

diElrese  lliat  soi^  wluoh  moved  Iha  heert  of  Bnrna, 
b=;i™ics 

"  When  I  Dpnn  Ihy  bosom  lean." 

My  worthy  friend,  ne'er  grudge  an'  carp, 

TIio'  fortune  use  you  hard  an'  sharp  ; 

Come,  kittle  up  your  moorland-harp 

Wi'  gleesome  touch ! 

BOrrniv  was  no  settled  powet  of  sou..] 

Ne'er  mind  how  fortune  waft  an'  warp; 

She's  but  n  b-teh. 

Apnl  2Ul,  1785. 

WniLE  ncw-oa'd  liy,  rowte  at  the  stake, 

She's  gien  me  monie  a  jirt  an'  fleg, 

An'  pownies  reek  in  pleugh  or  traik. 

Sin'  I  could  stiiddle  owre  a  rig; 

This  hour  on  e'enin's  edge  I  take 

But,  by  the  L— d,  tho'  I  should  beg 

To  own  I'm  debtor. 

Wi'  lyart  pow, 

To  honest-hearted,  auld  Lapraik, 

I'll  laugh,  an'  sing,  an'  shake  ray  leg, 

For  Ma  kind  letter. 

As  lang's  I  dow  ! 

Forjesket  sair,  wi'  weary  legs. 

Now  comes  the  sas  an'  twentieth  simmer, 

Battlin'  the  corn  out-owre  the  rigs, 

Tve  seen  the  bud  upo'  the  timmer. 

Or  dealing  thro'  amang  the  naigs 

Still  persecuted  by  the  limmer 

Their  ton  hours'  bite, 

Frae  year  to  year; 

My  awkart  musa  sair  pleads  and  begs, 

But  yet  despite  the  kittle  kimmer, 

I  would  Da  write. 

I,  Rob,  am  here. 

The  tapetless  ramfeezl'd  hijzie. 

Do  ye  envy  the  city  gent, 

She's  saft  at  best,  and  something  lajy, 

Behint  a  kist  to  lie  and  sklent, 

Quo'  she,  "Ye  ken,  we've  been  sae  busy. 

Or  purse-proud,  big  wi'  cent,  per  cent. 

This  month'  an'  malr. 

And  muekle  wame. 

That  troutli,  my  head  is  grown  right  diziie, 

In  some  bit  brugh  to  represent 

An'  something  sair." 

A  bailie's  name' 
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Or  is't  the  panghty,  feudal  Thane, 
Wi'  ruffl'd  sark  an'  glancing  cane, 
TVlia  thmke  himsel  nae  aKccp-shank  bane, 

But  lordly  stalks, 
VThile  caps  and  bonnets  aff  are  taen, 

As  by  he  walks ! 

"0  Thou  wha  giea  us  each  ^id  gift! 

Then  turn  me,  if  Thou  pleaao,  adrift, 

Thro'  Scotland  wide; 

Wi'  cits  nor  Idrds  I  wadna  shift, 

In  a'  their  pride!" 

Were  this  fie  charter  of  our  state, 
"  On  pain'  o'  hell  he  rich  an'  great," 
DamnaUon  then  would  be  our  futw. 

Beyond  wmead ; 
But,  thanks  to  Heav'n,  that's  no  the  gate 

We  leara  our  creed. 

For  thus  the  royal  mandate  ran. 
When  first  the  human  race  began, 
"  The  social,  friendly,  honest  man, 
Whate'er  he  be, 
'Tis  he  fulfils  great  Nature's  plan. 


An'n 


le  but  h 


0  mandato,  glorious  and  diTine ! 
The  followers  o'  the  ragged  Nine, 
Poor  thoughtless  dovils !  yet  may  shine 

In  glorious  light, 
While  sordid  sons  o'  Mammon's  line 

Are  dark  na  night. 

Tho'  here  they  scrape,  an'  squeeze,  an'  growl, 
Their  worthless  nievfu'  of  a  soul 
May  in  some  future  carcase  howl 

The  forest's  fright ; 
Or  in  some  day-detesting  owl 

May  fihun  the  light. 

Then  may  Lapraik  and  Bums  arise, 
To  reach  their  native  kindred  skies, 
And  sing  their  pleasures,  hopes,  an'  Joys, 

In  some  mUd  sphere, 
StiU  closer  knit  in  friendship's  ties 

Each  passing  year ! 


J.  LAPRAIK. 


'  farjesket,"  BE  iijtiuBionB  in  ont  dialof  t.    Tiiose  words 

Sepl.  nth,  1785. 
GciD  speed  an'  furder  to  you,  Johnny, 
Guid  health,  hale  han's,  an'  weather  bonny ; 
Now  when  je're  niekan  down  fu'  canny 

The  staff  o'  bread. 
May  ye  ne'er  want  a  stoup  o'  bran'y 

To  clear  your  head. 

May  Boreas  neyer  thresh  your  rigs. 
Nor  kick  yoar  ricklea  aff  their  legs, 
Sendin'  the  stuff  o'er  muirs  an'  haggs 

Like  drivin'  wrack; 
But  may  the  tapmist  grain  that  wags 

Come  to  the  sack, 

I'm  biizie  too,  an'  skelpin'  at  it. 

But  bitter,  daudin'  ahowera  hae  wat  it, 

Sao  my  auld  stumpic  pen  I  gat  it 

Wi'  muckle  wark. 
An'  took  my  jocteleg  an'  whatt  it. 

Like  ony  dark. 

It's  now  twa  mouth  that  I'm  your  debtor 
For  your  braw,  nameless,  dateless  letter, 
Abusin'  me  for  harsh  ill  nature 

On  holy  men, 
While  deil  a  hair  yoursel'  ye're  better. 

But  mair  profajie. 

But  let  the  kirk-folk  ring  their  bells. 
Let's  sing  about  our  noble  sel's  ; 
We'll  cry  nae  jads  frae  heathen  hills 

To  help,  or  roose  us, 
But  browster  wives  an'  whiskey  stills, 

They  are  tha  muses. 

your  friendship,  Sir,  I  winna  quat  it 

An'  if  ye  mak'  objections  at  it. 

Then  han'  in  nieve  some  day  we'll  knot  it, 

An'  witness  take, 
An'  when  wi'  Usquabae  we've  wat  it 

It  wInna  break. 
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But  if  tbo  beast  and  branks  be  spar'd 

Wi'  Allan,  or  wi'  Gilbertfield, 

Till  kje  bo  gaun  without  the  herd, 

The  braes  o'  fame ; 

An'  a'  the  vittel  in  the  yard, 

Or  FergusEon,  the  writer  cliiel. 

An'  theekit  rigiit. 

A  deathless  name. 

I  mean  your  ingle-eide  to  guard 

Ac  Tvinter  night 

(OFergusson!  thy  glorious  parts 

HI  suited  law's  dry,  musty  arts ! 

Then  nrasc-inapirin'  aqua-yitje 

My  curse  upon  your  whucstane  hearts. 

Shall  make  us  baith  sae  bljthe  an'  witty, 

Ye  Enbrugh  gentry  I 

Til!  je  forget  je're  auM  an'  gatty, 

The  tythe  o'  what  ye  waste  at  cartes 

An'  be  as  canty, 

Wad  stow'd  his  pantry  1) 

As  ye  were  nine  year  less  than  thvetty, 

Sweet  ane  an' twenty! 

Yet  when  a  tale  comes  i'  my  head. 

But  HtooliB  are  cowpet  wi'  the  blast, 
An'  now  the  sin  keeks  in  the  west, 

As  whiles  they're  like  to  be  mj  dead 

Then  I  maun  rin  amang  the  rest 

An'  quat  my  ciianter ; 

<0  sad  disease!) 

I  kittle  np  my  rustic  reed. 

It  gies  me  ease. 

Sae  I  subscribe  myself  in  basts, 

Yours,  Rab  the  Ranter. 

Auld  Coila,  now,  may  fidge  fu'  fain, 

She's  gotten  poets  o'  her  ain, 

Chiels  wha  their  chanters  winna  bain. 

But  tune  their  lays. 

xxxn. 

Till  eclioes  a'  resound  agalu 

Her  weel-sung  praise. 

WILLIAM  SIMPSON, 

Nae  poet  thought  her  worth  his  while, 

To  set  her  name  in  mcasur'd  stile  ; 

OCHltlBEB. 

She  lay  like  some  unkenu'd-of  isle 

[The  perenn  to  whom  Ihis  epistle  is  addressed,  was 

Beside  New-Holland, 

Or  whare  wild-meeting  oceans  boil 

Balk:  he  was  a  writer  of  vetsee  too,  like  many  more  of 

Be  south  MageUao. 

thebarrenlevelofmsdloctity;  I'one  of  hiBpoemB.'-aaj-a 

Eamsay  an'  famous  Fcrgusson 

of  a  Tailor,  there  is  nothing  tolaoghat,  though  they  ore 

Gied  Forth  and  Tay  a  lift  aboon  ; 

^teudsd  to  be  laughable  as  well  as  monitory.] 

Yarrow  an'  Tweed,  to  monie  a  tune. 

May,  1785. 

Owre  Scotland  rings, 
While  Irwin,  Lugar,  Ayr,  an'  Doon, 

I  OAT  your  letter,  winsome  Willie ; 

Kae  body  sings. 

Wi'  gratefu'  heart  I  thank  you  brawlie ; 

Tbo' I  maun  saj't,  I  wad  be  silly. 
An'  unco  vain, 

Th'  Ilissus,  Tiber,  Thames,  an'  Seine, 

Glide  sweet  in  monie  a  tunefu'  line ! 

Should  I  believe,  my  coaxin'  billie, 

But,  Willie,  set  your  fit  to  mine. 

Tour  flatterin'  strain. 

An'  cock  your  crest. 

But  I'se  believe  ye  kindly  meant  it. 

We'll  gar  our  streams  an'  burnies  shine 

I  sud  be  laith  to  think  ye  hinted 

Up  wi'  the  best. 

Ironic  satire,  sidclins  sklented 

'■■                                         Oq  my  poor  Musie ; 

We'll  sing  auld  Co!la-e  plains  an'  fells. 

Tho'  in  sic  phrcisin'  terms  ye've  penn'd  it. 

Her  moor's  red-brown  wi'  heather  bells, 

Her  banks  an'  braes,  ber  dens  an'  dells. 

Where  glorious  Wallace 

My  senses  wad  be  in  a  creel. 

Aft  bure  the  gree,  as  story  tells, 

Should  I  bat  dare  a  hope  to  speel, 

Frae  southron  billies. 
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At  Wallauc' 

ame,  what  Scottisli  Wood 

But  boils  up 

n  a  spring-tide  floodi 

Oft  tave  our 

fearless  fathers  strode 

By  Wallace'  side. 

Still  pressing 

onward,  red-wat  shod, 

Or  glorious  dy'd. 

0  sweet  are  Coila'g  haughs  nn'  woods, 
When  ImtwhitflS  chant  amang  the  buda, 
And  jinkin'  hares,  in  amorous  whids 

Their  loves  enjoy, 
While  Ihro'  the  braes  the  cushat  creeds 

With  wailfu'  cry ! 

EVn  winter  bleat  has  charms  to  me 
When  winds  rave  iiiro'  the  naked  tree; 
Or  frosts  on  hills  of  Ochiltree 

Are  hoary  gray ; 
Or  blinding  drifts  wild-furious  flee, 

Dark'ning  the  day. 

0  Nature !  a'  thy  shews  an'  forms 

To  feeling,  pensive  hearts  hae  charma  ! 

Whether  the  summer  kindly  warms, 

Wi'  life  an'  light, 
Or  winter  howls,  in  gusty  storms, 

The  lang,  dark  night! 


Then 


e  Poet  e' 


'Till  by  Mmsel'  he  learn'd  to  wander, 
Adonn  some  tiotting  liurn's  meander. 

An'  no  think  lang; 
0  sweet,  to  stray  an'  pensive  ponder 

A  heart-felt  sang ! 

The  warly  race  may  drudge  an'  driTe, 
Hog-siiouther,  jundie,  stretch  an'  strive, 
Let  me  fair  Nature's  face  desorive. 

Shall  let  the  busy,  grumbling  hive 

Bum  owre  their  treasure. 


Fareweel,  my  "  rhyme -composing  brither  1" 
We've  been  owre  lang  unkenn'd  to  ither ; 
Now  let  us  lay  our  heads  thegither, 

In  love  fraternal ; 
May  envy  wallop  in  a  tether, 

Black  hend,  infernal! 

While  HigMandioen  hate  tolls  an'  tases  ; 
While  moorlan'  Iierda  like  guid  fat  braiies; 
While  terra  firms,  on  her  axes 

Diurnal  turns. 
Count  on  a  friend,  in  faith  an'  practice, 

In  Ronisttr  BdskS. 


POSTSCniPT. 
My  memory's  no  worth  a  preen; 
I  had  amaist  forgotten  clean. 
Ye  bade  me  write  you  what  they  mean, 
By  this  New  Light, 
'Bout  which  our  herds  saa  aft  hae  been, 
Maist  like  to  fight. 

In  days  when  mankind  were  but  callans. 

At  grammar,  lo^c,  an^  sic  talents, 

They  took  nae  pains  their  speech  to  balance. 

Or  rules  to  gie, 
But  apak  their  thoughts  in  plain,  braid  Lallans^ 

Like  you  or  me. 

In  thae  auld  times,  they  thought  the  moon. 
Just  like  a  sark,  or  pair  o'  shoon. 
Wore  by  degrees,  'till  her  last  rocn, 

Gaed  past  their  viewing, 
An'  shortly  after  she  was  done. 

They  gat  a  new  one, 

This  past  for  certain — undispnted ; 
It  ne'er  cam  i'  their  heads  to  doubt  it, 
'Till  cliiels  gat  up  an'  wad  confute  it, 

An'  ca'd  it  wrang  ; 
An'  muokle  din  there  was  about  it, 

Baith  loud  au'  lang. 

Some  herds,  weel  learn'd  upo'  the  bcuk, 
Wad  threap  auld  folk  the  thing  mistcuk  ; 
For  'twas  the  auld  moon  turned  a  neuk. 

An'  out  o'  sight. 
An'  backlins-comin',  to  the  leuk. 

She  grew  mair  bright. 

This  was  deny'd,  it  was  afSmi'd ; 

The  herds  an'  hissels  were  alarm'd ; 

The  rev'rend  gray-beards  rav'd  and  storm'd 

That  beardless  laddies 
Should  think  they  better  were  inform'd 

Than  their  auld  daddi«» 

Frae  less  to  mair  it  gaed  to  sticks ; 
Prae  words  an'  aiths  to  clours  an'  nicks. 
An'  monie  a  fallow  gat  his  licks. 

An'  some,  to  learn  them  for  their  tricks. 

Were  hang'd  an'  brunt 

This  game  was  play'd  in  monie  lands, 
An'  Auld  Liglit  caddies  bure  sic  hands. 
That,  faith,  the  youngsters  took  the  sands 

Wi'  nimble  shanks, 
'Till  lairds  forbade,  by  strict  commands. 

Sic  bluidy  pranks. 
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But  New  Light  liarda  gat  sic  a  cowe, 
Folk  thought  thom  ruin'd  stick-an'-stowe, 
Till  cow  anjaiat  ou  STery  knows, 

Ye'll  find  HUB  plae'd; 
An'  some  tieic  New  Light  fair  avow, 

Just  quite  barefae'd, 

Nac  doubt  the  Auld  Light  flocks  are  tileafin' ; 
Their  zealuua  lierda  are  tbx'iI  an'  eweatin' : 
Mjsel',  I've  eTcn  seen  them  greetin' 

Wi'  glrain'  spite, 
To  hear  the  moon  sac  sadly  lie'd  on 

By  word  an'  wtite. 

But  shortly  they  wJll  cowe  the  loona ; 
Some  Auld  Light  herds  in  neibor  towns 
Are  jnind't  in  things  thoj  ca'  balloons, 

To  tat  a  flight. 
An'  stay  ao  month  amangihe  moons 

And  Bee  them  right. 

Guid  obserration  they  will  gie  them: 

An'  when  the  aold  moon's  gaun  to  lea'o  them, 

The  hindmost  shaicd,  they'll  fetch  it  wi'  thom. 

Just  i'  their  pouch, 
An'  when  the  New  Light  billies  see  them, 

I  think  tliey'll  crouch  1 
Sae,  ye  observe  that  a'  this  clatter 
Is  naething  but  a  "  moonshine  matter ;" 
But  tho'  dull  prose-folk  latin  splatter 

I  hope  we  bardies  ken  some  better 

Than  mind  sic  brulzie. 


XX  XI 11. 
ADDRBSl 


Shall  e- 


My  s- 


e  lady, 


Or  if  I  blush  when  thou  shalt  e> 

Tit-ta  or  daddy. 
Wee  image  of  my  boimy  Betty, 
I,  fatherly,  will  kiss  and  daut  thee. 
As  dear  and  near  my  heart  I  set  thee 

Wi'  as  gude  will 
As  a'  the  priests  had  seen  me  get  thee 

Thafs  out  0'  hell. 
What  tho'  they  ea'  me  fornicator, 
An'  tease  my  name  in  kintry  clatter : 
The  mair  they  talk  I'm  kent  the  better. 

E'en  let  them  clash; 
Ac  auld  wife's  tongue's  a  feckless  matter 

To  gie  ane  fash. 
Sweet  fruit  o'  mony  a  merry  dint, 
My  funny  toil  is  now  a'  tint, 
Sin'  thou  came  to  the  warl  asklent, 

Which  fools  may  scoff  a1 
In  my  last  plaek  tliy  part's  be  in't 


The  bet 


r  ha'f  0' 


An'  if  thou  be  what  I  wad  hae  thee, 
An'  tak  the  eonnsel  I  sail  gie  thee, 
A  lovin'  father  I'll  be  to  thee, 

If  thou  be  spar'd; 
Thro'  a'  thy  childish  years  I'll  c'e  fhee. 

An'  think't  weel  j 


'd. 


Gude  grant  that  thou  may  ay  inherit 
Thy  mitlior's  person,  grace,  an'  merit. 
An'  thy  poor  worthless  daddy's  spirit. 

Without  his  failins; 
'Twill  please  me  mair  to  hear  an'  see  it 

Than  stocket  mailene . 


ILLEGITIMATE  CHILD. 

[This  hnaly  ami  not  vary  decorous  elTuBion,  wai 
mJly  entitled  "The  Poei'a  Welcome;  or,  R 
Rhymer's  Addteas  lo  his  Baslard  Child."  A  cop; 

published  by  Stewart,  in  1S0I,  and  is  alluded 
Bmia  himeelf,  in  hia  biographical  letter  to  1 
"Bonnie  Betty,"  Hie  mother  af  tbe  "Eonsie-Bni 
dear-bonghl  Bess,"  of  llie  Inventory,  lived  In  I 
eide:  to  support  this  daughter  the  pH>st  mads  o\ 
copyright  of  his  works  whea  he  proposed  to  go 
West  Indies.    She  lived  lo  be  a  woman,  and  to 


Thou's  welcome,  wean,  mischanter  fa' 
If  ought  of  thee,  or  of  thy  mammy, 


NATURE'S   LAW. 
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Anil  other  pocta  eing  of  wars, 

The  plagues  of  human  life; 

Shttine  fa'  the  fuu;  wi'  sword  and  gun 

TO   THE   REV.  JOHN   M'MATH. 

To  slap  manHnd  like  lumber ! 

[Piwr  M'Matb  was  at  the  period  of  thiEoplslle  assist- 
anl  10  Wodrow,  minister  of  Tarbolton :  he  was  a  good 

I  sing  his  name,  and  nobler  fame. 

Wha  multiplies  our  number. 

preachsr,  a  Bioderale  man  in  mnltotB  of  discipiine,  and 

Great  Nature  spoke  with  air  benign, 

iu.d  Snalljr,  it  is  eaid,  eplisled  =fl  a  common  EoWier,  and 
died  in  a  foreign  iMd.] 

' '  Go  on,  ye  haman  race ! 

This  lower  world  I  joa  resign ; 
Be  fruitM  ani  increase. 

S^t.  17th,  1785. 

The  liquid  fire  of  strong  desire 

While  at  the  stook  the  shearers  cow'r 

IVe  pour'd  it  in  eatih  bosom  ; 

To  shun  the  bitter  blaudin'  show'r. 

Hero,  in  tliia  hand,  does  mankind  stand. 

Or  in  gnlravage  rinnin'  soow'r 

And  there,  is  beauty's  blossom." 

To  pass  the  time. 

To  you  I  dedicate  the  hour 

The  hero  of  those  artless  strains. 

In  idle  rhyme. 

A  lowly  bard  was  he, 

Who  eung  his  rhymes  in  Coila'a  plains 

My  musie,  tir'd  wi'  mony  a  sonnet 

With  meiUle  mirth  an'  glee  ; 

On  gown,  an'  ban',  and  douse  black  bonnet. 

Kind  Nature's  care  had  given  his  share, 

Is  grown  right  eerie  now  she'a  done  it. 

Large,  of  the  flaming  current; 

Lest  they  should  blame  her, 

And  all  devout,  he  never  sought 

An'  rouse  their  holy  thunder  on  it 

To  stem  the  sacred  torrent. 

And  anathem  her. 

Ho  felt  tiie  powerful,  high  behest, 

I  own  'twas  rash,  an'  rather  hardy. 

Thrill  vital  through  and  through ; 

That  I,  a  simple  countra  bardie. 

And  sought  a  oorrespondent  breast, 

Shou'd  meddle  wi'  a  pack  sae  sturdy. 

To  give  obedience  due  : 

Wha,  if  they  ken  mo. 

Propitious  Powers  screen'd  the  young  flowers. 

Can  easy,  wi'  a  wngle  wordie. 

From  Buldews  of  abortion ; 

Lowse  hell  upon  me. 

And  lo  I  the  bard,  a  great  reward. 

Has  got  a  double  portion ! 

But  I  gae  mad  at  their  grimaces, 

Their  sighia'  cantin'  grace-proud  faces. 

Auld  cantie  Coil  may  count  the  day. 

Their  three-mile  prayers,  and  hauf-niile  graees. 

As  annual  it  returns, 

Their  railn'  oonsoicnoo. 

The  third  of  libra's  equal  sway. 

Whase  greed,  revenge,  an'  pride  disgraces. 

That  gave  another  B[ucns], 

Waur  nor  their  nonsense. 

With  future  rhymes,  an'  other  times. 

To  emulate  his  sire  ; 

There's  Gaun,'  mislia't  waur  than  a  beast. 

To  sing  auld  Coil  in  nobler  style. 

Wlia  has  mair  honour  in  his  breast 

With  more  poetic  fire. 

Than  mony  scores  as  guid's  the  priest 

Wha  sae  abus't  Mm. 

Ye  Powers  of  peace,  a.nd  peaceful  song. 

An'  may  a  bard  no  crack  his  jest 

Look  down  with  gracious  eyes; 

What  way  they've  use't  him 

And  bless  auld  Coila,  large  and  long, 

With  multiplying  joys : 

See  him,  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need. 

Lang  may  she  stand  to  prop  the  llLnd, 

The  gentleman  in  word  an'  deed, 

The  flow'r  of  anaient  nations  ; 

An'  shall  his  fame  an'  honour  bleed 

And  B[urns's]  spricg,  her  fame  to  sing, 

By  worthless  skelluma. 

An'  not  a  mnse  erect  her  head 

To  cowe  the  blollums » 

">■«»—•■.»■«■ 
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0  Pope,  had  I  tlij  satire's  darts 

Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  Uiim'd  ; 

To  gie  the  rascals  their  deserts, 

Sir,  in  that  circle  yon  are  fam'd  ; 

I'd  lip  their  rottenj  toUow  hearts. 

An'  some,  by  whom  your  doctrine's  blam'd. 

An'  tell  aloud 

(Which  giea  you  honour,) 

Their  jugglio'  hocua-pocua  arts 

Even  Sir,  by  them  your  heart'a  eateem'd. 

To  cheat  the  crowd. 

An'  winning  manner. 

God  kuows,  I'm  no  the  thing  I  sliou'd  be. 

Pardon  thia  freedom  I  have  ta'en. 

Nor  am  I  even  the  thing  I  cou'd  te. 

An'  if  impertinent  I've  been, 

Bot  twenty  times,  I  rather  wou'd  be 

Impute  it  not,  good  Sir,  in  ane 

An  atheist  clean, 

Whase  heart  ne'orwrang'dja. 

Thaa  under  gospel  colours  hid  be 

But  to  his  utmost  would  befriend 

Just  for  a  seroen. 

Ought  that  belang'd  ye. 

An  honest  man  ma^  like  a  glass. 
An  honest  man  may  like  a  lass. 

But  mean  revenge,  an'  malice  fauae 

He'll  still  disdain. 

An'  then  cry  aeal  for  gospel  laws, 

xxxvr. 

Like  some  we  ken. 

TO   A   MOUSE, 

They  take  religion  in  tteir  mouth ; 

CN  inflNIBS  UER  W  m  HER   SE.T  WITH  THE  PLOI-SH, 

They  talk  o'  mercy,  grace,  an'  truth. 

BOVEJIDEB,  1785, 

Por  what  ?— to  ^c  their  malice  skouth 

[Tbis  bcauliful  poem  was  inioginod  ivhile  the  pool  was 

On  some  puir  wight. 

bolding  ll.e  plough,  od  Ihe  farni  ot  Mossgiel ;  the  fiald  is 

An'  hunt  him  down,  o'er  right,  an'  ruth, 

Btill  pointed  out:  and  aman  caLlod  Blanfl  is  Ftill  living. 

To  ruin  straight. 

chased  the  jnouee  with  the  ploogU-peltle,  foi  which  he 

was  rsliiikod  by  hie  young  mnaler,  who  inquired  what 

All  hail.  Religion!  maid  divine! 

harm  the  pootmoaae  had  done  bim.    In  the  pightthat 

Pardon  a  muso  sae  mean  aa  mine. 

followed,  Burns  awoke  his  gaudsman,  who  was  in  the 

Who  in  her  rougli  imperfect  line. 

same  bed  with  bim,  recited  the  poem  ae  it  now  stands, 

Thua  diiura  to  name  thee ; 

and  Baifl,  "  What  think  you  of  our  TUQUso  now  t"] 

To  stigmatize  false  friends  of  thiue 

Wee,  aleekit,  cow'rin',  tim'rous  beastie, 

Can  ne'er  defame  thee. 

0,  what  a  panic's  in  thy  breastie  ! 

Thou  need  na  start  awa  aae  hasty, 

Tho'  blotch'd  an'  foul  wi'  raouy  a  atain, 

Wi'  bickering  bratUe  I 

An'  fw  unworthy  of  thy  train, 

1  wad  bo  Mth  to  rin  an'  oliase  thee. 

With  trembling  voice  I  tune  my  strain 

Wi'murd'ringpatUel 

To  join  with  those. 

Who  boldly  daur  thy  cause  maintain 

In  spite  o'  foea : 

Has  broken  nature's  social  union, 

An'  justifies  that  ill  opinion. 

In  spite  o'  crowds,  in  spite  o'  mobs, 

Which  makes  thee  startlo 

In  spite  of  undermining  jobs, 

At  me,  thy  poor  earth-bom  companion. 

In  spite  o'  dark  banditti  atabs 

An'  fellow-mortaU 

At  worth  an'  merit. 

By  ssoundrels,  even  wi'  holy  robes, 

I  doubt  na,  whyles,  but  thou  may  thieve] 

But  hellish  spirit. 

What  then  ?  poor  beastie,  thou  maun  I've ! 

A  daimen  icker  in  a  thrave 

O  Ayrl  jny  dear,  my  native  ground. 

'S  asms'  request: 

Within  thy  pteabjterial  bound 

I'll  get  a  hlessin'  wi'  the  lave, 

A  candid  lib'ra,l  band  is  found 

And  never  miss'tl 

Of  public  teachers. 

As  men,  as  Christians  too,  renown'd, 

Thy  wee  bit  housle,  too,  in  ruin  ; 

4q'  manly  preachers. 

Ita  ailly  wa's  the  wiu'a  are  strewin'I 
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An'  bleak  Deecmbur's 


0'  fuggttgfl  green! 
Saith  Buell  and  keeu[ 


Thou  saw  the  fields  laid  bare  an'  waste, 
An'  wearj-  winter  oomin'  fast, 
An'  coiie  here,  beneath  the  blast, 

Thou  tiiought  to  dwell, 
"lil!,  crash  !  the  cruel  coulter  past 

Out  thro'  thy  cell. 

That  wee  bit  heap  o'  leaves  an'  stibble. 
Has  cost  thee  mony  a  weary  nibble ! 
Non  tbou'a  turn'd  out,  for  a'  thy  trouble. 

But  house  or  hald, 
To  thole  the  winter's  eleety  dribble. 

An'  cranreueh  cauld  I 

But,  Mousie,  thou  art  no  thy  lane. 
In  proving  foresight  may  be  Tain; 
The  best  laid  sohomea  o'  mice  an'  men. 

Gang  aft  a-gley. 
An'  lea'e  us  nought  but  grief  and  pain, 

Por  promis'd  joy. 

Still  thou  art  blest,  oompar'd  wi'  me  ! 
The  present  only  toucheth  tbeo  : 
But,  Ooh  !  I  backward  cast  my  o'a, 

On  prospects  drear! 
An'  forward,  tho'  I  canna  see, 

I  guess  an'  fear. 


XXXVII. 
SCOTCH   DRINK. 


SoLOMOn's  PROVEHS,ISli,6,7. 

■"  I  hers  encloBeyon,"  raid  Bunn,  20  March,  1786,  lo 
I  frieud  Kounecly,  "my  Scotch  Drink;  I  hnpa  some 

>ing  you  at  KltmarnoFk :  when  I  intend  v/e  skaJl  have 


An'  crabbit  names  and  stories  wrack  us, 
An'  grate  our  lug, 

I  sing  the  juice  Scotch  bear  can  mak  ug. 
In  glass  or  jug. 

0,  thou,  my  Muse !  f^d  aold  Scotch  drink; 
Whether  thro'  wimplin'  worms  thou  jink. 
Or,  richly  brown,  roam  o'er  the  brink. 

In  glorious  fa  em. 
Inspire  me,  till  I  lisp  an'  wink, 

To  sing  thy  name! 

let  husky  wheat  the  haughs  adorn. 
An'  aits  set  up  their  awnie  horn. 

Perfume  the  plain, 
Leeze  me  on  thee,  John  Barleycorn, 

Thon  king  o'  grain  I 

On  thee  oft  Scotland  chows  her  cood, 
In  Eouple  scones,  the  wale  o'  food! 
Or  tumblin'  in  the  boilin'  flood 

Wi'  kail  an'  beef; 
But  Tvhen  thou  pours  thy  strong  heart's  blood, 

There  tliou  shines  chief. 

Food  fills  the  wame  an'  keeps  us  liyin' ; 
Tho'  life's  a  gift  no  worth  receivin' 
When  hcarf  dragg'd  wi'  pine  an'  grievin'; 

But,  oil'd  by  thee. 
The  wheels  o'  life  gae  down-hill,  scrievin,' 

Wi'  ratUin'  glee. 

Thon  clears  the  head  o'  doited  Lear ; 
Thou  cheers  the  heart  o'  drooping  Care ; 
Thou  strings  the  nerves  o'  Labour  sair, 

At's  weary  toil; 
Thou  even  brightens  dark  Despair 

Wi'  gloomy  smile. 

Aft,  clad  in  massy,  siller  weed, 
Wi'  gentles  thou  erects  thy  head; 
Yet  humbly  kind  in  tjme  o'  need. 

The  poor  man's  wine. 
His  wee  drap  parritch,  or  his  bread, 

Tbou  kitchens  fine. 

Thou  art  the  life  o'  public  Iiauuta ; 

But  thee,  what  were  our  fairs  an'  rants  T 

EVn  godly  meetings  o'  the  saunts. 

By  thee  inspir'd, 
When  gaping  they  besiege  the  tents, 

Are  doubly  fir'd. 
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That  merry  night  we  get  lie  corn  in, 

May  gravels  round  liis  blather  wrench, 

0  sweetly  then  thou  reams  the  horn  in ! 

An'  gouts  torment  hini  inch  by  inch, 

Or  reekin'  on  a  nen-year  morning 

Wlia  twists  his  gruntle  wi'  a  glunch 

In  cog  or  dicker, 

0'  sour  disdain. 

An'  jnst  a  'wee  drap  sp'ritual  burn  in, 

Out  owxe  a  glass  o'  whiskey  punch 

An'  gusty  aucltcrl 

Wi'  honest  men; 

When  Vulcan  gics  hia  bellows  breath. 

0  whiskey !  soul  o'  plays  an'  pranks  ! 

An'  plougtmen  gather  ni'  their  graith. 

Accept  a  Bardie's  gratefu'  thanks ! 

0  rare!  to  see  thee  fizz  an'  freath 

When  wanting  thee,  what  tuneless  cranks 

F  til'  lugget  caup  1 

Aremy  poorTCrsesI 

Then  Burnewin  conies  on  liite  Death 

Thou  comes they  rattle  i'  their  ranks 

At  ev'ry  chap. 

At  ither's  a— s ! 

Nae  mercy,  then,  for  airn  or   t    1 

The  brawnie,  bainie,  ploughm  n   h   1 

&    tiand  lament  frae  coast  to  coast ! 

Brings  hard  owrehip,  wi'  stuidj  wh    1 

N  w      lie  grips,  an'  barkin'  hoast. 

The  strong  f      hamme 

May  kill  us  a' ; 

Till  block  an'  etuddie  ring  an        1 

F  r  1  yal  Forbes'  eharter'd  boast. 

Wi'  dins  m     I  m  or 

Is  ta'en  awa 

When  Ekirlin'  Treanics  sec  the  1  ght 

Tha      urst  horse-leeches  o'  th'  Eicise, 

Thou  raaks  the  gossips  clatte   T      li 

V,  1     mak  the  whiskey  stells  their  prize ! 

How  fninblin'  cuifs  their  dea          1  t,ht 

Hand    p  thy  han',  Deil !  ance,  twice,  thrice ! 

Wae  woitl  th    nam   I 

There,  seize  the  blinkers! 

Nae  howdie  gets  a  social  nigl  t 

An  b  Le  them  up  in  brunstane  pies 

Or  plaok  f  a    tii  m 

For  poor  d— n'd  drinkers 

When  neibors  anger  at  a  plea, 

Fortune  I  if  thou'll  but  gie  me  still 

An' just  as  wud  aa  wud  can  be, 

Hale  breeks,  a  scone,  an'  whiskey  gill. 

How  easy  can  tho  barlcj-bree 

An'  rowih  o'  rhyme  to  rave  at  will. 

Cement  the  quarrel! 

Tak'  a'  the  rest. 

It's  aye  Uie  cheapest  lawyer's  fee. 

An'  deal't  about  as  thy  blind  skill 

To  taste  tie  barrel. 

Directs  thee  best. 

Alate!  that  e'er  ray  muse  has  reason 
To  wyte  her  countrymen  wi'  treason! 

But  monie  daily  weet  their  weason 

Wi'  liquors  nice. 

XXXVIir. 

An'  hardly,  in  a  winter's  season, 

E'er  spier  her  price. 

THE  author's 

Wae  worth  that  brandy,  burning  trash  ! 

EARNEST   CRY  AND   PRATER 

Fell  source  o'  monie  a  pain  an'  brash ! 

TO  THK 

Twins  monie  a  poor,  doylt,  druken  hash, 

0' half  hia  days; 

IS   THE 

An'  sends,  boside,  auld  Scotland's  cash 

HOUSE   Ol'    COMMONS. 

To  her  warst  faes. 

'DearastofdiBtillationl  last  Bud  best! 

Te  Scots,  wha  wish  auld  Scotland  well. 

— Hovf  art  llioii  loBl !- " 

Te  chief,  to  you  my  tale  I  tell, 

Pabodt  oh  Miltoh 

Poor  plaokless  devils  like  mysel', 

["  ThiB  Poem  was  wrili™,"  says  Barns,  "before  tDi. 

It  sets  you  ill. 

act  anenl  the  ScoltiEh  ilialilloriflB,  of  eSMion  17W,  for 

Wi'  bitter,  dearthfu'  wines  to  mell. 

which  Scotland  and  the  author  return  their  most  jnile- 
ful  thanks."    Before  tha  paesiuj  of  flua  lenient  act,  aa 

Or  foreign  gill. 

aUarp  was  the  law  in  the  North,  tlial  soma  disliUers 
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Ne'er  claw  your  lug,  an'  fidgc  your  back. 

and  Scotland,  already  exniperated  at  the  refusal  of  a 

An' hum  an' haw; 

militia,  fot  which  she  was  a  pelltioner,  began  to  handio 
har  claymore,  and  was  perhaps  only  hindered  from  draw- 

But raise  your  arm,  an'  tell  your  eraok 

ing  il  by  the  act  mentioned  by  the  poel.    In  an  early 

Before  them  a'. 

Paint  Scotland  greetin'  owre  her  tliriiile, 

"Thee,  soclger  Hugh,  my  watchman  stented. 

Her  mutchkin  atoup  as  toom'a  a  whissle : 

If  bardies  e'er  are  represEnlHd, 

I  ken  if  [hat  yere  sword  were  wanted 

Seizin'  a  stell. 

Ye'd  lend  yere hand! 

Triumphant  crushin't  like  a  mussel 
Or  lanipit  shell. 

The  poet  was  not  sure  that  Monfeomery  would  think 

Then  on  the  tither  hand  present  her, 

A  blackguard  smuggler,  right  behint  her. 

Ihe  allusion  to  hie  unready  toi^uo,  And  omitted  the 

An'  cheek-for-chow,  a  chuf&e  yintner. 

Ye  Itish  lords,  ye  knights  an'  Bquires, 

CoUeaguingjoin, 

Picking  her  pouch  as  hare  as  winter 

Of  a'  kind  coin. 

Wha  represent  our  bnighs  an'  shires, 

An'  douoely  manage  our  affairs 

111  Parliament, 

la  there,  that  bears  the  name  o'  Scot, 

To  yon  a  simple  Bardie's  prayers 

But  feels  his  heart's  bluld  rising  hot, 

Are  humbly  sent. 

To  see  his  poor  auld  mither's  pot 

Thus  dung  in  staves. 

Alas!  mj  roupet  Muae  is  hearse! 

An'  plunder'd  o'  her  hindmost  groat 

Your  honours'  hearts  wi'  grief  'twad  pierce. 

By  gallows  knaves? 

To  eee  her  sittin'  on  her  a— e 

Low  i'  tlie  ijust, 

Alas  !  I'm  but  a  nameless  wight. 

An'  EGrieeliin'  out  prosaic  Terse, 

Trode  i'  the  mire  out  o'  sight! 

An'  like  to  trust  I 

But  could  I  like  Montgomeries  fight. 

Or  gab  like  Boswcll, 

Tell  them  nha  hae  the  chief  direction, 

There's  some  sark-necks  I  wad  draw  tight. 

Scoiland  an'  me's  in  great  affliction, 

An'  tie  some  hose  welL 

E'er  Bin'  they  laid  that  curst  reatriotiou 

On  aquavilee ; 

God  bless  your  honours,  can  ye  sce't. 

An'  rouse  tiem  up  to  strong  conviction, 

The  kind,  auld,  canty  carlin  greet. 

An'  moTO  their  pity. 

An'  no  get  warmly  on  your  feet, 

An'  gar  them  hear  it! 

Stand  forth,  an'  tell  yon  Premier  youth, 

An'  tell  them  with  a  patriot  heat, 

The  honest,  open,  naked  truth: 

Yewlnnabearit? 

Tell  him  0'  mine  an'  Scotland's  drouth, 

His  serrants  humble; 

Some  o'  you  nicely  ken  the  laws, 

The  muokio  deyil  blaw  ye  south, 

To  round  the  period  an'  pause, 

If  ye  dissemble! 

An'  wi'  rhetorie  clause  on  clause 

To  mak  harangues: 

Does  ony  great  man  glunch  an'  gloom  ? 

Then  eoho.thro'  Saint  Stephen's  wa'a 

Speak  out,  an'  never  fash  your  thumb  1 

Auld  Scotland's  wrangs. 

Let  posts  an'  pensions  sinli  or  soom 

Wi'  them  wha  grant  'em : 

Dempster,  a  true  bine  Scot  Fee  warran' ; 

If  honestly  they  oamia  come. 

Thee,  aith-de testing,  chaste  Kilkerran;' 

Far  better  want  'em. 

An'  that  gUb-gabbet  Highlonii  baron. 

The  Laird  o'  Graham;* 

In  gflth'rin  votes  you  were  na  slack ; 

An'  ane,  a  chap  that's  damn'd  anldfarrren. 

Now  stand  as  tightly  by  your  taoi ; 

Dundas  Ms  name. 

'»'"—■"=— 

2  The  Doke  of  Monlrose. 
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Erskine,  a  spunkie  Norland  billie; 
True  Campbells,  Frederick  an'  Pay; 
An'  Livingatonc,  the  banld  Sir  Willie: 

Ac'  monie  ithers, 
Whom  auld  Demoethenes  or  Tnlly 

Might  OWE  for  britherB. 

Arouse,  mj  bojs  !  eiert  j-our  mettle. 
To  get  auld  Sco Hand  back  her  kettle : 
Or  faith:  I'll  wad  my  new  pleugh-pettle, 

Te'UBee'torlang, 
Shell  teach  you,  wi'  a  reekin'  whittle, 

Anither  sang. 

Thia  while  she's  been  in  craukous  mood, 
Her  lost  militia  fir'd  her  blnid  ; 
(Deil  na  they  never  mair  do  guid, 

Play'd  her  that  plisMe !) 
'  now  she's  like  to  rin  red-wud 

About  her  whiskey 

An'  L— d,  if  ance  they  pit  her  till't, 

r  tartan  petticoat  she'll  kilt. 
An'  durk  an'  pistol  at  her  belt, 

She'll  tak  the  streets. 
An'  rin  her  whittle  to  lie  hilt, 

r  tb'  iirat  she  meets  1 

For  God  sake,  airs,  then  speak  her  fair. 
An'  straik  her  cannie  wi'  the  hair, 
An'  to  the  muckle  house  repair, 

Wi'  instant  speed. 
An'  strive,  wi'  a'  your  wit  and  leac, 

To  get  remead. 

yon  ill-tongu'd  tickler,  Charlie  Pos, 
May  taunt  you  wi'  bis  jeers  an'  mocks; 
But  gle  him't  het,  my  hearty  cocks ! 

E'en  oowe  the  cadlel 
An'  send  him  to  his  dicing  bos. 

An'  sportin'  lady. 

Tell  yon  guid  bluld  o'  auM  Booonnook'a 
I'll  be  his  debt  twa  mashlum  bonnooks, 
An'  drink  Ms  health  in  auld  Naose  Tinnock's' 

Nine  la  in  ea  a -week, 
If  be  some  scheme,  like  tea  an'  winnooks, 

Wad  kindly  Seek. 

Could  he  some  commutation  broach, 
ril  pledge  my  aith  in  guid  braid  Scotch, 


■orthyold  Imatess  of  the  authnr's 


He  need  na  fear  their  foul  reproach 

Yon  mistie-mastie  "lueer  hotch-potoh, 
The  Coalition. 

Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  tongue  ; 
She's  just  a  dcTil  wi'  a  rung ; 
An'  if  she  promise  aald  or  young 

To  tak  their  part, 
Tbo'  by  the  neck  she  should  be  strung. 

She'll  no  desert. 

An'  now,  ye  chosen  FiTe-and-Forty, 
May  still  your  mither'e  heart  support  ye , 
Then,  though  a  minister  grow  dorty. 

An'  kick  your  place, 
Ye'U  snap  your  fingers,  poor  an'  hearty, 

Before  bis  face. 

God  bless  your  honours  a'  your  days, 
Wi'  sowps  o'  kail  and  brats  o'  claise. 
In  spite  o'  a'  the  thievish  kaes. 

That  haunt  St.  Jamie  s 
Your  humble  Poet  signs  an'  prays 

"While  Rab  his  name  is. 


POSTSCRIPT. 
Let  half-starv'd  slaves  in  warmer  skies 
Sea  future  wines,  rich  clust'ring,  rise ; 
Their  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envies. 

But  blytbe  and  frisky. 
She  eyes  her  freeborn,  martial  boys, 

Tak  aff  their  whiskey. 

What  tho'  their  Phrebus  kinder  warms. 
While  fragrance  blooms  and  beauty  charms  I 
When  wretches  range,  in  famish'd  swarms, 

Tlie  scented  groves. 
Or  hounded  forth,  dishonour  arms 

In  hungry  droves. 

Their  gun's  a  burden  on  their  sbouther; 
Tbey  downa  bide  the  stink  o'  powther; 
Their  bauldest  thought's  a'  hank'ring  swither 


But  bring  a  Scotsman  frae  his  hill, 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill. 
Say,  such  is  royal  George's  will. 

An'  there's  the  foe. 
He  has  nae  thought  but  how  to  Mil 

Twa  at  a  blow. 
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Nae  oauld  famt-hearted  doubtings  tease  him ; 

Ye've  nought  to  do  but  mark  and  tell 

Death  comes,  Tfi'  fearless  eje  he  sees  Mm; 

Your  neibor's  fauts  and  folly  1 

Wi'  hluidy  han'  a  Treleome  giea  him  ; 

Whase  life  is  like  a  wcel-gaun  miU, 

An'  when  he  fa's. 

Supply 'd  wi'  store  o'  water. 

Hia  latest  draught  o'  breathm'  lea'es  him 

The  heaped  happer's  ebbing  still, 

la  faint  huzzaal 

And  still  the  clap  plays  clatter. 

Sages  their  solemn  een  maj  ateek, 

11. 

An'  raise  a  philosophic  reek, 

Hear  me,  ye  yenerable  core, 

An'  physioolly  causes  seek. 

As  counael  for  poor  mortals, 

In  clime  an' season; 
But  tell  me  whiskey's  name  in  Greek, 
I'll  tell  the  reason- 

That  frecLuent  pass  doBce  Wisdom's  door 

for  glaikit  Folly's  portals  ; 
I,  Ibr  tj/eir  thouglStless',  careless  Bakes, 

Scotland,  my  auld,  respected  mitherl 
Tho'  whiles  ye  moistlfy  your  leather. 
Till  whare  ye  sit,  on  craps  o'  heather 

Woald  here  propone  defences, 
Their  donsie  tricks,  their  black  mistakea, 
Their  failings  and  mischances'. 

Ye  tine  your  dam ; 

ill. 

Freedom  and  whiskey  gang  thegither!— 
Tak  aff  your  dram  1 

Ye  see  your  state  wi'  theirs  conipar'd. 
And  shudder  at  the  niffer, 

But  cast  a  moment's  fair  regard. 

What  maks  the  mighty  differ! 

Discount  what  scant  occasion  gare, 

XXXIX. 

That  purity  ye  pride  in. 
And  (what's  aft  mair  than  a'  the  lave) 

ADDRESS    TO   TOE  UNCO   QUID, 

RIO  IDLY  EIGHTEOUS. 


itleq  more  from  hianwii  Uanrtaqd  hia  own  feeling, 
in  Hny  other  poet.    EilcAial  nature  bad  few  chsnni 


heroinea  of  many  of  hia  fraeat  oongB!    Who  ths  high. 


0  TE  Ttha  arc  sae  guid  yourscl', 
Sae  pious  and  sae  holy, 


Think,  when  your  castigated  pulse 

Gics  now  and  then  a  waliop, 
What  ragings  must  his  Toina  convnlse. 

That  atiil  eternal  gallop  : 
Wi'  wind  and  tide  fair  i'  your  tail. 

Eight  on  ye  scud  jour  sea-way ; 
But  in  tho  teeth  o'  haith  to  sail, 

It  makes  an  uneo  ice-way. 


See  social  life  and  glee  sit  down. 

All  joyous  and  unthinking, 
'Till,  qnite  transmngrify'd,  they're  gri 

Debauchery  and  drinking; 
0  would  they  stay  to  calculate 

Th'  eternal  conseqiiencea ; 
Or  your  more  dreaded  hell  to  state, 

D-mnation  of  expenses  I 


Te  high,  eialted,  Tirtnoua  dames, 

Ty'd  up  in  godly  laces. 
Before  ye  gie  poor  frailty  names, 

Suppose  a  cliange  o'  casus  ; 
A  dear  lOT'd  lad,  convenience  snug, 

A  treacherous  inclination — 
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But,  let  me  whisper,  i'  your  lug, 

Has  auld  Kilmarnoelt  seen  the  deil  7 

Tc'ro  aiblins  nae  temptation. 

Or  great  M'Kinlay^  thrawn  bis  heel  ? 

Or  Robinson*  again  grown  weel, 

TII. 

To  preach  an'  read! 

Then  geiitlj  scan  your  brntlier  man. 

"  Na,  waur  than  a' !"  cries  ilka  cbiel, 

Slill  gentler  sister  woman; 

Tam  Samson's  dead  1 

Thongh  they  may  gang  a  kenniu'  wrong. 

To  step  aside  is  humaji : 

Kilmarnock  lang  may  grunt  an'  grane. 

One  point  muEt  still  be  greatly  dark. 

An'  sigh,  an'  sob,  an'  greet  her  lane, 

The  moving  why  they  do  it: 

An'  deed  her  bairns,  man,  wife,  an  wean, 
In  mourning  weed; 

And  just  as  lamely  oaa  jc  mark, 

How  far  perhaps  they  rue  it. 

To  death,  she's  dearly  paid  the  kauc, 

Tam  Samson's  deadl 

Who  made  the  heart,  'tis  He  alone 

The  brethren  o'  the  mystic  level 

Decidedly  can  try  us, 
He  knows  each  chord— its  various  tone. 

May  hing  their  head  in  woefu'  bevel. 

While  by  their  nose  the  tears  will  revel. 

Each  spring— its  various  bias; 
Then  at  tlic  balance  let's  be  mute. 

Like  ony  bead ; 
Death's  gien  the  lodge  an  mico  devel, 

We  never  can  adjust  it; 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

What's  done  we  partly  may  compute. 

When  Winter  mnffles  up  his  cloak. 

But  know  not  what's  resisted. 

And  binds  the  mire  like  a  rock  ; 

When  to  the  lochs  the  curlers  flock, 

Wi'  gleesome  speed, 
Wha  will  they  station  at  the  eock  ? 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

XI.. 

He  was  the  king  o'  a'  the  core. 

TAM   SAMSON'S   ELEQT.i 

To  guard  or  draw,  or  wiek  a  bore. 

"  An  lionoal  mnn's  tliB  noblest  ivort  of  God  " 

Or  up  the  rink  like  Jehu  roar 

Pppe. 

In  time  o'  need  ;                       \ 

[Tom  Samsnn  was  a  west  eour  try  seedsmen  ajiil  sports- 

But  now  he  lags  on  death's  hog-score,                  \ 

Tam  Samson's  dead!             | 

Duned  in  Ihe  moors.  On  Ihia  hint  Burns  wrote  the  EJ^bt  •■ 

Now  safe  the  stately  sawmont  sail, 

when  Tam  heard  o'  this  he  wailed  on  the  poet,  caasei 

And  trouts  be-dropp'd  wi'  crimson  hail,                 t 

And  eels  weel  ken'd  for  souple  tail, 

rrady  ^  li^rbymea,  added  the"per  Ctonlro  in  a  moment. 

And  geds  for  greed. 

mnchtotliedelightofhisftiend.    Athisdeath  Uiefonr 

Since  dark  in  death's  fish-orcc!  we  wail 

Imescf  Epiljph  werecutonhlagrarestone.  "Tliispoem 

Tam  Samsoa  dead. 

bae  always,"  aays  Hogg,  "  '>«<"'  a  great  roontry  fuTOur- 

lle    It  nbonnds  with  happy  eipreasions. 

Rejoice,  ye  birring  Patricks  a' ; 

Te  cootie  moorcocks,  crousely  craw; 

An  acre  braid.' 

Ye  maukins,  cock  yonr  fud  fu'  braw,                    i 

What  a  picture  of  n  Hooded  hum  1  any  other  poet  would 

Withoiiten  dread;                  ! 

Tonr  mortal  fae  is  now  awa'— 

'Perhaps  upon  his  mouldering  breast 
Some  spilefa'  moorfowl  bija  lier  neat.' 

Tam  Samson's  deadl 

That  woefu'  morn  be  ever  mourn'd 

Molclithat  senteneowho  can."] 

Saw  him  in  ahootin'  graith  adorn'd. 

SAnolher  preacher,  an  equal  favourite  with  the  few. 

fowl  season,  he  supposed  it  was  to  be,  in  Ossian's  phrase, 

wlio  was  at  that  time  ailing.   For  him  see  also  the  Ordi- 

nation, slania  IX. 

2  A  preacher,  a  great  fnvoarite  with  the  million.    Vidi 

the  Ordination,  Mania  11 
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While  poInWrs  rminiJ  impatient  Tnirn'd, 
Frae  couples  freed ; 

But,  Och  I  he  gacd  and  no'or  return'd  I 
Turn  Samson's  dead! 

In  vain  auld  age  his  body  batters ; 
In  Tain  the  gout  his  ancles  fetters  ; 
In  ^ain  the  burns  cam'  dona  like  waters, 

An  acre  braid ! 
Now  ev'ry  auld  wife,  greetin',  clatters. 

Tarn  Samson's  dead! 

Owce  many  a  weary  bag  be  linipit. 
An'  ay  the  tither  shot  he  tbumpit. 
Till  coward  death  behind  Tiim  jumpit, 

Wi'  deadly  feide ; 
Now  he  proclaitna,  wi'  tout  o'  trumpet, 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

When  at  his  heart  he  felt  the  dagger. 
He  rcol'd  hia  wonted  bottle  swagger. 
But  yet  ho  drew  the  mortal  trigger 

Wi'  weel-aim'd  heed; 
"  L — d,  five !"  he  crj'd,  an'  owre  did  stagger 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

lit  hoary  hunter  moum'd  a  brither; 
lUi  sportsman  youth  bomoau'd  a  father; 
Ton  auld  grey  stane,  amang  the  heather, 

Marks  out  his  head, 
Whare  Bums  has  wrote  in  rhyming  blether 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

There  low  he  lies,  in  lasting  rest ; 
Perhaps  upon  his  mould'ring  breast 
Some  spitefu'  muirfowl  bigs  her  nest. 

To  hatch  an'  breed ; 
Alas  '.  nae  mair  he'll  them  molest ! 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

When  August  winds  the  heather  wave. 
And  sportsmen  wander  by  yOU  grave. 
Three  volleys  let  his  mem'ry  crave 

0'  pouthcr  an'  lead, 
'Till  echo  answer  frae  her  care 

Tarn  Samson's  dead! 

Heav'n  rest  his  soul,  whare'er  be  be  ! 
Is  th'  wish  o'  mony  mae  than  me ; 
He  had  twa  fauts,  or  may  be  three, 

Yet  what  remead  ? 
4e  social,  honest  man  want  wo : 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 


EPITAPH. 
Tam  Samson's  weel-worn  clay  here  lies. 

Ye  canting  zealots  spare  Mm! 
If  honest  worth  in  heaven  rise, 

Ye'U  mend  or  ye  win  near  him. 


PER  CONTRA. 
Go,  Fame,  an'  canter  like  a  filly 
Thro'  a'  the  streets  an'  neuts  o'  Killie, 
Tell  ev'ry  social  honest  billie 

To  cease  his  grievin'. 
For  yet,  unskaith'd  by  death's  gleg  giillie, 


XLI. 
LAMENT, 

OCCASION Un   BY 


FRIEND'S   AMOUR. 
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O  THOP  pale  orb,  that  silent  shines, 

While  care -untroubled  mortals  sleep  ! 
Thou  seest  a  wretch  who  inly  pines, 

And  wanders  here  to  wail  and  weep  1 
With  woe  I  nightly  vigils  keep, 

Beneath  thy  wan,  unwarming  beam, 
And  mourn,  in  lamentation  deep, 

How  life  and  love  are  all  a  dream. 
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II. 

Full  many  a  pang,  and  many  a  throe. 

i  Joyless  TicTT  tLy  rays  adorn 

Keen  reeoUccfion's  direful  train. 

The  raintlj  raaried  distant  hill : 

Must  wring  my  soul,  ere  thteb^s,  low, 

I  joyiesa  view  thy  IremWing  lorn. 

Shall  kiss  the  distant,  western  main. 

Reflected  in  the  gurgling  cill: 

My  fondly-fluttering  heart,  be  sUll : 

Tiir. 

Thou  busy  pow'r,  Remembrance,  cease ! 

And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 

Ah!  must  the  agoniiing  thrill 

Sore-harass'd  out  with  care  and  grief, 

lor  eyer  bar  returning  peace  1 

Mj  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear-worn  eye, 

Keep  watchings  witli  the  nightly  thief; 

Or  if  I  slumber,  fonsy,  chief, 

No  idly-feign'd  poelic  pains, 

Reigns  haggard-wild,  in  sore  afii'ight; 

Ev'n  day,  all-bitter,  brings  relief. 

Ho  shepherd's  pipe— Arcadian  strains  ; 

From  Bach  a  horror-breathing  night. 

Ho  fablad  tortures,  quaint  and  tame: 

The  plighted  faith ;  the  mutual  flame ; 

IX. 

The  oft-attested  Pow'rs  above; 

0 !  thou  bright  queen,  who  o'er  th'  espansa 

The  promis'd  fatlier's  tender  name  ,■ 

Bow  highest  reign'st,  with  boundless  away! 

Those  were  the  pledges  of  my  love  1 

Oft  has  thy  silent-marking  glance 

Observ'das,  fondly- wand'ring,  stray! 

IV. 

The  time,  unheeded,  sped  away, 

Encircled  ia  her  clasping  arms. 

While  love's  Insurious  pulse  beat  high. 

How  have  the  raptur'd  momenta  flownl 

iSeneath  tJiy  silver-gleaming  ray, 

How  have  I  msh'd  for  fortune's  charms, 

To  mark  ihe  mutual  kindling  eye. 

For  her  dear  sake,  and  hers  alone  1 

And  must  I  think  it!— is  she  gone, 

s. 

My  secret  heart's  einlting  boast? 

Oh  j  scenes  in  strong  remenibraroe  set '. 

And  does  she  heedless  hear  my  groant 

Scenes  never,  never  to  return  1 

And  is  she  ever,  ever  lost? 

Scenes,  if  in  stupor  I  forget. 

Again  I  feel,  again  I  bum ! 

From  ev'ry  joy  and  pleasare  torn. 

Oh!  can  she  bear  bo  base  a  heart, 

Life's  weary  vale  I'll  wander  thro' ; 

So  lost  to  honour,  lost  to  truth, 

And  hopeless,  comfortless,  I'll  mourn 

As  from  the  fondest  lover  pari, 

A  faithless  woman's  broken  vow. 

Tho  plighted  hnsband  of  her  youth! 

Alas!  life's  path  may  be  anamooth! 
Her  way  may  lie  thro'  rough  distress ! 

Theo,  who  her  pangs  and  pains  will  soothe, 

Her  sorrows  share,  and  make  them  loss  ♦ 

DESPONDENCY. 

Ye  winged  hours  tliat  o'er  os  past. 

AN    ODK. 

Enraptur'd  more,  the  more  enjny'd. 

["  1  think,"  Biid  Burns,  "it  iBono  of  the  greaWBtplea- 

Your  dear  remembrance  in  my  breast, 

Bures  olBndios  o  poeUo  senius,  thnt  we  can  give  our 

My  fondly-treasur'd  thoughts  emploj'd. 

wh'cr»  mV'iI''oZ\'r^'<lirt^M"e"*H™iTe^"^^^ 

That  breast,  how  dreary  now,  aud  void. 

soye,  "  My  passions  raged  like  so  mnny  devils  till  tliay 

For  her  too  scanty  once  of  room ! 

gnt  vsat  in  di)-«a."    Tliac  sraJnCDt  paistsr,  Furali,  on 

Ev'n  ev'ry  ray  of  hope  destroy'd. 

soemj  hie  wife  in  h  pnasion,  said  composedly,  "  Swear, 

And  not  a  wish  to  gild  the  gloom  1 

my  lore,  kwbm  heattiZj- :  j-oa  fenowno  t  how  mutb  it  will 

TJI. 

experionceil  6y  tlio  bard,  wlica  lovs  aaA  forhuiB  alike 

The  morn  that  warns  th'  approaching  day, 

Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  w 
I  see  the  hours  in  long  array. 
That  I  must  suffer,  lingering  si 
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I  set  me  down  and  sigli : 

The  solitary  can  despise. 

0  life !  thou  art  a  giUiug  load. 

Can  want,  and  yet  be  blest! 

Along  a  rough,  aweary  road. 

He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not. 

To  wretches  such  as  I! 

Or  human  love  or  hate, 

Dim-backward  as  I  cast  my  view, 

Whilst  I  here,  must  cry  here 

What  sitt'ning  scenes  appear  ! 

At  perfidy  ingrate '. 

What  sorrows  yet  may  pierce  ma  thro' 

Too  justly  I  may  fear  ! 

Still  caring,  despairing. 

Oh !  enviable,  eariy  days. 

Must  he  my  hitter  doom  ; 

amaze. 

My  woes  here  shall  close  ue'er 

To  care,  to  guilt  unknown! 

Eut  with  the  closing  tomh  ! 

IIow  ill  cjTchang'd  for  riper  times. 
To  feel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes. 
Of  others,  or  my  own! 

Happy,  ye  90C3  of  busy  life, 

Te  tiny  elves  that  guiltless  sport. 

Who,  equal  to  the  hustling  strife. 

Like  linnets  in  the  hash. 

No  other  view  regard; 

Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court, 

Ey'n  when  the  wished  end's  deny'd, 

When  manhood  is  your  wish  1 

Yet  while  the  busy  means  are  ply'd, 

The  losses,  the  crosses, 

They  bring  their  own  reward : 

That  active  man  engage! 

Whilst  I,  a  hope-ahandon'd  wight. 

The  fears  all,  the  tears  all. 

Unfitted  with  an  aim. 

Of  dim  declining  age  ! 

Meet  ey'ry  sad  returning  night 

Aud  joyless  morn  the  same ; 

You,  busUing,  andjustliog, 

Forget  each  grief  and  pain  ; 

XLIir. 

I,  listless,  yet  restless. 

THE 

Find  every  prospect  vain. 

COTTER'S   SATUEDAY  NIGHT. 

How  blest  the  solitary's  lot, 

"  Let  ntrt  ambition  mock  their  uaefiil  toi 

Wlio,  all-forgetting,  all  forgot, 

Their  hnmelsjjya,  and  daslinj-  cbsn 
Nor  graaiieur  liJar,  with  a  dlsdajnfol  s 

uro^ 

Within  his  humble  cell, 

The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  rooti. 

The  short  and  eimple  aanala  of  the  p 

"gba 

Sita  o'er  his  newly-gather'd  fruits. 
Beside  his  crystal  well! 

[The  house  of  William  Bams  was  the  s 
£n«,  devoDt,  and  tmnquil  drama,  and  Willi 

tI^' 

Or,  haply,  to  his  ev'niug  thought, 

who  g-ivea 

By  unfrequented  stream. 

life  and  Eenlimont  to  the  whole.  "  Robert  h 

d  frequonl- 

The  ways  of  men  are  distant  brought, 
A  faint  collected  dream ; 

iy  remarked  to  me,"    aaya  Gilbert  Bnms 
thonghl  there  wae  Bomelhing  peculiarly  vene 
phrase, '  Let  us  worship  God !'  used  by  a  g 

able  in  (he 

While  praising,  and  raising 

°f"T^,y^ 

His  tlioughts  to  hcav'n  on  high. 

eentimenl  of  the  author  (he  world  is  mdeliled  for  the 

Aa  wand'ring,  meand'ring. 

He  views  the  solemn  sky. 

r'filtgle." 

sure  of  ll,e  Colter's  Satarday  Night  have  be 

nmiBtakBB 

hj  Ho^  for  want  of  nerve  and  life.  "  It  is  a 

nil,  heavy, 

Than  I,  no  lonely  hermit  plae'd 

lifeless  poem,"  he  says,  "and  the  onlybeanty  it  pos- 

Where  never  human  footstep  trao'd. 
Less  fit  to  play  the  part; 

picture  of  the  poet's  family.    The  worst  tbii 

of  family 
g  of  all,  it 

The  lucky  moment  to  improve. 

beautiful  pastoral,  'The  Farmer's  Ingle:'  I 

have  a  per- 

And  just  to  stop,  and  just  to  move. 

foct   contempt   for  all   plagiarisms    and 

With  self-respecting  art: 
But,  ah!  those  pleasures,  loves,  and  joys. 

editor,  by  quoting  Locthart'a  opipion— at  once  lofty 
and  juBt,  of  Ibis  fine  pielure  of  dumeElic  hapninPRa  find 

Which  I  too  keenly  tast«, 
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MrloT'd,mylionour'd,miiohre3pecledfiiend] 

No  mecoenarj  bard  his  homage  pays  ; 
With  honest  pride,  I  aoorn  each  Eelfish  eod ; 

My  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and 
praise : 
To  yon  I  sing,  in  simple  Scotiieh  lays, 

The  lowly  train  in  life's  sequcster'd  scene  ; 
The  catiTe  feelings  strong,  the  guileless  waya ; 

What  Aiken  in  a  cottage  would  have  been ; 
Ah  !  the'  his  worth  unknown,  far  happier  there. 


November  chill  blaws  loud  wi'  angry  sugh ; 

Tlie  short'iiing  irinter-day  is  near  a  close  ^ 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pleugh; 
The  blaek'ning  trains  o'  craw3  to  their  re- 
pose: 
The  toil-worn  Cotter  frae  Ms  labour  goes. 
This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end, 
Collects  his  spades,  his  mattocks,  and  his  hoes, 
Hoping  the  morn  in  ease  and  rost  to  spend. 
And  weary,  o'er  the  moor,  his  course  does  home- 
ward bend. 


At  length  hia  lonely  cot  appears  in  view. 

Beneath  (he  shelter  of  an  aged  tree  ; 

'^  Th'   espeotant  wee-things,   toddlin',  stocher 


The  lisping  infant  prattling  on  his  knee. 
Does  a'  his  weary  kiaugh  and  care  beguile. 
An'  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labour  and  his 


Belyre,  the  elder  baJms  oome  drapping  in, 
At  service  out  amang  the  farmers  roun' : 

Someca'thepleugh,  some  herd,  some tenlieriQ 
A  oannie  errand  to  a  neebor  town  r 

Their  eldest  hope,  their  Jenny,  woman  grown. 
In  youthfu' bloom,  love  sparkling  in  here'e, 

Comes  hamc,  perhaps  to  shew  a  braw  new 

Or  deposite  her  sair  won  penny-fee. 
To  help  her  parents  dear,  if  they  in  hardship 


With  joy  unfeign'd,  brothers  and  sisters  meet. 

An'  each  for  other's  welfare  kindly  spiers: 
The  socialhours,  swift- wing's,  nnnotio'd,  fleet: 

Each  tells  the  unco's  that  he  sees  or  hears : 
The  parents,  partial,  eye  their  hopeful  yearsi 

Anticipation  forward  points  the  view. 
The  Mothei-,  wi'  her  needle  an'  her  shears. 

Oars  auld  claes  look  amaist  as  weel's  the 

rhe  Father  miies  a'  wi'  admonition  due. 


Their  master's  an'  their  mistress's  command. 

The  younkers  a'  are  warned  to  obey ; 
And  mind  their  labours  wi'  on  eydent  hand. 

An'  ne'er,  tho'  out  o'  sight,  to  jauk  or  play: 
"  And  0  !  be  sure  to  fear  the  Lord  alway  1 

And  mind  your  duty,  duly,  morn  and  night  I 
Lest  in  temptation's  path  yc  gong  astray. 

Implore  His  counsel  and  assisting  might : 

They  never  sought  in  vain,  that  sought  the 

Lord  aright  I" 


But,  hark!  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the  door; 

Jenny,  who  kens  the  meaning  o'  the  some, 
Tells  how  a  neebor  lad  cam  o'er  the  moor. 

To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  her  bame. 
The  wily  Mother  sees  the  conscious  flame 

Sparkle  in  Jenny's  e'e,  and  flush  hor  cheet, 
With  heart-struck  anxious  care,  inquires  his 

While  Jenny  haiSins  is  afraid  to  speak; 
Weel  pleas'd  the   Mother  hears  it'a  nue  w 
worlhless  rake. 


Wi'  kindly  weleome,  Jenny  brings  him  bei 
A  strappan  youth;   he  taks  the  Mother's 
eye; 

Blythe  Jenny  sees  the  visit's  no  ill  ta'en ; 
Tho  Father  cracka  of  horses,  plcaghs,  and 

The  youngster's  artless  heart  o'erflowswi' joy, 
£ut  blote,  on  laithfu',  scarce  can  weel  be- 

T!ie  Mother,  wi'  a  woman's  wiles,  can  spy 
What  makes  the  youth  sae  bashfu'  and  sae 

Weel  pleas'd  to  think  ber  bairn's  respected  like 
the  lave. 
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0  tappy  love  I  where  loic  like  tliia  is  found ! 
0  heact-felt  raptures! — bliss  beyond  oom- 

I'vo  paced  much  this  weary,  mortal  round, 

And  sage  esperience  bids  me  this  declare — 
' '  If  heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasure 
spare, 
One  cordial  in  tMs  mclanoholy  vale, 
'Tis  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  pair, 
In  otter's  arms,  breallie  out  the  tender  tale, 
Bcncatli  the  milk->Yhito  thorn  tliat  scents  the 
ev'ning  gale." 


la  there,  in  human  form,  that  bears  a  heart — 
A  TfF^t^hl  a  villain!  lost  to  love  and  truth! 
That  can,  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art, 

Betray  sweot  Jenny's  unsuspecting  yonth  ! 
Curse  on  his pecjur'd  arts !  dissembling  smooth ! 
Are  honour,  virtue,  conscience,  all  exil'd  ! 
Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth. 

Points  to  the  parents  fondling  o'er  their 
child? 
Then  paints  the  ruin'd  maid,  and  their  distrac- 
tion wild  ! 


But  nuiv  the  supper  crowns  their  simple  board, 
'Ike  halesome  parritch,  chief  of  Scotia's 

The  soupe  their  only  hawkie  does  afford. 
That  'yont  the  hallan    snugly  chows  her 

The  dame  brings  forth  in  complimeutal  mood. 
To  grace  the  lad,  her  weel-hun'd  kebbuck, 
fell. 
An'  aft  he's  prest,  an'  aft  he  oa's  it  guid  ] 
The  frugal  wifie,  garrulous,  will  tell, 
no*  'twas  a  towmond  auld,  sin'  lint  was  i'  the 


The  chcerfu'  supper  done,  vri'  serious  face. 
They,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide; 

The  Sire  turns  o'er,  with  patriarchal  grace, 
The  big  ha'-Bihle,  anec  his  fatter's  pride; 

His  bonnet  rev'rently  is  laid  aside. 
His  Ijart  haffets  wearing  thin  an'  bare  ; 

rhose  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  Zion 

lie  wales  a  portion  with  judicious  care ; 
id  'Let  us  worship  God!'  he  says,  nith  so- 


They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise; 
They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest 


Perhaps  Dundee's   mild-watbling 

Or  plaintive  Martyrs,  worthy  of  the  nf 
Or  noble  Elgin  beets  (he  heaven-ward  fl 

The  sweetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays ; 
Conipar'd  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  ts 

The  ticH'd  ear  no  heart-felt  raptures  r; 
iac  unison  hae  they  wiili  our  Creator's  pr 


The  priest-like  Father  reads  (he  sacre^^page. 

How  Abram  was  the  friend  of  God  on  high  ; 
Or,  Moses  bade  eternal  warfare  wage 

With  Amalek's  ungracious  progeny ; 
Or  how  the  royal  bard  did  groaning  lie 

Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging  ire ; 
Or  Job's  pathetic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry  ; 

Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  sernphio  fire  ; 
Or  other  holy  sccra  that  tunc  the  sacred  Ijre. 


Perhaps  the  Ciiristiaii  volume  is  the  theme. 
How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  was 
shed ; 
How  He,   who  bore  in  Heaven  the  second 

Had  not  on  earth  whereon  to  lay  hia  head : 
How  His  first  followers  and  servants  sped. 
The  precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a 

How  he  who  lone  in  Patmos  banished. 
Saw  in  the  sun  a  mighty  angol  stand ; 
And  heard  great  Eab'lou's  doom  pronounc'd  by 


Heave 


Then  kneeling  down,  to  Heaven's  etehsai 

The  Saint,  the  Father,  and  the  Husband 
,      prays : 

Hope  '  springs  exulting  on  triumphant  wing,'' 
That  thus  thoy  all  shall  meet  in  future  days  .- 
There  ever  bask  in  uncreated  rays. 

No  more  to  sigh,  or  shed  the  bitter  tear. 
Together  hynming  their  Creator's  praise. 
In  such  society,  yet  still  more  dear: 
While  circling  Time  moves  round  in  an  eternal 
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Compar'd  with  tliia,  how  poor  Religion's  pride. 

0  Thou!  who  pour'd  the  patriofio  tide 

In  all  the  pomp  of  method  and  of  art, 

That  streajn'd  through  Wallace's  undaunted 

When  men  display  to  congregations  wide, 

heart: 

Devotion's  ev'iy  grace,  eieept  lie  heart! 

Who  dar'd  to  nobly  stem  tyrannic  pride, 

The  Pow'r,  incens'd,  tie  pageimt  will  desert. 

Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part, 

The  pompous  strain,  tiie  sacerdotal  stole; 

(The  patriot's  God,  peculiarly  Thou  art, 

But  haply,  id  aome  cottage  far  apart. 

His  friend,  inapirer,  guardian,  and  reward!) 

May  hear,  -well  pleas'd,  the  language  of  the 

0  never,  never,  Scotia's  realm  desert ; 

jBut  still  the  patriot,  and  the  patriot  bard. 

And  in  Ilis  book  of  life  the  inmates  poor  enrol. 

In  bright  succession  raise,  her  ornament  and 

guard! 

XVIll. 

Then  homeward  all  take  off  their  seT'ral  way  ; 
The  youngling  cottagers  retire  to  rest ; 

Their  Parent-pair  their  secret  homage  pay, 

And  proffer  up  to  Heayeothe  warm  request, 

XLIV. 

That   He,  who  stills   the  raven's   clam'rous 
neat, 

TUE   FIRST   PSALM. 

And  decks  the  lily  fair  in  flow'ry  pride. 

[This  version  was  first  priDled  m  0.8  second  ecILlion  o( 

Would,  in  the  way  His  wisdom  sees  the  best, 

Iho  pgel'a  works.    It  caoiiot  be  regarded  as  one  of  bis 

For  them  and  for  their  little  ones  provide  ; 

happiert  compoailions !  it  is  inferior,  not  indeed  in  enas, 
but  in  aimpJioity  and  onlique  vigour  of  lai^uf^e,  lo  the 

But,  chiefly,  in  tlieir  hearts  with  grace  divine 

preside. 

edilion,  and  probably  desired  [o  balance  it  with  aoma- 

SIS. 

thing  at  wbich  Ibe  devoat  could  not  cavil.] 

Prom  Boencs  like  these,  old  Scotia'a  grandeur 

.  The  man,  in  life  wherever  plac'd. 

springs. 

Hath  happiness  in  store. 

That  makes  her  lov'd   at  home,   rever'd 

Wlio  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way, 

abroad: 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore  ! 

Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  brea,th  of  kings, 

"  An  honest  men's   the  noblest  wort   of 

Kor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  pride 

God  ;'" 

Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad, 

And  certes,  in  fair  virtue's  Iieav'niy  road, 

But  with  humility  and  awav 

The  cottage  leaves  the  palace  far  behind ; 

Still  walks  before  his  God. 

What  ia  ft  lordling's  pomp  ?  a  cumbrous  load. 

That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  trees 

Studied  in  arts  of  Hell,  iu  wickedness  refin'd ! 

Which  by  the  streamlets  grow ; 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high. 

XX. 

And  flrm  the  root  below. 

0  Scotia :  my  dear,  my  native  soil  1 
For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  Heaven  is 

But  he  whose  blossom  buds  in  guilt 

Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast. 

Long  may  thy  hardy  sous  of  ruatio  toil 
Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet 

And,  like  the  rootless  stubble,  tost 
Before  the  sweeping  blast. 

content ! 

For  why  ?  that  God  the  good  adore 

And,  0!  may  heaventheir  simple  lives  prevent 

Hath  giv'n  them  peace  and  re?t, 
But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  men 

From  luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile  ! 

Then,  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent. 

Shall  ne'er  be  truly  blest. 

A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while. 

And  stand  a,  wall  of  fire  around  their  much- 

lov'd  Isle. 

.Pope. 
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XLV. 
THE   FIRST   SIX  VERSES 

NINETIETH  PSALM. 


y'-i 


0  Tnon,  the  first,  the  greatest  friend 

Of  all  the  human  race  ! 
Whose  strong  right  hand  has  ever  been 

Their  stay  and  dwelling  place  ! 

Before  the  mountains  heaT'd  their  heads 

Beneath  Thj  forming  hand, 
Before  thia  ponderous  globe  itself 

Arose  at  Thj  command ; 

That  Pow'p  which  rais'd  and  still  upholds 

This  universal  frame. 
From  countless,  unheginning  time 

Was  ever  stQl  the  same. 

Those  mighty  periods  of  years 

Which  seem  to  us  so  vast. 
Appear  no  more  before  Thy  sight 

Thaa  yesterday  that's  past. 

Thou  giv'st  the  word :  Thy  creature,  man. 

Is  to  existence  brought; 
Again  Thou  say'st,  "Ye  sons  of  men. 

Return  ye  inta  nought !" 

Thou  layest  them,  with  all  their  cares. 

In  everlasting  sleep; 
As  with  a  flood  Thou  tak'st  them  off 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 

They  flourish  like  the  morning  flow'r. 

In  beauty's  pride  array'd  ; 
But  long  ere  nighf,  cut  down,  it  lies 

All  wither'd  and  decay'd. 


XLVI. 
TO  A   MOUNTAIN  DAISY, 


nora  natural  nam 

hechaogBdaahedid 

1  and  ha  changed  it 

callhiiraelfBameaa 

fl  first  edition  of  hiB 

up  the  Mouse ; 

lul  thia  seems  likely 

Bd  with  tillage— wiio 

tiifl  eluef  ohoiraa  of 

^  forget,] 

Wee,  niodeat,  crimson-tipped  flow'r, 
Thou's  met  me  in  an  evil  hour  ; 
For  I  maun  crush  amang  the  stoure 

Thy  slender  stem: 
To  spare  thee  now  is  past  my  pow'r, 

TIiou  bonnie  gem. 

Alas  !  it's  no  thy  neebor  sweet, 
TliG  bonnie  lark,  companion  meet ! 
Bendiug  thee  'mang  the  dewy  weet, 

Wi'  spreckl'd  breast. 
When  upward-springing,  blythe,  to  greet 

The  purpling  east. 

Cauld  blew  the  bitter-biting  north 
Upon  thy  early,  humble  birth  ; 
Yet  clicerfully  thou  glinted  forth 

Scarce  rcar'd  above  the  parent  earth 
Thy  tender  form. 

The  flaunting  flowers  oup  gardens  yield. 
High  shelt'ring  woods  and  wa'a  maun  ahicif 
But  thou,  beneath  the  random  bield 

0'  clod  or  stano, 
Adorns  the  histie  stibble-fiuld, 

Unseen,  alane. 

There,  in  thy  scanty  mantie  clad. 
Thy  snawie  bosom  sunward  spread. 
Thou  lifts  thy  unassuming  head 

In  humble  guise; 
But  DOW  the  share  uptears  tliy  bed. 


And  k 


■  thou  li 


by  Google 


OF  ROBERT  ETJENS.                                      lift 

Such  is  tbe  fate  of  artless  maitJ, 

But  how  the  subject-themo  may  gang, 

Sweet  flow'ret  of  the  rural  shade  ! 

Let  time  and  chance  determine  ; 

By  loye's  simplieitj  betraj'd. 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  sai^. 

And  guileless  tmst, 

Perhaps,  turn  out  a  sermon. 

'Till  she,  lito  thee,  all  auil'd,  ia  laid 

Low  i'  the  dast. 

Ye'll  try  the  world  soon,  my  lad, 

Such  ia  the  fate  of  simple  bapiJ, 

And,  Andrew  dear,  believe  me, 

On  life's  rough  ocean  luckless  starr'd ! 

Ye'll  find  mankind  an  unco  squad. 

Unskilful  he  to  note  the  card 

And  muekle  they  may  grieve  je; 

Of  prudent  lore, 

For  care  and  trouble  set  your  thought, 

'Till  bIllo-w3  cage,  and  gales  blow  hard, 

Ev'n  when  your  end's  attain'd  ; 

And  whelm  him  o'er! 

And  a'  your  views  may  come  to  nought. 

Where  ev'ry  nerve  is  strained. 

Such  fate  to  suffering  worth  is  glv'n, 

Who  long  with  wants  and  woes  has  striy'n. 

III. 

By  human  pride  or  ounniog  driv'n 

I'll  no  say  men  are  villains  a' ; 

To  mis'ry's  brink, 

The  real,  harden'd  wicked, 

'Till  wrenched  of  every  stay  but  Heai-'n, 

Wha  hao  nae  check  but  human  law, 

He,ruiu'd,  sink! 

Are  to  a  few  restrioked ; 

But,  oohl  mankind  ace  unco  weak. 

Ey'n  thou  who  moum'st  the  Daisy's  fate. 

An' UtUe  to  be  trusted; 

That  fate  is  thine— no  distant  date ; 

If  self  the  wavering  balance  shake, 

Stern  Ruin's  ploughshare  drives,  data, 

It's  rarely  right  adjusted! 

Full  on  thy  bloom, 

'Till  crush'd  beneath  the  furrow's  weight, 

JV. 

Shall  bo  thy  doom  ! 

Yet  they  wha  fa'  in  Fortune's  strife, 

Their  fate  we  should  na  censure. 

For  still  th'  important  end  of  life 
They  equally  may  answer; 

A  man  may  hae  an  honest  heart, 

XIYII. 

Tho'  poortith  hourly  stare  him  ; 

A  man  may  tak  a  neeboc's  part. 

BPISTLE   TO   A  YOUNG   FRIEND. 

Yet  hae  aae  cash  to  spare  him. 

[Ajiiltew  Aikin,  to  whom  tti,  poemof  gond  counsel  is 

Ay  free,  iff  han'  youc  story  tell. 

When  wi'  a  bosom  crony ; 

^r,  to  ivliom  tbe  Cotter's  Sr.Curaay  Night  Is  insctibed. 

Te  Boaroely  tell  to  ony. 

poel  ha»  be9=  charged  with  a  doaira  to  teach  hypocriEy 

Conceal  yonrsel'  as  weel's  ye  can 

Frae  critical  dissection; 

coocBnl  one'a  own  thonghls  nud  disoovor  Ihoae  of  others. 

But  keek  thco'  ev'ry  other  man, 

nan  scarcely  be  Galled  hnuieritlcal ;  it  is,  In  fact,  a  ver- 
non  of  the  celebrated  precept  of  ptudance,  "  Thoughts 

Wi'  flhaj-pen'd,  sly  inspection. 

close  and  looks  loose."    Whether  he  profited  by  all  the 

coontel  Bhowered  upon  him  by  the  muse  we  know  not : 

be  was  much  reepected— his  name  embalmed,  like  that 

The  sacred  lowe  o'  weel-plae'd  love. 

of  his  father,  in  the  poetry  of  his  friend,  is  not  likely  soon 
to  perish.] 

Luxuriantly  indulge  it ; 

But  never  tempt  th'  illicit  cove. 

I- 

Tho'  naething  should  divulge  it: 

I  tflNO  hae  thought,  my  youthfu'  friend, 

I  waive  the  quantum  o'  the  sin, 

The  hazard  of  concealing ; 

Though  it  should  ierve  nae  itlier  end 

But,  och!  it  hardens  a'  within, 

Than  just  a  kind  memento; 

And  petrifies  the  feeling! 
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To  catch  dame  Fortune's  goltien  smile, 

Assiduous  wait  upou  her ; 
And  gather  gear  by  ev'ry  wilo 

That's  jiiatified  by  honour; 
Kot  for  to  hide  it  in  a  hedge. 

Nor  for  a  train-attendant ; 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege 

Of  being  independent. 


XL  VIII- 
TO   A   LOUSE, 


The  fear  o'  Hell's  a  hangman's  whip. 

To  haud  the  wretch  ia  order ; 
But  whero  ye  feel  your  honour  grip, 

Let  that  ay  be  your  border : 
ItB  slighest  tfluchea,  instant  pause — 

Dehar  a'  side  pretences; 
And  resolutely  keep  its  laws, 

Uncaring  consequences. 


ins  might  have  ie« 
beard,  and  was  proud  of 


holm,  w 


The  great  Creator  tc 
Must  Si 


etho 
But  still  the  preaching  cant  forbear. 

And  ey'n  the  rigid  feature : 
Yet  ne'er  with  wits  profane  to  range, 

Be  complaisance  extended ; 
An  Atheist  laugh's  a  poor  ei 

Fur  Deity  offended! 


When  ranting  round  in  pleasure's  ring, 

Religion  may  be  blinded  ; 
Or  if  she  gie  a  random  eting, 

It  may  be  little  minded  ; 
But  when  on  life  we're  tempest-dTiy'n, 

A  eonaciencc  but  a  e  anker — 
A  correspondence  fix'd  wi'  Ileav'n 

Is  sure  a  uohle  anchor ! 


Adieu,  dear,  amiable  youth! 

Your  heart  can  ne'er  be  wanting! 
May  prudence,  fortitude,  and  truth 

Erect  your  brow  undaunting ! 
&i  ploughman  phrase,  'God  send  you  speed. 

Still  didly  to  grow  wiser : 
And  may  you  hetter  reclt  the  rede 

Than  ever  did  tk'  adviser! 


Ha  1  whare  ye  gaan,  ye  orowlin  ferlie ! 

r  impudence  protects  you  sairly : 

□□a  say  but  ye  strunt  rarely, 

0«ie  gauze  and  lace  ; 
Tho'  faith,  1  fear,  ye  dine  but  sparely 

Ye  ugly,  creepin',  blastit  wonner. 
Detested,  shunn'd,  by  saunt  an'  sinner. 
How  dare  you  set  your  fit  upon  her, 

Sae  fine  a  lady  I 
Oae  somewhere  else,  and  seek  your  dinner 

On  some  poor  body. 

Swith,  in  some  beggar's  haffet  squattla; 

re  ye  may  creep,  and  sprawl,  and  sprattle 
Wi'  ither  kindred,  jumping  cattle, 

In  shoals  and  nations; 
,re  horn  nor  bane  ne'er  daur  unsettle 
Tour  tlrich  plantations. 

Now  haud  you  (here,  ye're  out  o'  sight, 
Below  the  fatt'rells,  snug  an'  tight ; 
Na,  faith  ye  yet!  ye'U  no  be  right 

'Till  ye've  got  on  it, 
vera  topmost,  tow'ring  height 

0'  Miss's  bonnet. 

My  Eootii !  right  bauld  ye  set  your  nose  out, 
As  plump  an'  gray  as  onie  grozet; 

0  for  some  rank,  mercurial  rozet. 

Or  fell,  red  ameddum, 
I'd  ^e  you  sic  a  hearty  doze  o't. 

Wad  dross  your  drodduml 

1  wad  na  been  surpria'd  to  spy 
on  an  auld  wife's  flaincn  toy  ; 

Or  aiblins  some  bit  duddie  boy, 

On's  wyliecoat; 

But  Miss's  fine  Lunardi !  fie  I 

Howdauryedo't? 
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0,  Jenny,  dinna  foss  jour  head, 

Spare't  for  their  sakes  irha  aften  wear  it. 

An'  set  jour  beauties  a,'  abread ! 

The  lads  in  black  1 

Ye  little  ken  what  cursed  speed 

But  your  curst  wit,  when  it  comes  near  it. 

The  hlastio's  makin'  [ 

Rives't  aff  their  back. 

Thac  ■viinlis  and  finger-ends,  I  dread. 

Are  notice  takin' ! 

Think,  wicked  sinner,  wha  ye're  skaithing. 

It's  just  the  blue-gown  badge  an'  claithing 

0  wad  some  Tower  tJie  giftie  gie  u3 

0'  saunts  ;  tak  that,  ja  lea'e  them  naething 

To  aee  oursels  as  others  see  us! 

To  ken  them  by, 

It  wad  frae  raonie  a  blunder  free  us 

Frae  ony  nnrcgenerate  heathen. 
Like  you  or  I. 

An'fooKalinoiion; 

What  airs  in  dress  an'  gait  wad  lea'e  us, 

I've  sent  you  here  some  rliyming  ware. 

And  cv'n  devotion  1 

A'  that  I  bargain'd  for,  an'  mair; 

Sae,  when  jou  hae  an  hour  to  spare, 

I  will  espcet 
Ton  BBOg,^  ye'll  sen't  wi  cannie  care. 

And  no  neglect. 

SISX. 

The'  faitl,  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  sing! 

EPISTLE   TO   J.   RANEINE, 

My  muse  dow  scarcely  spread  her  wing! 

I've  play'd  mysel'  a  bonnio  spring. 

E^CLOSOa   SOME  POEllS. 

An'  danc'dmy  fill! 

[The  peiEOn  to  whom  these  verses  are  adilressed  lived 

I'd  better  gacn  an'  saii't  ihe  king. 

al  Adamhill  in  AjTshite,  and  msritcri  IhB  praisB  af  rough 

At  Bunker's  Hili. 

'Twas  ae  night  lately,  in  my  fun, 

to  a  wBBt  country  ead,  who  was  in  Ihe  habit  of  calling 

I  gaed  a  roving  wi'  the  gun, 

bU  people  of  low  degree  -'BniteB!— damned  brules." 

An'  brought  a  paitrick  to  the  grun'. 

his  superior,  "  and  conilomned  for  the  compnn)' I  kept. 

A  bonnie  hen. 

WhenlcomeloheJl-door,  where  moDy  of  your  lord  ship's 

And,  as  the  twilight  was  begun, 

Wenda  gsng,  1  ehappit,  and  '  Wha  are  ye,  and  where 

Thought  nane  wad  ken. 

i'yt  come  frae!'  Satan  eiclaimsd.    I  jast  said,  that  my 

pame  was  Rankine, and  i  came  free  yere  lord  ship's  land. 

The  poor  wee  thing  was  little  hurt ; 

' Awawi' you,' cried Sutaq;  'yeonnniieomehBre:  hell's 

I  atraikit  it  a  wee  for  sport. 

%!  o>  hia  lordsliip's  diimnsd  brules  already.' "] 

Ne'er  thinkin'  they  wad  fash  me  foi't ; 

0  KOncn,  rude,  ready-witted  Rankine, 

But,deil-ina-care! 

The  wale  o'  cocks  for  fun  an'  drinkin'  t 

Somebody  tells  tbe  poacher- court 

There's  monie  godly  folks  are  thinkin', 

The  hale  afl'air. 

Your  dreams'  an'  tricks 

Some  auld  us'd  hands  had  taen  a  note, 

Will  send  you,  Korah-like,  a-sinkin' 

That  sic  a  hen  ha^  got  a  shot; 

Straught  to  auld  Kick's. 

I  was  suspected  for  the  plot; 

I  Eooni'd  to  lie  ; 

Ye  hac  sae  monie  oraoks  an'  cants, 

So  gat  the  whisslc  o'  my  groat. 

And  in  yoar  wicked,  dru'ken  rants. 

An'  pay't  the  fee. 

Ye  mak  a  dci-il  o'  the  saunts, 

Ac' fill  them  fou; 

But,  by  my  gun,  o'  guns  the  wale, 

And  then  their  failings,  flaws,  an'  wants. 

An'  by  my  pouther  an'  my  liail. 

Are  a'  seen  through. 

An'  by  my  hen,  an'  bj  her  tail, 

Hypocrisy,  in  nieroy  spare  it! 

The  game  shall  pay  o'er  moor  an'  dale. 

That  holy  robe,  0  dinna  tear  it ! 

For  this  nicst  year. 

1 A  eortain  humorous  dr^aiq  of  his  was  then  mnking  a 

2  A  song  he  lin.l  promised  Ihe  aulhor. 

noise  in  the  counlry-side. 
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As  soon's  the  elockia-time  is  by, 

The  widows,  wires,  an'  a'  may  bless  him, 

An'  the  wee  pouts  begun  to  cry, 

Wi'tearfu-c-e; 

L— d,  ffie  hae  eportin'  by  an'  by, 

For  weel  1  wat  they'll  sairly  miss  him 

For  my  gowd  guinea; 

That's  owre  the  seal 

Tho'  I  should  herd  the  buckskin  kye 

For't,  in  Virginia. 

0  Fortune,  they  hae  room  to  grumble ! 

Hadat  thou  taen'  aff  some  drowsy  bummle 

Trowth,  they  liod  ranclde  for  to  blame! 

Wha  can  do  nought  but  fyke  and  fumble. 

'Twas  neither  broken  wing  nor  limb, 

'Twad  been  nae  plea. 

But  tma-three  draps  about  the  wame 

But  he  was  gleg  as  onie  wumble, 

Soarec  thro'  the  feathers; 

That's  oirre  the  sea! 

An'  baith  a  yellow  George  to  claim. 

An' thole  their  blethers! 

Auld,  oantie  Kyle  may  weepers  wear. 

An'  stain  them  wi'  the  saut,  sant  tear ; 

It  pits  me  aj  as  mad's  a  hare ; 

'Twill  mak  her  poor  auld  heart,  I  fear. 

So  I  can  rhyme  nor  write  nae  mair ; 

In  fliudera  See ; 

But  pennyworths  again  is  fair, 

He  was  her  laureate  monie  a  year. 

When  time's  expedient: 

That's  owrc  the  sea  1 

Meanwhile  I  am,  respected  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient. 

He  saw  Misfortune's  eauld  nor-west 

Lang  mustering  up  a  bitter  blast ; 

A  jillet  brak  hia  heart  at  last. 

111  may  she  be  ! 

So,  took  a  birfli  afore  the  mast. 

Z. 

An'  owre  the  sea. 

ON  A   SCOTCH  BARD, 

To  tremble  under  fortune's  cammock, 

On  scarce  a  belljfu'  o'  drummock. 

SOKS  lO  THE  WEST   IBDTKa. 

Wi'  his  proud,  independent  stomach. 

[Burns  in  Uiis  Poem,  hb  well  os  in  olliora,  spoaks  open- 

Could ill  agree; 

ly  of  hia  lastea  and^Bsinne :  hisuwn  formnas  lira  dwelt 

So,  row't  his  hurdies  in  a  hammock, 

on  with  pnin[ul  minutenesE,  and  his  oirora  are  recordsd 

with  the  accuracy,  but  not  tha  Bcrionsness  of  the  oon- 

An'  owre  the  sea. 

fesBinnU.  Be  eecim  f  have  hem  fond  of  lahiug  himself 

to  tsBk.    It  wns  written  when  "Hongry  ruin  had  hini.in 
onl)-  refuge  which  he  could  tliink  of,  or  hia  frienda 

He  ne'er  was  gien  to  great  misguiding, 
Yet  coin  his  pouches  wad  na  bide  in ; 

Wi'  him  it  ne'er  was  under  hiding: 

He  dealt  it  free; 

A'  TH  wha  liTB  by  aowps  o'  drink. 

The  muse  was  a'  tbat  be  took  pride  in. 

A'  ye  wha  lite  by  erambo- clink. 

That's  owre  the  sea. 

A'  ye  wba  live  and  never  think, 

Come,  mourn  wi'  me! 

Jamaica  bodies,  use  him  weel. 

Our  billie'3  gien  us  a'  a  jink, 

An'  owve  the  sea. 

An'  hap  him  in  a  coiie  biel ; 

Te'll  find  him  ay  a  dainty  chiel. 

And  fou  o'  glee ; 

Lament  him  a'  je  rantin'  core. 

He  wad  na  wrang'd  the  vera  deil, 

"Wha  de.irly  like  a  randoni-splore, 

That's  owre  the  sett. 

Nae  mair  he'll  join  the  merry  roar 

In  social  key ; 

Fareweal,  my  rhyme-composing  billie! 

For  now  he's  taen  anither  shore, 

Your  native  soil  was  right  jll-willie ; 

An'owre  thesea! 

But  may  ye  flourish  like  a  lily, 

Now  bonnilie  ! 

The  bonnie  lasses  weel  may  wiss  him, 

I'll  toast  ye  in  my  hindmost  gillie, 

And  in  their  dear  petitions  place  him  ; 

The'  owre  the  seat 
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placoof  peril,  ma  on  IheWeat  Indies  asocharnol-ho 

Fakewkll,  olil  Seotin'a  Weak  domains, 
Far  dearer  than  the  torrid  plains 

Wliere  rich  aninaa  blow  I 
Farewell,  a  mother'a  Messing  dear ! 
A  lirotber's  sigh  1  a  sister's  tear  ! 
Mj  Jean's  heart-reuding  throe  1 
Farewell,  my  Bcsa!  tbo' thou'rt  hereft 

Of  my  parental  care, 
A  faithful  brother  I  haTe  left, 
My  part  in  him  thou'lt  share ! 
Adieu  too,  to  you  too, 

My  Smith,  my  bosom  frien' ; 
Wien  liindly  you  mind  me, 
0  then  befriend  my  Jean ! 


What  bursting  anguish  tears  my  heart ! 
From  thee,  my  Jeany,  must  I  part  i 
Thou  weeping  anaw'rest — "  No  1" 
Alaa  !  misfortune  stares  my  face. 
And  points  to  ruin  and  disgrace, 

I  for  thy  sake  must  go  ! 
Thee,  Hamilton,  and  Aiken  dear, 

A  grateful,  warm  adieu; 
I,  with  a  much-indebted  tear. 
Shall  still  remember  you! 
All-bail  tiien,  the  gale  then. 

Wafts  me  from  thee,  dear  shoro ! 
It  rustles,  and  whistles 
I'll  neTer  see  thee  more ! 


WRITTEN 
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Once  fondly  lov'd  and  still  remcmber'd  doari 
Sweet  early  obj  ect  of  my  youthful  vows  I 

Accept  this  mark  of  friendship,  warm,  sincere,- 
Fricndsliip  !  'tis  all  cold  duty  now  allows. 

And  -when  you  read  tte  simple  artless  rhymes. 
One  friendly  sigli  for  him — lie  asks  no  more,- 

Who  distant  burns  in  flaming  torrid  climes. 
Or  haply  lies  beneath  th'  Atlantic  roar. 
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Expect  na.  Sir,  in  this  narration, 
A  fleechin',  fletb'rin  dedication, 
To  roose  you  up,  an'  ca'  you  guid, 
An'  sprung  o'  great  an'  noble  bluid. 
Because  ye're  surnam'd  like  hia  Grace ; 
Perhaps  related  to  the  race ; 
Then  when  I'm  tir'd— and  sae  are  ye, 
Wi'  monie  a  fulsome,  sinfu'  lie, 
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Set  up  a  face,  iow  I  stop  short, 
For  fear  jour  modesty  be  hurt. 

This  may  do— maun  do,  Sir,  wi'  thorn  wha 
Maun  please  the  great  folk  for  a  itamefou ; 
For  me  I  sae  laigh  I  neodna  bow, 
For.  Lord  be  thaukit,  I  can  plough ; 
And  when  I  downa  yoke  a  naig. 
Then,  Lord  be  thankit,  I  can  beg; 
Sae  I  shall  say,  an'  that's  nie  flatt'rln', 
It's  just  aie  poet,  an'  aio  patron. 

The  Poet,  some  guid  angel  help  him. 
Or  else,  I  fear  soma  ill  ane  akelp  him, 
He  may  do  wool  for  a'  he's  done  yet. 
But  only — lie's  no  just  begun  yet. 

The  Patron,  {Sir,  yc  maun  forgie  me, 
I  winna  lie,  come  what  wil!  o'  me,) 
On  cv'ry  hand  it  will  allow'd  be, 
He's  just — nae  better  than  he  should  be. 

I  readily  and  freely  grant, 
He  downa  see  a  poor  man  want ; 
What's  no  his  ain,  he  winna  tak  it; 
What  ance  he  says,  he  winna  break  it ; 
Ougiit  he  oan  lend  he'll  no  refua't, 
'Till  aft  his  gnidnCSS  is  abus'd  ; 
And  rascals  whyles  that  do  him  wrang, 
Et'h  that,  he  does  na  mind  it  lang : 
As  master,  landlord,  husband,  father, 
ilo  does  na  fail  his  part  in  either. 

But  then,  nae  thanks  to  him  for  a'  that; 
Nae  go'i'y  symptom  yo  oan  ca'  that ; 
It's  naething  but  a  milder  feature, 
Of  onr  poor  siufu',  eorrupt  nature; 
Ye'U  get  Ike  best  o'  moral  works, 
'Mang  black  Gentoos  and  pagan  Turks, 
Or  hunters  wild  on  Ponotaii, 
Wha  never  heard  of  orthodoKy. 

That  he's  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need. 
The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed. 
It's  no  thro'  terror  of  damnation  ; 

Morality,  thou  deadly  bane, 
Thy  tens  o'  thousands  thou  hast  slain! 
Vain  is  his  hope,  whose  stay  and  trust  is 
In  moral  mercy,  truth  and  justice! 

No— streteh  a  point  to  catch  a  plack ; 
Abuse  a  brother  to  his  back; 


Steal  thro"  a  winnock  frae  a  whore, 
But  point  the  rake  that  taks  the  door ; 
Be  to  the  poor  like  onie  whuustane, 
And  baud  their  noses  to  the  grunstane. 
Ply  ev'ry  art  o'  legal  thieving; 
No  matter — stick  to  sound  belieTing. 

Learn  three-mile  pray'rs  an'  half-mile  graces, 
Wi'  wcel-spread  looves,  and  lang  wry  faces  ; 
Grunt  up  a  solemn,  lengthen'd  groan, 
And  damn  a'  parties  but  your  own  ; 


I'llw 


it  tbor 


yer( 


A  steady,  sturdy,  staunch  belieTOr. 

0  ye  wha  leaye  the  springs  o'  Calvin, 
For  gumlie  dubs  of  your  ain  delvin' ! 
Ye  sons  of  heresy  and  error, 

Ye'U  some  day  St[ueel  in  quaking  terror ! 
When  Vengeance  draws  the  sword  in  wrath, 
And  in  the  fire  throws  tie  sheath ; 
When  Ruin,  with  his  sweeping  besom. 
Just  frets  'till  Heav'n  commission  gies  him : 
While  o'er  the  harp  pale  Mis'ry  moans, 
And  strikes  the  ever-deep'ning  tones. 
Still  louder  shrieks,  and  heavier  groans' 

Your  pardon,  Sir,  for  this  digression, 

1  maiBt  forgat  my  dedication; 
But  when  divinity  comes  cross  me 
My  readers  still  are  sure  to  lose  me. 

So,  Sir,  ye  see  'twas  nae  daft  vapour, 

But  I  maturely  thought  it  proper. 

When  a'  my  works  I  did  review. 

To  dedicate  them,  Sir,  to  you  : 

Because  (ye  need  na  tak  it  ill) 

I  thought  them  something  like  yonrsel'. 

Then  patronize  them  wi'  your  favour. 

And  your  petitioner  shall  ever — 

I  had  amaist  said,  ever  pray. 

But  that's  ft  word  I  need  na  aay  : 

For  prayin'  I  hae  little  skill  o't; 

I'm  baith  dead  sweer,  an'  wretched  ill  o't ; 

But  Pse  repeat  each  poor  man's  pray'r, 

That  kens  or  hears  about  you,  Sir — 

"  May  ne'er,  misfortune's  gowling  bark. 
Howl  thro'  the  dwelling  o'  the  Clerk ! 
May  ne'er  iiis  gen'rous,  honest  heart, 
For  that  same  gen'rous  spirit  smart! 
May  Kennedy's  far-honour'd  name 
Lang  beet  his  hymeneal  flame, 
Till  Hamiltons,  at  least  a  dizen. 
Are  frae  their  nuptial  labours  risen : 
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Fire  Tjonnic  laases  round  their  table, 

To  tell  the  truth,  they  seldom  fasli't  him. 

And  seven  braw  fellows,  stout  an'  able 

Except  the  moment  that  they  crush't  him  ; 

To  serve  their  king  and  country  weel, 

For  Bune  as  chance  or  fate  had  hush't  'cm, 

By  word,  or  pen,  or  pointed  steel ! 

Tho'  o'er  sae  short. 

May  health  and  peace,  with  mutual  rays, 

Then  wi'  a  rhyme  or  song  be  lash't  'em. 

eiiine  on  the  er'ning  o'  his  days ; 

And  thought  it  sport. 

'Till  Ms  wee  curlie  John's-ier-oe, 
When  ebbing  life  nae  mair  shall  flow, 
The  last,  sad,  mournful  ritea  beston." 

Tho'  he  was  bred  to  kintra  wark. 

And  counted  was  baith  wight  and  stark. 

Yet  that  was  never  Robin's  mark 

I  nill  not  wind  a  lang  conclusion. 

To  mak  a  man  ; 

But  tell  him  he  was  learned  and  dark. 

But  whilst  your  wishes  and  endeaToups 

Yeroos'dhimthanI 

Are  blest  with  Fortune's  smiles  and  fayours. 

I  am,  dear  Sir,  with  zeal  most  fervent, 

Your  much  indebted,  humble  servant. 

But  if  (which  pow'rs  abore  prevent) 

LV. 

That  iron-hearted  carl.  Want, 
Attended  in  his  grim  adyanoes 

LETTER   TO  JAMES  TENNANT, 

By  sad  mistalies  and  black  mischances, 

OS    QtENOONNKB. 

While  hopes,  and  joys,  and  pleasures  fly  Mm, 

[The  wecl  country  former  to  whnm  Ihia  teller  was 

Make  you  as  poor  a  dog  ns  I  am, 

sent,  was  n  social  mnn.    The  poet  depended  on  liis  judg- 

Your humble  servant  then  no  more; 

ment  in  the  choice  of  o  farm,  when  hs  resolved  to  quit 

For  who  would  humbly  serve  the  poor ! 

the  harp  for  tlie  plough:  but  as  EllisloadlvaB  ilia  iLoica, 

But  by  a  poor  man's  hope  in  Heav'n  1 

hiB  Bkill  may  he  queaUoned.] 

While  recoUection's  pow'r  is  given, 

AntD  comra4e  dear,  nod  britber  sinner. 

If,  in  the  vale  of  humble  life, 

How's  a'  the  folk  about  Qlenconner ! 

The  victim  sad  of  fortune's  strife. 

How  do  you  tills  blae  eastlin  wind. 

I,  thro'  the  tender  gushing  tear, 

That's  like  to  blaw  a  body  blind  ? 

Should  recognise  my  Master  dear. 

For  me,  my  faculties  are  frozen. 

If  friendless,  low,  wo  meet  together. 

My  dearest  member  nearly  dozen'd. 

Then  Sir,  your  hand — my  friend  and  brother. 

I've  sent  you  here,  by  Johnle  Simson, 

Twa  sage  philosophers  to  glimpse  on; 

Smith,  wi'  his  sympathetjo  feeling, 
An'  Reid,  to  common  sense  appealing. 

Philosophers  have  fought  and  wrangled. 

LIV- 

An'  meikle  Greek  and  Latin  mangled. 

Till  wi'  their  logic-jargon  tir'd. 

BLEQY 

An'  in  the  depth  of  science  mir'd. 

To  common  sense  they  now  appeal. 

THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  RUISSBAUX, 

What  wives  and  wabsters  see  and  feeL 

But,  hark  ye,  friend!     I  charge  you  strictly 

[Croiaek  found  Iheae  veraea  among  the  loose  papers  of 

Peruse  them,  an'  return  them  quickly. 

For  now  I'm  grown  sae  cursed  douce 

a  poflionof  the  clinroclernf  the  jhjoi,  reeurii  IjiolHibitual 

I  pray  and  ponder  butt  the  house, 

UDgui^hed.] 

My  shins,  my  lane,  I  there  sit  roastin'. 

Perusing  Bunyan,  Brown,  an'  Boston  ; 

Now  Robin  lies  in  his  last  laic. 

Till  by  an' by,  if  I  baud  OB, 

He'll  gabble  rhyme,  nor  sing  nac  mair. 

I'll  grunt  a  real  gospol  groan: 

Cauld  poverty,  wi'  hungry  stare. 

Already  I  begin  to  try  it. 

Nae  mair  shall  fear  him ; 

To  cast  my  e'en  iip  like  a  pyet. 

Nor  anxious  fear,  nor  canliert  care, 

When  by  Ihe  gnn  she  tumbles  o'er, 

E'er  mair  come  near  him. 

Flutt'ring  an'  gasping  in  her  gore: 
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Sae  shortly  jon  sliill  see  me  bright, 
A  burning  and  a,  sliming  light. 

My  lieiirt-warm  love  to  guid  auld  Glen, 
The  aee  an'  wale  of  honest  men: 
When  bending  doirn  wi'  auld  gray  hoira, 
Beneath  tlie  load  of  years  and  cares. 
May  He  wiio  made  him  still  support  him, 
An'  views  l>ejond  the  grave  comfort  him. 
His  wortlij  fam'ly  far  and  near, 
God  hless  them  a'  wi'  grace  and  gear ! 

My  auld  schoolfellow,  preacher  Willie, 

The  manly  tar,  my  mason  Billie, 

An'  Auchenbaj,  I  wish  him  joy ; 

If  he's  a  parent,  lass  or  boy, 

May  bo  be  dad,  and  Meg  the  mither. 

Just  fivc-and-forty  years  thegither! 

Au'  no  forgetting  wabster  Charlie, 

I'm  tauld  be  offers  very  fairly. 

An'  Lord,  remember  singing  Sannock, 

Wi'  hale  breelts,  saipenee,  an'  a  bannoGk, 

An'  neit  my  auld  acquaintance,  Nancy, 

Since  she  is  fitted  to  her  fancy; 

An'  iter  kind  stars  hae  airted  till  her 

A  good  ohiel  wi'  ft  pickle  siller. 

My  kindest,  best  respects  I  sen'  it. 

To  cousin  Kate,  an'  sister  Janet; 

Tell  them,  frae  me,  wi'  chiels  be  cautiotia. 

For,  faith,  they'll  aiblins  fin'  them  fashions; 

To  grant  a  heart  is  fairly  civil, 

But  to  grant  the  maidenhead's  the  deviL 

An'  lastly,  Jamie,  for  yoursel'. 

May  guardian  angels  tak  a  epcll. 

An'  steer  jou  seven  miles  south  o'  hell: 

But  first,  before  you  sec  heaven's  glory, 

May  yo  get  monie  a  merry  story, 

Monie  a  laugh,  and  monie  a  drink. 

And  aye  eneugh,  o'  needfu'  clink. 

Now  fare  ye  weel,  an'  joy  he  wi'  yon. 
For  ray  sate  this  I  beg  it  o'  you. 
Assist  poor  Simson  a'  ye  can, 
Te'Il  fin'  him  just  an  honest  man ; 
Sae  I  conclude,  and  quat  my  chanter. 


BIRTH  OP   A  POSTHUMOUS   CHILD. 


th.] 


SwERT  fiow'ret,  pledge  o'  meikle  love, 
And  ward  o'  mony  a  pray'r. 

What  heart  o'  stanc  wad  thou  na  move, 
Sae  helpless,  siteet,  and  fair  ! 

November  hirples  o'er  the  lea. 

Chill  on  thy  lovely  form^ 
And  gane,  alas  I  tlic  shelt'ring  free. 

Should  shield  thee  frae  the  storm. 

May  He  who  gives  the  rain  to  pour. 
And  wings  the  blast  to  blaw, 

Protect  thee  frao  tho  driving  show'r. 
The  bitter  frost  and  Snaw ! 

May  He,  the  friend  of  woe  and  want. 
Who  heala  life's  various  stonnds. 

Protect  and  guard  the  raother-plant. 
And  heal  her  cruel  wounds! 


But  late  si 


irish'd,  rooted  fast. 


Bleat  be  thy  bloom,  thou  lovely  gem, 
Unsoatb'd  by  ruffian  hand  ! 

And  from  thee  many  a.  parent  stem 
Arise  to  deck  our  land  ! 


ivn. 

TO  MISS   CRUIKSHANK 


[The  beauleoaa  roi 
daughters  of  Mr.  Crni 
of  Edinbui^h,  at  wl 
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BEADTEOns  rosc-'buiJ,  young  and  gay. 

Tour  bonnie  face  sae  mild  and  sweet 

Blooming  in  thy  early  May, 

His  honest  heart  enamours. 

Hever  may'st  tiou,  lovely  flow'r. 

And  faith  ye'll  no  be  lost  a  whit, 

CMlly  shrink  in  slsety  show'r ! 

Tho'  wdred  on  WOHe  Chalmers. 

Nayer  Boreas'  hoary  path, 

Never  Eurus'  poigonous  breath. 

Naver  baleful  stellar  lights, 

Taint  thee  with  untimely  tilights ! 

Auld  Truth  hersel'  might  swear  ye'rc  fair. 

Neyor,  nerer  reptile  thief 

And  Honour  safely  back  her. 

Eiot  OD  thy  virgin  leaf ! 

And  Modesty  assume  your  air. 

Bop  evea  Sol  too  fiercely  view 

And  ne'er  a  ane  mistak'  her: 

Thy  hosom  blushing  still  with  clew  I 

And  sie  twa  love-infipiring  een 

Might  fire  even  holy  Palmers  ; 

JIay'et  (Jiou  long,  aneet  crimson  gem, 

Hae  wonder  then  they've  fatal  been 

Richly  deck  thy  nallve  stem: 

To  honest  Willie  Chalmers. 

'Till  some  evening,  sober,  calm. 

Dropping  dewH  and  breathing  balm. 

While  all  around  the  woodland  rings. 

And  ev'ry  bird  tby  requiem  singa  ; 

I  doubt  na  fortune  may  yon  shore 

ThoQ,  amid  Ihe  dirgeful  sound. 

Some  mim-mou'd  pouthcred  priestie, 

Shed  thy  dying  lionours  round. 

Fu'  lifted  up  wi'  Hebrew  lore. 

And  resign  to  parent  earth 

And  band  upon  his  breasde: 

Tlie  loveliest  form  she  e'er  gave  birth. 

But  Oh!  what  signifies  to  yott 

His  lexicons  and  grammars; 

The  feeling  heart's  tho  royal  blue. 
And  that's  wi'  Willie  Chalmers. 

LVIir. 

! 

WILLIE   CHALMERS. 

Some  gapin'  glowrin'  countra  laird. 

[Locthart  first  gavs  this  poetic  curiosity  to  the  vrotld : 
lie  copied  it  from  a  Bnitill  manuBcripl  volume  of  Poetoa 

May  warstle  for  your  favour ; 
May  claw  his  lug,  and  straik  his  beard, 

Kiven  by  Bums  to  Lafly  Harriet  Don,  wilh  nn  aiplanotion 

And  hoast  up  some  palaver. 

In  these  wordB!  "W.Chnlni«r3,agenllemaii  in  Ayrshire, 

My  bonnie  maid,  before  ye  wed 

a  patticnlar  frieDfl  of  mine,  asked  me  to  write  a  pnelic 
epislle  to  aymii^  larty,  hie  Dulcieea.    I  h:id  seeu  her, 

Sic  elumsy-witted  hammers. 

Seek  Heaven  for  help,  and  barefit  skelp 

lows."    ChBimerswaeawrilefioAyr.   I  have  not  heard 

Awa'  wi'  Willie  Chalmers. 

that  the  lady  was  inBnenced  by  this  voluulear  effasion ; 

VI 

Wi'  braw  new  branks  iu  miokle  pride. 

Forgive  the  Bard  !  my  fond  regard 

And  eke  a  braw  new  brechan. 

For  ane  that  shares  my  bosom. 

My  Pegasna  I'm  got  astride. 

Inspires  my  muse  to  gie  'm  his  dues. 

And  up  Parnassus  peohin  ; 

For  de'il  a  hair  I  roose  him. 

Whiles  owre  a  bnsh  wi'  downward  crush 

May  powers  aboon  unite  you  soon, 

The  doitie  bcastie  stammers; 

And  fructify  your  amours,— 

Then  up  he  gets  and  off  ha  sets 

And  every  year  come  in  mair  dear 

For  aake  o'  Willie  Chalmers. 
I  doubt  na,  lasa,  that  weel  kenn'd  name 

To  you  and  Willie  Chalmers. 

.May  oost  a  pair  o'  blushes  ; 

I  am  nae  stranger  to  your  fame, 

Nor  his  warm  urged  wishes. 
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LIX. 

LX. 

LYixs  ^^^'^^^^^^^^j/^^-'j'^™™,;;'  '"'''^' 

TO   GAVIN  HAMILTON,  ESa, 

VEESES 

MA«C.O,.NE. 

IN  IBS  lOOM  WHERE  HE  ELETT. 

(EECOMMESDINSAEOY.) 

[Or  tho  Origin  Of  thcss  verees  Gilbert  Boma  givos  Iho 

[VetBS  seems  to  have  been  the  natniol  language  of 

following  DcoouHt.    "TUB  first  tlnio  Eoliart  Ijeard  the 

apinnet  playBd  was  at  the  house  of  Dt.  Lawrle,  tlien 

inMaiichline,  and  dealt  in  cows;  lie  was  an  artful  and 

ininisler  of  London,  now  in  Gtasgow.    Dr.  Lawrie  has 

oonttivins  person,  grsal  in  bargaining  and  intirdato  with 

nevernl  daughters  j  oie  of  them  plaj-ed,  tlie  father  and 

themotlier  led  down  the  donoej  the  rest  of  the  sisters, 

to  look  youi^,  and  aii-pinl  hawkies  pass  for  those  of 

the  broliLOr,  the  poet  and  the  other  guests  mised  in  it. 

twelve.] 

It  wiia  a  delishlfuJ  family  scene  for  onr  poet,  then  lately 

Moitsi^,  May  3,  1786. 

introduced  to  the  world:  hiemindwastonsedlo  a  poetic 

I. 

he  slept."] 

I  HoiD  it.  Sir,  my  hounilen  duty. 

To  warn  you  how  that  Master  Tootie, 

I. 

Alias,  Laird  M'Gaan, 

0  Tnon  dread  Power,  who  reign'st  above ! 

Was  here  to  hire  yon  lad  away 

I  liHow  thou  wilt  me  licar, 

'Bout  whom  ye  spak  the  tither  day. 

"When  for  this  scene  of  peace  and  love 

Ah'  wad  ha'e  done't  aff  ban' : 

I  make  my  prayer  sincere. 

But  lest  he  learn  the  callan  tricks. 

As,  faith,  I  mucWe  doubt  him, 

Like  sorapin'  otit  auld  Crummie'a  niolis. 

The  lioary  sire— tho  mortal  stroke, 

Ad'  tallin'  lies  about  them  ; 
As  lieve  then,  I'd  have  then. 

Long,  long,  lie  pleased  to  spare  ; 
To  bless  his  fitla!  little  flock 

Tour  clerkship  he  should  sair. 
If  saebe,  ye  may  be 

And  eliow  what  good  mcii  are. 

Not  fitted  otlierwliere. 

Slic  who  Iier  loTely  offspring  eyes 

Altho'  I  say't,  he's  gleg  enongh, 

With  tender  hopes  and  fears, 

An'  bout  a  house  that's  rude  an'  rough 

0,  hless  her  with  a  mother's  joys, 

The  boy  might  learn  to  swear; 

Eut  spare  a  mother's  tears  ! 

But  then  wi'  you,  he'll  be  sae  taught, 

An'  get  sic  fair  example  straught. 

IT. 

I  havena  ony  fear. 

Their  hope— their  stay— their  darling  youth. 

Ye'll  catechize  him  every  quirk, 

In  manhood's  dawning  blnsh— 

An'  shore  him  weel  wi'  Hell ; 

Bless  liim,  tliou  God  of  love  and  truth. 

An'  gar  him  follow  to  the  kirk— 

Up  to  a  parent's  wish ! 

—Ay  when  ye  gang  yours  el'. 

If  ye  then,  maun  be  then 

,. 

Frae  hame  this  comin'  Friday; 

Tlie  beauteons,  Beraph  sister-band, 

Then  please  Sir,  to  lea'e  Sir, 

With  earnest  tears  I  pray. 

The  orders  wi'  your  lady. 

Thou  linow'st  the  gnares  on  ey'ry  hamd— 

Ill 

Guide  Thou  their  steps  alway. 

My  word  of  lioneur  I  hae  gien, 

In  Paisley  John's,  that  night  at  e'n. 

VI, 

To  meet  the  Warld's  worm; 

When  soon  or  late  they  reach  that  coast. 

To  try  to  get  the  twa  to  gree. 

O'er  life's  rough  ocean  driyen. 

An'  name  tho  airles'  an'  the  fee. 

May  they  rejoice,  no  wanderer  lost, 

In  legal  mode  an'  form: 

AfamilyinHea.en! 

I  ken  he  wee!  a  snick  can  draw, 

,T.eair,es-..rn...,ncney. 
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When  simple  bodies  let  him ; 
An'  if  a  Devil  be  at  a', 

la  £aith  he'a  suro  to  get  him. 

To  phrase  you,  an'  praise  j-oa, 

Ye  ken  your  Laureat  scorns : 

The  pray'r  still,  jou  slmro  still, 

Of  grateful  MiNSTHBL  BrKNs. 


LXII. 
ANSWER  TO  A  POETICAL  EPISTLE 


LXI. 
TO   MR.   M'ADAM, 


SiK,  o'er  a,  gill  I  gnt  your  card, 

I  tiovr  it  made  nie  proud  ; 
See  wha  tak's  notice  o'  the  tard 

I  lap  and  crj'd  fu'  loud. 

How  deil-ma-tare  about  tlieir  jaw, 
The  senseless,  gawky  jnillion ; 

I'll  cook  my  nose  ahoon  them  a' — 
I'm  roos'd  hy  Craigcn-Gillaa ! 

'Twas  noble,  Sir;  'twas  like  yoursel', 
To  grant  your  Higli  protection  r 

A  great  man's  smile,  ye  ken  fu'  well, 
Is  ay  a  blest  infection. 

Tho'  by  his'  banes  who  in  a  tub 

Mat^h'd  Macedonian  Sandy! 
On  my  niu  legs  thro'  dirt  and  dub, 

I  independent  stand  ay. — 

And  when  those  legs  to  gude,  warm  kail, 
Wi'  welcome  canna  bear  me ; 

A  lee  dyke-side,  a  sybow-tail, 
And  barley-scone  shall  cheer  me. 

Heaven  spare  you  lang  to  kiss  tho  breath 

O'manyflow'rysimraerB! 
And  bless  your  bonnie  lassoa  baith, 

I'm  tauld  they're  loosome  t 


And  God  bless  young  Dunaskin's  laird, 

The  blossom  of  our  gentry  ! 
And  may  he  wear  an  auld  man's  beard, 

A  credit  to  hi  a  country. 


d  hair  Ihe  Tailcig  in  A) 

"  Strnngcly  ficlgo  nnc 
firslprin«ainiaol,bySl 


rt.] 


What  ails  ye  now,  ye  louslo  b — h, 
To  thresh  my  back  at  sic  a  pitch  ? 
lioab,  man  I  hae  mercy  wi'  your  nat^h. 

Your  bodkin's  bauld, 
I  didna  suffer  ha'f  sae  maeh 

Frae  Daddie  Auld. 

What  tho'  at  times  when  I  grow  crouse, 
I  gie  tlieir  wames  a  random  ponse, 
la  tiat  enough  for  you  to  souse 

Oae  mind  your  seam,  ye  priclt-the-louae, 
An' jag-the-Hac. 

King  David  o'  poetic  brief. 

Wrought  'mang  the  lasses  sic  mischief. 

As  fiird  his  after  life  wi'  grief, 

An'  bluidy  rants. 
Ad'  yet  he's  rank'd  amang  the  cbief 

0'  laug-Hyne  saunts- 

And  rooybe,  Tam,  for  a'  my  cants, 
My  wicked  rhymes,  an'  dvuken  rants, 
I'll  gie  auld  cloven  Clootie's  haunts 

An  unco'  slip  yet. 
An'  enugly  eit  among  the  savmts 

At  Davie's  hip  get. 

But  fegs,  the  Session  says  I  maun 

Gae  fa'  upo'  anither  plan, 

Than  garrin  lasses  cowp  the  cran 

Clean  heels  owre  body. 
And  sairly  thole  tieir  mither's  ban 

Afure  the  howdy. 

This  leads  me  on,  to  tell  for  sport, 
How  I  did  wi'  the  Session  sort, 
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Auld  Cliukum  at  the  Inner  port 

For  lack  o'  thee  I've  lost  my  lass, 

Cricdthree  times— '■Robin! 

For  lack  o'  thee  I  scrimp  my  glasa. 

Come  Litiier,  lad,  an'  nusner  for't, 

I  see  the  childi-en  of  affliction 

Yc're  blamed  for  jobWn'." 

Unaided,  through  thy  cursed  restriction 

I've  seen  the  oppressor's  cruel  smile 

Wi'  pinch  I  pat  a  Snndfiy'a  facB  on, 

Amid  his  hapless  yictim's  spoil : 

An'  SDOOT'd  away  before  tlie  Session; 

And  for  thy  potcnce  vainly  wished, 

i  made  an  open  fair  ooDfession— 

To  crush  the  yillaio  in  the  dust. 

I  seoru'd  to  lee ; 

For  lack  o'  thee,  I  leaxe  this  muth-loy'ii  shore. 

An'  syne  Jless  Jolin,  beyond  e-Lprossion, 

Never,  perhaps,  to  greet  old  Scotland  more. 

Fell  foul  0'  me. 

R.B. 

LXV. 

A   DREAM. 

TO  J.  RAKKINE. 

reason; 

Bat  auteiy  dreams  were  ne'er  indicted  treason," 

remler  is  alreoily  flcquHinteci;  the  lady  about  whoaa 

On  reading:,  in  the  jjulilio  papers,  ths  "  Ijiurente'ii 

fi-ailticB  tlie  tumour  alloded  lo  was  r.boiit  lo  riee,  hns  not 

Ode,"  with  Ihfl  other  imr„de  of  June  1, 17S0,  tlio  aulhot 

bsen  Diraed,  and  it  would  nellher  he  delkole  noc  polils 

ivcB  no  sooner  dropt  SEleep,  th.an  he  iioasiued  liiinsoll 

lo  gueaa,] 

I  AH  a  keeper  of  the  law 

fancy  made  the  followins  "  Addiess." 

Iq  some  Bma'  points,  altlio'  not  a' ; 

Some  people  tell  me  gin  I  fa' 

aboot  lids  Poora,lviiieh  tiiey  appeored  to  Ihink  ivould 

Ac  nny  or  itlicr, 

wns  thought  entitled.    Mn.  lunlop,  ana  Mrs.  Stewart, 

The  breaking  of  ae  point,  tUongh  snia', 

of  Slai  t,  solicited  hiin  in  vnin  lo  omit  it  in  the  Edinbureh 

lireaks  a'  thegitlier. 

cliim  of  being  proplielio  would  be  so  successfully  set 

I  hao  been  in  for't  ance  or  twice. 

up :  it  is  fall  of  point  ns  well  as  of  the  future.    The  allu- 

Yet  never  met  with  lliat  surprise 

GciD-MOBNis'  to  your  Majesty  [ 

That  hroke  my  rest. 

May  Heaven  augment  your  blisses. 

But  now  a  rumour's  like  to  lise, 

On  ey'rj  new  hiilli-day  ye  see, 

A  wiiaup's  i'  the  nest. 

A  hnmhle  poet  wishes  1 

My  hardship  here,  at  your  levee, 

On  hIc  a  (tay  as  this  is. 

Is  sure  an  uncouth  sight  to  ^ee. 

Amang  tliae  hirth-ilay  dresses 

LXIV. 

Sae  fine  this  day. 

LINES 

WailTEN  ON  A  BiKK-KOTE. 

I  see  ye're  complimented  thrang, 

By  many  a  lord  an'  lady ; 

were  »adoraeil,  earns  into  tlie  hands  of  the  Into  Jamea 

"God  save  the  king!"  's  a  cuckoo  sang 

GraciB,  blinker  in  DiimfrieB:  ha  know  Ihe  handwriting 

That's  uneo  easy  said  ay  ; 

of  Enrns,  and  kept  it  aB  a  curiosity.    The  eoncludinj 

The  poets,  too,  a  venal  gang, 

lines  poib!  to  the  year  1780,  ob  the  date  of  the  ooaipo- 

Wi'  rhymes  weel-turn'd  and  ready. 

BlCion.] 

Wad  gar  you  trow  ye  ne'er  do  wrang. 

■Wae  worth  thy  power,  thou  cnrsed  le^f. 

But  ay  unerring  steady. 

Fell  source  o'  a'  my  woo  an'  grief; 

On  sic  a  day. 
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For  me,  befufo  a  monari^li's  face, 

Ev'n  tliece  I  wiiina  flatter; 
For  ntither  pension,  poet,  nor  place. 

Am  I  your  bumble  dubtor: 
So,  Dae  reflection  on  jour  graoo. 

Tour  kiogsliip  to  bespatter  ; 
Tliore'a  monie  waur  be«n  o'  tie  race. 

And  aiblins  ane  been  better 

Tlian  jou  this  day. 

'Tis  very  true,  my  sov'reign  king. 

My  skill  may  weel  be  doubted; 
But  taets  are  oliiela  tliat  winna  ding, 

An'  downa  be  disputed: 
Your  royal  nest  beneatli  your  wing, 

la  e'en  right  reft  an'  clouted, 
And  now  tlie  tliird  part  of  the  string. 

An'  less,  will  gang  about  it 

Thau  did  ae  day. 

Far  be't  frae  me  that  I  aspire 

To  blame  your  legislation. 
Or  Bay,  ye  wisdom  ivant,  or  fire, 

To  rule  thia  mighty  nation. 
But  faith !  I  mnokle  doubt,  my  sire, 

Te'ye  trusted  mimatration 
To  chaps,  wha,  in  a  barn  or  bjre, 

Wad  better  fill'd  their  atation 

Tliim  courts  yon  day. 

And  now  yo've  gicn  auld  Britain  peace. 

Her  broken  fbins  to  [iloister; 
Your  anir  taxation  docs  her  fleece. 

Till  Eie  hM  Bcarce  a  tester ; 
For  me,  tliant  God,  my  lift'a  a  lease, 

Nae  bfiTKain  wearing  faster, 
Or,  faitbl  I  fear,  that,  wi'  the  geese, 

I  shortly  boost  to  pasture 

I'  the  craft  some  day. 

I'ni  no  mistrusting  Willie  Pitt, 

When  tases  he  enlarges, 
(An'  Will'a  a  true  guid  fallow's  got, 

A  name  not  envy  sppjrges,) 
That  he  intends  te  pay  your  debt, 

All'  leaaen  a'  your  charges  ; 
But,  G-d-aake  I  let  nae  saving-fit 

Abridge  your  bonnie  barges 

An'  boata  tliis  day. 

Adieu,  my  Liege!  may  freedom  geek 
Beneath  your  high  protection  ; 

An'  may  ye  rax  corruption's  neck, 
And  gle  her  for  dissection ! 


But  since  I'm  here,  I'll  no  neglect. 

In  loyal,  ti-uo  affection. 
To  pay  your  Queen,  with  due  respect, 

My  fealty  an'  subjection 

This  great  birth-day 

Hail,  Majesty  Most  Eicellentl 

While  nobles  strive  to  please  ye, 
Wi'l  ye  accept  a  compliment 

A  simplE  poet  gi'es  ye? 
Thae  bonnie  bairntime,  Heav'n  has  lent, 

Slill  higher  may  they  hecze  yo 
In  bliss,  till  fat«  aome  day  is  sent. 

For  ever  to  release  ye 

Frae  care  that  day. 

For  you,  young  potentate  o'  Wales, 

I  tell  your  Highness  fairly, 
Down  pleasure's  stream,  wi'  swelling  sails, 

I'm  tauld  ye're  driving  rarely ; 
But  some  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails. 

An'  curse  your  folly  sairiy. 
That  e'er  ye  bralt  Diana's  pales. 

Or  rattl'd  dice  wi'  Charlie, 

By  night  or  day. 

Yet  aft  a  ragged  cowte's  been  known 

To  mak  a  noble  aiver; 
So,  ye  may  doucely  fill  a  throne, 

For  a'  their  clish-ma-elaver  ; 
There,  him  at  Aginoourt  wha  shone, 

Few  better  were  or  braver ; 
And  yet,  wi'  funny,  queer  Sir  John, 

He  was  an  unco  shaver 

For  yoii,  right  rev'rcnd  Osnaburg, 


Kan 


.s  tlie  Is 


a-slee 


Altho'  a  ribbon  at  your  lug, 
Wad  been  a  dress  completer  : 

As  ye  disown  yon  panghty  dog 
That  bears  the  keys  of  Peter, 

Then,  swith !  an'  get  a  wife  to  hug. 
Or,  trouth  I  ye'll  stain  the  mitre 

Some  luckless  day. 

Young,  royal  Tarry  Breeks,  I  leam, 
Ye've  lately  come  athwart  her  ; 

A  glorious  galley,'  stem  an'  stern, 
Weel  rigg'd  for  Venus'  barter ; 

But  first  bang  out,  thntsliell  discern 
Your  hymeneal  charter. 


1  Allutl 
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TheD  heave  alioard  your  grapple  aim, 
An',  large  upon  her  quarter. 

Come  full  that  daj. 

Ye,  lastly,  bonuie  blossoms  a', 

Yerojal  lasses  dainty, 
Hear'n  malt  you  guid  as  weel  aa  brow. 

An'  gie  you  lads  a-plenty : 
But  sneer  na  British  Boys  awa'. 

For  kings  are  unco  scant  ay; 
An'  German  gentles  are  but  sma', 

They're  better  just  than  want  ay 
On  onie  day. 

God  bless  you  a,'  !  consider  now, 

Ye're  unco  muekle  dautet; 
But  ere  the  course  o'  life  be  thro', 

It  may  be  bitter  aautet: 
An'  I  hae  seen  their  oogpe  fou, 

That  yet  hae  tarrow't  at  it ; 
But  or  the  day  was  done,  I  trow. 

The  laggen  they  hae  clautet 

Fu'  clean  that  day. 


A  BARD'S   EPITAPH. 


Is  there  a  nhim-ilispired  fool, 

Owre  fast  for  thought,  oirre  hot  f>r  rule 

Oirre  blate  to  seek,  ovrre  proud  to  snool 

Let  him  draw  near ; 
And  owre  this  grassy  heap  sing  dool. 

And  drap  a  tear. 

la  there  -■v  bard  of  rustic  Song, 

■Who,  noteless,  steals  tbo  crowds  among, 


That  weekly  this  area  throng, 

0,  pass  not  byl 

But  with  a  f rater-feeling  strong. 

Here  heave  a  sigh. 

Is  there  a  man,  whose  jvidgment  cleat, 
Can  others  teach  the  course  to  steer, 
Yet  runs,  himself,  life's  mad  career. 

Wild  as  the  wave; 
Here  pause — and,  through  the  starting  tear, 

Surrey  this  grave. 

The  poor  inhabitant  below 

Was  quick  to  learn  and  wise  to  know. 

And  keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow. 

And  softer  flame, 
But  thoughtless  follies  laid  him  low. 

And  stain' d  his  name! 

Reader,  attend— whether  thy  soul 
Soars  fancy's  flights  beyond  the  pole, 
Or  darkling  grubs  this  eavtbly  hole, 

In  low  pursuit; 
Know,  prudent,  cautious  self-control, 

Is  wisdom's  root. 


LXVII. 
THE   TWA  DOGS. 


[This  beantiful  and  airacling  poem  was  printed  in  the 
Kilmnmock  edition :  Woidswoith  wiiles  with  his  usual 
taste  and  feeling  about  it :  "  Whom  did  the  poet  Intend 
should  be  thought  nf,  as  occupj-ipg  that  grave,  over 
whish,  after  modestlf  setting  forth  the  moral  discernment 

■  Thoughtless  follies  laid  him  tow. 
And  stained  his  name!' 

[Cromek,  aa  anxious  and  euiious 
me,tl,at,heT^™DogswasinalIalf- 

Kilmuinocli  edition.    On  looking  ov 
the  printer,  with  a  sagacity  eomiuon 
said,  '•  Tlie  Address  to  the  Dell"  and 
were  grand  thii^s,  but  it  would  be 
calmer  and  sedater  strain,  to  put  a 

WeeJohnuie,"    On  the  17th  of  F 

my  Poem  of  Iha  Twn  Dogs,  but  hare 
world."    Itisdifficulttofixthedates 

ni shed  state,  wbe« 
ptinlat,  about  the 
rtha  manuscripts, 
to  his  piofession, 
"The  Holy  Fair" 
as  well  to  have  a 

00],  and  human— a  hislory  in  the  shape  of  a  propl  ecy 
What  mora  ivas  required  of  the  biographer  tl  an  to  have 

had  been  realized  and  that  the  record  was  autheotio  *  ] 

PoemUndtookit 
IS  satisfaetiOQ  of 
binary  Bums  says 

with  anytliii^  like 

ogs,  which  some  person  had  wantonly  killed,"  says 
I  Ibert  Burns;  " bat  Oesar  was  merely  the  arearnre  of 
he  imuginaUon."  The  Ettrick  Sheplionl,  a  judge  of 
olllcs,  says  that  Lnath  is  true  to  the  life,  and  that  many 

'TwAS  in  that  place  o'  Scotland's  isle 
That  bears  the  name  o'  AuM  King  CoO, 
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OP  iiojj]!;rt  burns. 


tlpoji  a  bonnie  day  in  June, 

WJien  wearing  through  the  afternoon, 

Twa  dogs  that  were  na  thrang  at  hame, 


Forgathei 
The  first  I'll  E 
Was  keepit  fo' 
His  hair,  his  s 
Show'd  he  wai 
But  whalpit  i 


Loe  upon  a  time. 

line,  tliey  ca'd  him  Ccesar, 

his  honour's  pleasure ; 
ze,  his  mouth,  bis  laga, 

nane  o'  Scotland's  doga  ; 
mo  place  far  abroad. 


Where  sailors  gang  to  fisi.  for  eod. 

His  looked,  letter'd,  braw  brass  collar 
Show'd  him  the  gentleman  and  scholar; 
But  though  ho  was  o'  high  degree. 
The  fient  a  pride— nae  pride  had  he  ; 
But  wad  hao  spent  an  hoar  earessin', 
Ey'n  wi'  a  tinkler-gypaey's  messin'. 
At  kirk  or  market,  mill  or  amiddio, 
Hae  iawted  tyke,  though  e'er  sae  duddie. 
But  ho  wad  stan't.  as  glad  to  soe  him. 
And  atroan't  on  Etanes  and  hilloolis  wi'  hin 

The  tither  waa  a  ploughman's  eoffie, 

A  rhyming,  ranting,  raTiiig  billie, 

Wha  for  his  friend  an'  comrade  had  him. 

And  in  his  freaks  had  Luath  ca'd  him, 

After  some  dog  in  Highland  sang,' 

Was  made  lang  syne^Lord  knows  how  lang. 

He  was  a  gash  an'  faittiful  tyke. 
As  ever  lap  a  she  ugh  or  dyke. 
His  honest,  sonsie,  baws'nt  face, 
Ay  gat  him  fiends  in  ilka  place. 
His  breast  was  white,  his  touzic  back 
Weel  clad  wi'  coat  o'  glossy  biack ; 
His  gaucie  tail,  wi'  upward  curl, 
Hang  o'er  his  hardies  wi'  a  swirl. 

Nae  doubt  but  they  were  fain  o'  itber, 

An'  unco  pack  an'  tliick  thcgithcr; 

Wi'  social  nose  whyios  anuff'd  and  snowkit, 

Whyies  mice  and  moudjeworts  they  howkit ; 

Wiyles  scour'd  awa  in  lang  eicureion. 

An'  worry'd  itlier  in  diversion; 

TTntil  wi'  daffin  weary  grown. 

Upon  a  knowe  they  sat  tliem  down. 

And  tbftro  began  a  lang  digression 

About  the  lords  o'  the  creation. 


I've  aften  wonder'd,  honest  Luath, 
What  sort  o'  life  poor  dogs  like  you  h 


Our  laird  gets  in  his  racked  rents, 

His  coals,  his  kain,  and  a'  his  stents ; 

He  rises  when  he  likea  himsel' ; 

His  flnnkies  answer  at  tlie  bell ; 

He  oa's  his  coach,  he  ca's  his  horse  ; 

He  draws  a  bonnie  silken  purse 

As  lang's  my  tail,  whare,  through  the  ateeks. 

The  yellow  letter'd  Geordie  keeks. 

Frae  mora  to  e'en  its  nought  but  toiling, 
At  baking,  roasting,  frying,  boiling; 
An'  thoagh  the  gentry  first  are  steohin, 
Yet  even  the  ha'  folk  fill  their  peohan 
Wi'  sauce,  ragouts,  and  sic  like  trashtiie, 
That's  little  short  o'  downright  wastrie. 
Our  whipper-in,  wee,  blastit  wonner. 
Poor  worthless  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner. 
Better  than  ony  tenant  man 
His  honour  has  in  a'  the  Ian' ; 
Ad'  what  poor  cot-folk  pit  their  painch  in, 
I  own  it's  past  my  comprehension 


Trowth,  Ca;aar,  whyles  they're  fa sh't  eneugh 

A  cotter  howkin  in  a  she  ugh, 

Wi'  dirty  stanes  biggin'  a  dyke. 

Baring  a  quarry,  and  sic  like; 

Himself,  a  wife,  he  thus  sustains, 

A  sniytrie  o'  wee  duddie  weans, 

An'  nought  bnt  his  han'  darg,  to  keep 

Them  right  and  tight  iu  thack  an'  rape. 

An'  when  they  meet  wi'  sair  disasters. 
Like  loss  o'  health,  or  want  o'  masters, 
Te  maist  wad  think  a  wee  touch  langer 
An'  they  maun  starve  o'  oauld  and  hungw) 
But,  how  it  comes,  I  never  kenn'd  yet. 
They're  maistly  wouderfu'  contented : 
An'  buivdly  chiels,  a 


sthis 


But  tlten  to  see  how  ye're  negleckit. 
How  huff'd,  and  cuffd,  and  disrespeckit  I 
L — d,  man,  our  gentry  care  as  little 
For  dulvcrs,  ditchers,  an'  sic  cattle ; 
They  gang  as  saucy  by  poor  folk. 
As  1  wad  by  a  stinking  brock. 


IVei 


our  Laird's  court-day, 
lb  my  heart's  been  wae, 
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Poor  tenant  bodita,  scant  o'  oaali, 
IIoiT  tLey  maun  thole  a  factor's  snash: 
He'll  stamp  an'  threaten,  curso  an'  swear, 
He'll  apprehenil  them,  poind  tliBic  gear; 
While  they  minn  stan',  wi'  aspect  humtile, 
An'  hear  it  a',  an'  f«ar  an'  tremble  ! 


[  live  that  hae  ri 


But  Burclj  poor  folk  jt 


They're  no  sae  wrctohctl's  ane  wad  think; 
Tho'  constantly  on  poortith'a  brink: 
They're  aae  accustom'd  wi'  the  sight, 
The  view  o't  gies  them  little  fright. 
Then  chance  an'  fortune  ore  sae  guided. 
They're  ny  in  less  or  mair  ptovidcii  ; 
An'  tho'  fatigu'd  wi'  dose  employment, 
A  blink  o'  rest's  a  sweet  enjoyment. 

The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives. 
Their  grushie  wenns,  an'  faithfu'  wives; 
The  prattling  things  are  just  tlieir  pride. 
That  sweetens  a'  their  tire-side; 
An'  whjles  twalpennie  worUi  o'  nappy 
Can  niak'  the  bodies  nneo  happy  ; 
They  lay  aside  their  private  cares. 
To  mind  the  Kirk  and  State  affairs: 
They'll  talk  o'  patronage  and  priests; 
Wi'  kindling  fury  in  their  breasts ; 
Or  tell  what  new  taiation's  eomin', 
And  ferlie  at  the  folk  in  Lon'on, 

As  bleak-fao'd  Ilallowmaas  returns. 
They  get  the  jovial,  ranting  kirns, 
When  rural  life,  o'  ev'ry  station, 
Unite  in  common  recreation ; 
Love  blinks,  Wit  slaps,  an'  social  Mirth 
Forgets  there's  Care  upo'  tho  earth. 

That  merry  day  the  year  begins, 
They  bar  the  door  on  frosty  win's; 
The  nnppj  reeks  wi'  mantling  ream, 
An'  sheds  a  heart-inspiring  steam ; 
The  luntJn  pipe,  an  sneeshiu  mill, 
Are  handed  round  wi'  right  guid  will ; 
The  eantie  auld  folks  oriickin'  crouse. 
The  young  anes  rnntin'  thro'  the  house, — 
My  heart  has  been  sne  f.iin  to  see  them, 
That  I  for  joy  hae  barkit  wi'  them. 


e  that  ye  hae  sn 


0'  decent,  honest,  fawsont  folk. 


J> 


Ai'o  riven  out  haith  root  and  branch, 
Some  rascal's  pridofu'  greed  to  quench, 
IVha  thinks  to  knit  himtel'  tlie  faster 
In  favour  wi'  some  gentle  master. 


For  Bril 


ihlin 


:,  thri 

's  guid  b 


ar1ia 
l1  indentia' 


Hailt,  lad,  ye  little  ken  about  it '. 

For  Britain's  guid!  guid  faith,  I  doubt  it  1 

Say  rather,  gaun  as  Premiers  lead  him. 

An'  saying,  aye  or  no's  they  bid  him  , 

At  operas  an'  pla.ys  parading. 

Mortgaging,  gambling,  masquerading; 

Or  may  be,  in  a  frolio  daft. 

To  Hague  or  Calais  takes  a  wafl, 

To  mak  a  tour,  an'  tak'  a  whirl, 

To  leora  Son  ton,  an'  see  the  worl'. 

There,  at  Vienna  or  Versailles, 
He  rives  his  father's  auld  entails ; 
Ov  by  lladi-id  he  takes  the  rout. 
To  thrum  guitars,  an'  fecht  wi'  nowi; 
Or  down  Italian  vista  startles, 
IVb-re-hunting  amang  groves  o'  myrtles 
Then  bouses  dvumly  German  water. 
To  mak'  liimael'  look  fair  and  fatter, 
An'  clear  the  consequential  sorrows. 
Love-gifts  of  carnival  signoras. 
For  Britain's  guid!— for  her  destruction 
Wi'  dissipation,  feud,  an'  faction. 


Hcch,  man  I  dear  sirs !  is  that  tJie  gate 
They  waste  sae  many  a  braw  estate  i 
Are  we  sae  fongliten  an'  harass'd 
For  gear  to  gang  that  gate  at  last ! 

0,  would  they  stay  ahacU  frae  courts. 
An'  please  tlienisels  wi'  countra  sports. 
It  wad  for  ev'ry  ane  be  better, 
The  Laird,  the  Tenant,  an'  tlie  Cotter  1 
For  thae  frank,  rantin',  ramhiin'  billies, 
Fient  haet  o'  them's  ill-hearted  fellows ; 
Eicept  for  fareakiu'  o'  their  timmer, 
Or  speakin'  lightly  o'  their  limnier. 
Or  shootin'  o'  a  hare  or  moor-cock. 
The  ne'er  a  bit  they're  ill  to  poor  folk. 

But  will  ye  tell  me,  Master  Cicsar, 
Sure  great  folk's  life's  a  life  o'  pleasure  T 
Nae  cauld  or  hunger  e'er  can  Pteer  them, 
The  vera  thought  o't  need  na  fear  them. 
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I. — li,  maji,  wci'O  je  Ijutwliylea  whare  I  ai 
Tlie  gentlea  je  wad  ue'er  eiivj  'em. 

It's  true,  tliey  needna  starre  or  sweat, 
Thro'  -winter's  oavild,  or  simiuor'a  heat; 
They've  nae  siuv  wftrk  to  oraia  their  bane: 
An'  fill  ttuld  age  wi'  grips  an'  granea; 
But  Imnian  boiliea  are  sic  fools. 
For  a'  their  colleges  and  schools, 
That  when  nae  real  ilia  perples  them, 
Tiiey  mat  enow  (iiemsela  to  vex  them; 
An'  ay  the  leas  they  hae  to  aturt  them, 
In  like  proportion,  lesa  will  hurt  them. 

A  country  fellow  at  the  pleugh. 
His  acres  till'd,  lie's  right  eneagh ; 
A  oonntry  girl  at  her  wheel, 
Her  dizien's  done,  she's  unco  weel : 
But  Gentlemen,  on'  Ladiea  warst, 
Wi'  ev'n  down  want  o'  wark  arc  curst. 
They  loiter,  lounging,  lank,  an'  lazy  ; 
The'  deil  haet  ails  them,  yet  nQOaay; 
Their  days  insipid,  dull,  an'  tastelesa  ; 
Their  nights  unqniet,  lang,  an'  restless ; 
An'  even  their  sports,  their  balls  an'  race! 
Their  galloping  thro'  public  places, 
There's  sic  parade,  sic  pomp,  an'  art, 
The  joy  can  scarcely  reach  the  heart. 
The  men  caat  out  in  party  matches. 
Then  Bowther  a'  in  deep  debauches; 
Ae  night  they're  mad  wi'  drink  and  wh-ring, 
Niest  day  their  Lfe  is  past  enduring. 
The  Ladies  arm-in-arm  in  clnstera. 
As  great  and  gracious  a'  aa  aiatera ; 
But  hear  their  absent  thoughts  o'  ither. 
They're  a'  run  deila  an'  jada  thegither. 
"Whyles,  o'er  the  wee  bit  cup  an'  platie. 
They  stp  the  scandal  potion  pretty  ; 
Or  lee-lang  nights,  wi'  orabhit  leuka 
Pore  owre  the  devil's  pictur'd  beuks ; 
Stake  on  a  chnnce  a  farmer's  «tackyard, 
\n'  cheat  like  onie  unhang' d  blackguard, 

Thjre'a  soma  eieeption,  man  an'  woman; 


By  this,  the  sun  was  out  o'  eight. 
An'  darker  gloaming  brought  tlie  night ; 
The  bum-oiook  iiumm'i!  wi'  lazy  di'one ; 
The  kje  stood  rowtin  i'  the  loan; 
When  up  they  gat,  and  shook  tlicir  lugs, 
Eejoic'd  tliey  were  na  men,  but  doga; 
An'  each  took  aff  lus  several  way, 
Beaolv'd  to  meet  aomo  ither  day. 


MEETING  WITH  LORD  DAEB. 


mon  friend,  Jnlin  Menken; 

snce.    MyucsllenCssdii 
Basil,  Lord  Duet,  huppene 

left  &n  impreBfiion  on  tlie  mind  of 


m  in  MauchliDO, 
te  of  Ilia  acqu,iin 
Dte<l  friend,  Ibe  lo 


perfect  ofMspiei^eii,  but 
inntlerofcuriDsity.both 


Th  diey  throw  un  tb 
ter  before  bis  Dunie 
[ilDriBr,tl.8iincL8. 


thiny-third  year,] 

This  wot  ye  all  whon 

I,  Rhymer  Robin,  alias  Burns, 

October  tweuty-third, 
A  ne'er-to-be-forgotten  day, 
Sae  far  I  sprathloil  up  the  brae, 

I  dinner'd  wi'  a  Lord. 

I've  been  at  druken  writers'  feasts, 
Nay,  been  bitch-fou'  'mang  godly  priests, 

Wi'  rev'rence  be  it  spoken; 
I've  even  join'd  the  hon our' d  jorum, 
When  mighty  squireshipa  of  the  quorum 

Their  hydra  drouth  did  Blokon. 

But  wi'  a  Lord — stand  out,  my  shin  ! 
A  Lord— a  Feer— an  Earl's  son  !— 

Up  higher  yet,  my  bonnet! 
And  sic  a  Lord ! — lang  Scotch  ells  twa, 
Our  Peerage  he  o'erlooks  them  a', 

As  I  look  o'er  my  sonnet. 


But,  oil!  for  Hogarth's  magic  pow'r 
To  show  Sir  Bardie's  willyart  glow'i 

And  how  he  star'd  and 
When  goavan,  as  if  led  wi'  bj-anks, 
AW  stujnpan  on  his  ploughman  slian 

He  in  the  parlour  ham 
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I  sidling  slieltec'il  in  a  nook, 
An'  e,t  Ms  lordship  steal't  a  look, 

Like  some  portentous 
Except  good  sense  and  social  glee, 
An'  (what  surpria'd  me)  modesty, 

I  marted  nought 


I  natch'd  the  symptoms  o'  the  great, 
Tlio  gentle  pride,  the  lordly  state. 

The  arrogant  assuming ; 
The  ficnt  a,  pride,  nae  pride  had  he. 
Nor  Eance,  nor  state,  that  I  could  see, 

Mair  than  an  lion  est  ploughm. 

Then  from  his  lordship  I  shall  learji. 
Henceforth  to  meet  with  unconcern 

One  rank  as  ireel's  another; 
Nae  honest  worthy  man  need  care 
To  meet  with  nohle  jouttful  Daer, 

For  he  but  meets  a  brother. 


["" 


LXIX. 

ADDEESS  TO  EDINBUEon. 

you  two  poflma,"  eatd  ' 


'Fair  B— ,'  is  ll>s  heavenly  Miss  Bnmet,  daughter  to 
Lord  Monboddo,  ntwbose  hoBse  I  hove  hod  the  himoia 
to  be  more  than  once.    There  iios  not  been  onylhing 

Bcd  goixlaess  the  great  Creator  bas  rormed,  since  Miltos's 
Eve,  on  the  Brst  day  of  her  existence."    Lord  Monboddo 

notare,  and  acceptable  by  his  IcindE^  manners  and  sii^ 

spread  under  ambrosiaE  T^hts,  and  his  Falemiaa  was 


Enm\  L  Scotia's  darling  seat  I 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'ra. 
Where  once  beneath  a  monaroli's  feet 

Sat  Legislation's  soy'reign  pow'ra  ! 
Prom  marking  ■wildlj-scatter'd  flow'rs, 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  straj'd, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hours, 

I  shelter  in  thy  lionour'd  shade. 


Here  wealth  still  swells  the  golden  tide, 

As  busy  Trade  his  labour  plica ; 
There  Arcbitecture'a  noble  pride 

Bids  elegance  and  splendour  rise  ; 
Here  Justice,  from  her  native  skiea. 

High  wields  her  balance  and  her  rod; 
There  Learning,  with  his  eagle  eyes, 

Seeks  Science  in  her  coy  abode. 


Thy  sons,  Edina  !  social,  kind, 
With  open  arms  the  stranger  hail ; 

Their  views  enlarg'd,  their  liberal  mil 
Above  tbe  narrow,  rural  vale; 

Attentive  still  to  sorrow's  wail. 


On 
Andn 


odest  merit's  silent  cl 
ver  may  their  sources 
never  envy  blot  their  ■ 


faill 


Thy  daughters  bright  thy  walks  adorn, 

Cay  as  tlie  glided  summer  sky. 
Sweet  as  the  dewy  milk-white  thorn. 

Dear  as  the  raptur'd  thrill  of  joy  1 
Fair  Burnet  strikes  th'  adoring  eye, 

Heav'n's  beauties  on  my  fancy  sliine; 
I  seo  the  Sire  of  Love  on  high. 

And  own  his  work  indeed  divine  ! 


There,  watching  high  the  least  alarms. 

Thy  rough,  rude  fortress  gleams  afar  j 
Like  some  bold  vet'ran,  gray  in  arms. 

And  mark'd  with  many  a  seamy  scar; 
The  pond'roas  wall  and  massy  bar. 

Grim-rising  o'er  the  rugged  rock, 
Have  oft  withstood  a aa ailing  war, 

And  oft  repell'd  th'  invader's  shock. 


With  awe-struck  thought,  and  pitying  tears, 

I  view  that  noble,  stately  dome. 
Where  Scotia's  kings  of  other  years, 

Bam'd  heroes!  had  their  royai  home: 
Alas,  how  chang'd  the  times  to  come  I 

Tlieir  royal  name  low  in  the  dust ! 
Their  hapless  race  wild-wand'ring  roam, 

Tho'  rigid  law  erics  out,  'twas  just! 


Wild  beats  my  lieiirt 
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Thro'  hostile  ranks  anil  min'd  gaps 

May  slill  your  life  from  day  to  day 

Old  SeoUa'a  bloody  liou  bore ; 

Kae  "lente  largo"  in  the  play. 

Et'u  I  who  sing  in  rustic  lore, 

But  "  allegretto  forte"  gay 

Haply,  my  sires  have  left  their  shed. 

HarmojiiousBow; 

And  fao'il  grim  danger's  loudest  roar, 

A  sweeping,  kindling,  banld  strathspey — 

Bold-foIlowinS  trhcre  your  fathers  led  1 

Encore!  Kravo! 

VIII. 

A  blessing  on  the  cheery  gang 

Edina!  Scotia's  darling  seat! 

Wha  dearly  like  ajig  or  sang. 

All  hail  thy  paJaoes  and  tow'rs, 

An'  ncTCr  think  o'  right  an'  wrang 

Where  once  beneath  a  raonamh'e  feet 

By  square  an'  rule. 

Sat  le^slation's  sov'rcign  pow'ra  1 

But  as  the  clegs  o'  feeling  slang 

From  marking  wildly-scatter'dflow'rs, 

Are  wise  or  fool. 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  stray'd, 

And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hours, 

My  hand-waled  curse  keep  hard  in  chase 

I  shelter  in  thy  honour' d  Bhade. 

The  harpy,  hoodook,  purse-proud  race, 

Wha  count  on  poortith  aa  disgrace— 

Their  tuneless  hearts  t 
May  fireside  discords  jar  a  base 

To  a'  their  parts! 

EPISTLE   TO   MAJOR   LOGAN. 

But  come,  your  hand,  my  careless  brlther. 

I'  th'  ither  warl',  if  there's  anither. 

[Major  Logan,  of  Camlarg,  lived,  ivhen  this  hosly 

An'  that  there  is  I've  little  swither 

Poem  wae  wrillep,  with  his  mother  ™d  eister  at  Park- 

About  the  matter; 

house,  near  Ayr.    He  woa  s  good  musician,  a  joyous 
companion,  end  eometliii^  of  a  wit,    Tlie  Epislle  was 

We  cheek  for  chow  shall  jog  tliegither. 

I'se  ne'er  bid  better. 

BuddnoBthennoothare'diUonliaswanledil.]   ' 

Hau,  thairm-inspirin',  rattUn'  Willie  < 
Though  fortiine'a  road  he  rough  an'  hilly 
To  every  fiddling,  rhyming  billie, 

We've  faults  and  failings— granted  clearly. 
We're  frail  backsliding  mortals  merely. 
Eve's  bonny  squad,  prieala  wyfe  them  sheetly 

Tor  our  grand  fa' ; 
But  still,  but  still,  I  like  them  dearly— 

God  bless  them  a' 1 

IVe  never  heed, 

But  tak'  it  like  the  unback'd  filly, 

Proud  o'  her  speed. 

When  idly  goayan  whyles  we  saunter 

Oohonl  for  poor  Castalian  drinkers. 

Yirr,  fancy  barks,  awa'  we  canter 
TJphiU,  down  brae,  till  some  mishanter, 

When  they  fa'  foul  o'  earthly  jink  era, 

The  witching  curs'd  delicious  blinkers 

Some  hlack  bog-holo, 

Ilae  put  me  hyte. 

Arrests  us,  then  the  scathe  an'  banter 

And  gart  me  weet  my  waukrife  winkers. 

We're  forced  to  thole. 

Wr  giruan  spite. 

Hale  be  your  heart !  Hale  be  your  fiddle ! 

But  by  yon  moon !— and  that's  high  sweaiin'- 

Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  and  diddle. 

An'  every  star  within  my  Learin'  1 

To  ciiBec  you  lirough  tiio  weary  widdle 

An'  by  her  een  wha  was  a  dear  an«  1 

0'  tbis  wild  warl'. 

I'll  ne'er  forget; 

Until  you  on  a  crummock  drlddle 

I  hope  to  gie  the  jads  a  elearin' 

A  gray-liair'd  earl. 

In  fair  play  yet. 

Come  wealth,  come  poortith,  late  or  soon. 

My  loss  I  mourn,  but  not  repent  it, 

Heaven  send  your  heart-strings  ay  in  tune, 

I'll  seek  my  pursie  whare  I  tiut  it, 

And  screw  your  temper  pins  aboon 

Anee  to  the  Indies  I  were  wonted, 

A  fifth  or  mair, 

Some  cnntraip  hour. 

The  melancholious,  lazy  croon 

By  some  sweet  elf  I'll  yet  be  dinted, 

0'  eankrlc  care. 

Then,  i-h-c   I'amuurl 
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To  seiiti 


lental  si 


IS  respec/!!*- 


An'  honest  luckj ;  no  to  roose  joa, 
Te  may  be  proud, 

Tlint  sio  a  couple  fate  allows  je 

To  grace  your  blood. 


nim 


An'  trOTFth  my  rhymia'  ware's  nae  treasure ; 
But  when  in  Ayr,  some  half-Iioar'e  leisure, 

Be't  light,  be't  dark, 
Sir  Bard  will  do  himself  the  pleasure 

To  call  at  Park. 

ROBEKT    BdHHS. 

Mossgid,  Zfilh  October,  1786. 


LXXI. 
THE   BRIGS   OP   AYR, 


I  nf  his  fiisnds  Esure  in  the  scene: 
Lii!Lg;e,  Ills  learning  nf  Dugalcl  Slowi 
■  ■  ■    ■      is  "f  Mrs.  General  S 


No!  tlicnigh  Ilia  artless  strains  lie  rudely  sings, 
And  throws  hia  hand  unooutlily  o'er  tie  striags, 
lie  glows  with  all  the  spirit  of  tie  Bard, 
Fame,  honest  fame,  his  great,  his  dear  reward  1 
Still,  if  some  patron's  gen'roua  care  ho  trace, 
Skill'd  in  the  Beerat  to  bestow  with  grace; 
When  Ballantyoe  befriends  his  humble  name. 
And  hands  tlie  rustio  stranger  up  to  fame. 
With  heartfelt  throes  his  grateful  bosom  swells. 
The  godlike  bliss,  to  give,  alono  cioels. 


'Twas  when  the  stacks  get  on  their  winter  hap. 

And  thack  and  rape  secure  the  toil-won  crap  ; 

Potato-bings  are  anugged  np  frae  skaith 
coming  Winter's  biting,  frosty  breath; 
e  beea,  rejoicing  o'er  tlieir  aummcr  toils, 
namber'd  buds,  an'  flow'i-s'  delicious  spoils, 

Seal'd  up  with  frugal  care  in  masaire  waxen 

Are  doom'd  by  man,  that  tyrant  o'er  the  weak, 
e  death  o'  devila  smoor'd  wi'  brimstone  reek  • 
The  thundering  guns  are  heard  on  ev'ry  aide. 
The  wounded  coveys,  reeling,  scatter  wide; 
Tlie  feather'd  field-mates,  bound  by  Nature's  tie, 
Sires,  mothers,  children,  in  one  carnage  lie : 
(What  warm,  poetic  heart,  but  inly  bleeds, 
Ind  esocratcs  man's  savage,  ruthless  deeds !) 
4'ae  mair  the  flow'r  in  lield  or  meadow  springs; 
Jae  mair  the  grove  with  sury  concert  rings, 
lioept,  perhaps,  the  robin's  whistling  glee. 
Proud  o'  the  height  o'  some  bit  half-lang  tree  : 
The  hoary  moms  precede  the  sunny  days. 
Mild,  calm,  serene,  wide  spreads  the  noon-tide 


-fully  re 


3d.] 


The  simple  Bard,  rough  nt  the  rustic  plougb. 
Learning  his  tuneful  trade  from  ev'ry  bongh ; 
The  chanting  linnet,  or  the  mellow  thrush. 
Hailing  the  setting  sun,  sweet,  in  the  greon  thorn 

The  soaring  lark,  the  perching  red-breast  shrill. 
Or  deep-ton'd  plovers,  gray,  wild-whistling  o'er 

the  hill ; 
Shall  he,  nurst  in  the  pea.sant's  lowly  shed. 
To  hardy  independence  bravely  bred. 
By  early  poverty  to  hardship  steel'd. 
And  train'd  to  arms  in  stem  misfortune's  lield — 
Shall  he  be  guilty  of  tlieir  hireling  crimes. 
The  servile,  mercenary  Swiss  of  rhymes! 
Or  labour  hard  tlie  panegyric  close, 
With  all  the  venal  aoul  of  dedicating  prose  ? 


blaz. 
While  thick  the 


nthe 


'Twas  in  that  season,  when  a  simple  bard. 
Unknown  and  poor,  simplicity's  reward, 
Ae  night,  within  tho  ancient  brugh  of  Ayr, 
By  whim  inspired,  or  haply  prest  wi'  care. 
He  left  his  bed,  and  took  his  wayward  rout. 
And  down  by  Simpson's'  wheel'd  the  left  about: 
{Whether  impeli'd  by  all-directing  Fate, 
To  witness  what  I  after  shall  narrate ; 
Or  whether,  rapt  in  meditation  high, 
He  wander'd  oat  he  knew  not  where  nor  why) 
The  drowsy  Dnngeon-olock,^  had  number'd  two. 
And  Wallace  Tow'r^  had  sworn  the  fact  was  true; 
The  tide-sworn  Firth,  with  sullen  sooiidiug  roar, 
Through  the  still  night  dash'd  hoarse  along  the 
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All  else  was  Iiusli'd  aa  Nature's  closed  e'e : 
The  eilent  moon  bIioqb  high  o'er  tow'r  and  I 
The  cbilly  frost,  beneiith  the  silver  beam. 
Crept,     gentljHjrusting,    o'er     the    glittering 

When,  lo !  On  either  hand  the  liat'ning  Bard, 
The  clanging  sugh  of  whistling  wings  is  heard ; 
Two  dusky  forms  dart  thro'  the  midnight  air, 
Swift  us  tlie  g03  '  drlTes  on  the  wheeling  hare ; 
Ane  on  th'  Auld  Brig  his  airy  shape  upreara, 
The  ithcr  fluttara  o'er  the  rising  piers ; 
Our  warlock  Rhymer  instantly  deacry'd 
The  Sprites  that  owre  the  brigs  of  Ayr  preside. 
(That  Bards  arc  seoonil-aighted  ia  nae  joke. 
And  ken  the  lingo  of  the  sp'ritual  folk ; 
Fays,  Spunkiea,  Kelpies,  a',  they  can  explain 

And  ey'n  the  \era  deils  they  brawly  ken  them.) 
Auld  Brig  appear'd  of  ancient  Fietish  race, 
The  very  wrinkles  gothic  in.  his  face : 

seem'd  33  he  wi'  Time  had  warsti'd  lang, 
Yet,  teughly  doure,  he  bade  an  unoo  bang. 
New  Brig  was  buskit  io  a  braw  new  coat. 
That  he  at  Lon'on,  frae  ane  Adams  got ; 
In's  hand  five  taper  staves  as  smooth's  a  bead, 
Wi'  rirla  and  whirljgigums  at  the  head. 
The   Goth  was  stalking  round   with  aoxions 

search. 

Spying  the  lime-wom  flaws  in  er'ry  arch ; — 
It  ohanc'd  his  new-come  neebor  took  his  e'e, 

e'en  a  ves'd  and  angry  heart  had  he '. 
Wi'  thieveless  sneer  to  see  his  modish  mien, 
5,  down  the  water,  gioa  him  this  guid-e'en; — 


I  doubt  na',  frion',  ye'll  think  ye're  nae  sheep- 
shank, 
Anee  ye  wore  slreekit  o'er  frae  Lank  to  bank ! 

gin  ye  be  a  brig  as  auld  as  me, 
Tho'  faith,  that  day  I  doubt  ye'll  nafer  see ; 
ire'll  be,  if  that  date  come,  I'll  wad  a  holdle, 
le  fewer  whigmeleeries  in  your  noddle. 


Auld  Vandal,  ye  but  show  your  little  mense. 
Just  much  about  it  wi'  yoar  scanty  aansa  ; 
Will  your  poor,  narrow  foot-path  of  a  street, 
ere  twa  whcel-barrows  tremble  when  they 


Tour  ruia'd  forralas 
Compare  wi'  bonnie 
There's   man   o'   ta 


ou'd  tak   the   Ducat- 


1  ThB  goa-ha> 
1 A  nolej  fori 
3  The  bMOliE  <] 


aliuvothsAuMBris 


Tho'  they  should  oast  the  vera  sark  and  S' 
Ere  they  would   grate  their  feelings   wi 


n  ugly,  Gothic  hnlk  as  you. 


Conceited     gowk !      puff'd    up    wi'    windy 

This  mony  a  year  I'te  stood  the  flood  an'  tide  ( 
And  tho'  wi'  craiy  eild  I'm  sair  forfairn, 
I'll  be  a  Brig,  when  ye're  a  shapeless  caim ! 
Ab  yet  ye  little  ken  about  the  matter, 
But  twa- three  winters  will  inform  ye  better. 
When  heavy,  dark,  continued  a' -day  rains, 
Wi'  deepening  deluges  o'erflow  the  pliuna; 
When  from  the  hills  where  springs  the  brawling 

Coil, 
Or  stately  Lugar's  mossy  fountains  boil, 
Or  where   the  Greenock   winds  his  moorland 

Or  haunted  GarpaP  draws  hia  feeble  source, 
Arous'd  by  blust'ring  winds  an'  spotting  thowes, 
In  mony  a  torrent  down  the  snaw-broo  rowes ; 
While  crashing  ice  bora  on  the  roaring  apeat. 
Sweeps  dams,  an'  mills,  an'  brigs,  a'  to  the  gate ; 
And  from  Glenbuok,'  down  to  the  Ratton-key,' 
Auld  Ayr  is  just  one  leugthcn'd  tumbling  sea — 
Then  down  ye'll  hurl,  deil  nor  ye  never  rise ! 
And  dash  the  gumlie  jaups  up  to  the  pouring 
A  lesson  sadly  teaching,  to  your  cost.       [skiea. 
That  Architecture's  noble  art  is  lost ! 


Fine  Architecture,  trowth,  I  ai 


The  L— d  be  thankit  that  w 


t  the  gata 


Gaunt,  ghastly,  ghaist-alluring  edifices. 
Hanging  with  threat'ning  jut  like  precipices; 
O'er-arohing,  mouldy,  gloom-inspiring  coves, 
Supporting  roofs  fantastic,  stony  groves; 
Windows  and  doors,  in  nameless  acnJpture  3rest^ 
With  order,  symmetry,  or  taste  unblest; 

lam  Statuary's  dream, 
of  misguided  whim ; 
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Forms  might  be  worsliipp'd  nn  the  bended  knee, 
And  stiJI  the  second  dread  command  he  fre 
Their  likeness  is  cot  found  on  earth,  in  ai 

Mansions   that  would   diagraee    the    building 

Of  any  mason  reptile,  bird  or  beast; 

Fit  only  for  a  doited  monkish  race, 

Or  frosty  maids  forsworn  the  dear  embrace  ; 

Of  culfs  of  later  times  nha  hold  the  notion 

That  Bullen  gloom  was  sterling  true  deyotion ; 

Fancies  (hat  our  guid  Crugh  denies  protection  I 

And  soon  may  they  expire,  unhlest  with  resur- 


But  under  favour  o'  your  longer  beard. 

Abuse  o'  Magistrates  might  weol  be  spar'd: 

To  liken  them  to  your  auld-'warlil  squad, 

I  must  needs  say,  eomponsons  arc  odd. 

In  Ayr,  wag-wits  nae  mair  can  have  a  handle 

To  mouth  '  a  citiien,'  a  term  o'  scandal ; 

Nae  mair  the  Council  waddles  down  the  street, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  ignorant  conceit ; 

Men  wha  grew  wise  priggiu'  owre  hops  an' 

Or  gather'd  lib'ral  tIows  in  bonds  and  seisins. 
If  haply  Knowledge,  on  a  random  tramp. 
Had  shor'd  them  with  a  glimmer  of  hia  lamp. 
And  would  tj)  Common-sense  for  once  bctray'd 

them, 
Plain,  dull  Stupidity  stept  kindly  in  to  aid  them 


O  ye,  my  dear-reni  ember' d  ancient  jealinj 
Were  je  but  here  to  shore  my  wounded  feel- 


Ye  worthy  Proveses,  an'  inony  a  Bailie, 
Wha  in  the  paths  o'  righteousness  did  toil  ay ; 
Ye  dainty  Deacons  and  ye  douce  Conveeners, 
To  whom  our  moderns  are  but  cansey-cleanera ; 
Ye  godly  Councils  wha  hae  blest  this  town ; 
Te  godly  Brethren  o'  the  saored  gown, 
Wha  meekly  gie  your  burdies  to  the  smiters; 
And   (what  would  now  be  strange)   ye  godly 

A'  ye  donee  folk  I've  borne  aboon  the  broo. 
Were  ye  but  here,  what  wonld  ye  say  or  do  ! 
How  would   yonr  Bpiiita  groan  in  deep  vesa- 

To  see  each  melancholy  alteration; 
And,  agonizing,  curse  the  time  and  place 
When  ye  begat  the  base,  degen'rate  race ! 
Nae  langer  rev'rend  men,  their  country's  glory. 
In  plain  braid  Scots  hold  forth  a  plain  braid 

Nae  langer  thrifty  citiiens  an'  douce. 
Meet  owre  a  pint,  or  in  the  council-house ; 
But  stanmvel,  corky-headed,  graceless  gentry. 
The  herryment  and  ruin  of  the  country ; 
Men,  three  parts  made  by  tailors  and  by  bar- 


Wha 


nd— d  n 


Now  hand  you  there  I   for  faith  ye've  said 
enough. 
And  muckle  mair  than  ye  can  mak  to  through; 
As  for  your  Priesthood,  I  shall  say  hut  little, 
CorbiPS  and  Clergy,  are  a  shot  right  kittle : 


What  farther  clishmaclaver  might  been  said. 
What  bloody  wars,  if  Spiritcs  had  blood  to  shed, 

an  tell ;  but  all  before  their  sight, 
A  fairy  train  appear'd  in  order  bright : 
Adownthe  glitt'ring  stream  liey  featly  dano'd; 
Bright  to  the  moon  their  various  dresses  glano'd: 
They  footed  owre  the  wat'ry  glass  so  neat, 
The  infant  ice  scarce  bent  beneath  their  feet: 
s  of  minstrelsy  among  them  rung, 
ennobling  bards  heroio  ditties  sung. — 

0  had  M'Lauehlan,'  thairm-in spiring  Sage, 
there  to  hear  this  heavenly  band  engage. 

When  thro'  his  dear  strathspeys  they  bore  with 

lighland  rage ; 
Or  when  they  struck  old  Scotia's  melting  ajrs. 
The  lover's  raptur'd  joys  or  bleeding  cares; 
How  would  his  highland  lug  been  nobler  fir'd, 
I  ev'n  his  matchless  hand  with  finer  touch 

gness  could  tell  what  instrument  appear'd, 
all  the  soul  of  Music's  self  was  heard, 
monions  concert  rung  in  every  part, 
While    simple   melody   ponr'd   moving    on    the 

The  Genius  of  the  stream  in  front  appears, 

1  venerable  Chief  advane'd  in  years ; 
Ilia  hoary  head  with  water-lilies  crown'd, 

s  manly  leg  with  garter  tangle  bound. 
Nest  came  the  loveliest  pair  in  all  the  ring, 
Sweet  Female  Beauty  hand  in  hand  with  Spring; 
Then,  crown'd  with  flow'ry  hay,  came  Rural  Joy, 
I  And  Summer,  with  bis  fervid-beaming  eye  : 
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All-cheering  Plenty,  with  her  flowing  horn, 
Led  yellow   Autumn,   wreath'd   with   nodding 

Then  Winier'a  time-hie ach'd  locks   did   hoaiy 

By  Hospitality  with  oloudless  lirow. 

Nest  follow'ii  Courage,  with  hia  martial  stride. 

From  where  the  Feal  wild  wooijy  ooTcrts  hide  ; 

EeneTolence,  with  mild,  benignant  air, 

A  female  form,  came  from  tJie  tow'ra  of  Stwr; 

Learning  and  Worth  in  equal  measures  trode 

From  simple  Catrina,  tlieir  long-lof' J  abode ; 

Last,  white-rob'd  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  hazel 

wreath. 
To  rustic  Agriculture  did  bequeath 
The  broken  iron  instruments  of  death  ; 
At  mght  of  whom  our  Sprites  forgat  their  kind- 
ling wrath. 


THE  DEATH  OF  KOBERT  DUNDAS,  ESQ., 


family  of  Dnadas  in  h 

a  foTtan 

3.    I  found 

the  haadwriHng  of  li 

epoel, 

a  an  inleilea 

liie  Puems,  which  be 

uisil  by  Ihe  following 

arlynol* 

:-''Thefor 

[)  hud  made  free  wilh  his  tady'e 
.  Did  the  fellow  imagine  thai 
itaicy!"  This  Robert Dundai 


me,  in  1834.] 

Lome  on  the  blealiy  hills  the  straying  floclia 

Shun  tho  fierce  storma    among    the  alioltoring 

Down  from  the  rivulets,  red  with  dashing  rains, 
The  gathering  floods  burst  o'er  the  distant  plains ; 


Te  hills,  yo  plains,  je  forests  and  ye  cares, 
Te  howling  winds,  and  wintry  swelling  wares  1 
Unheard,  unseen,  by  human  ear  oc  eye. 
Sad  to  your  sympathetic  scenes  I  fly  ; 
Where  to  the  whistling  blast  and  waters'  roar 
Pale  Scotia's  recent  wound  I  niay  deplore. 

0  heavy  loss,  thy  country  ill  could  hearl 

A  loss  these  evil  days  can  ne'er  repair ! 

Justice,  the  high  vicegerent  of  her  God, 

Her  doubtful  balance  ey'd,  and  sway'd  her  rod; 

Hearing  the  tidings  of  the  fatal  blow 

She  simlr,  abandon'd  to  the  wildcat  woe. 

Wronga,  injuries,  from  many  a  darksome  den, 
Now  gay  in  hope  explore  the  paths  of  men: 
See  from  this  cavern  grim  Oppression  rise. 
And  throw  on  poverty  his  cruel  eyes ; 
Keen  on  the  helpless  victim  see  him  fly, 
And  stifle,  dark,  the  feebly-bursting  cryr 

Mark  rnfBan  Violence,  distain'd  with  crimes. 

Rousing  elate  in  these  degenerate  times ; 

View  unsuspecting  Innocence  a  prey. 

As  guileful  Fraud  points  out  the  erring  way : 

While  subtile  Litigation's  pliant  tongue 

The  life-hlood  equal  sucks  of  Right  and  Wrong; 

Hark,  injur'd  Want  recounts  th'  unlisten'd  tale, 

And  much-wrong'd  Mis'ry  pours  th'  unpitiod 

Ye  dark  waste  hills,  and  brown  unsightly  plwos, 
To  you  I  sing  my  grief-inspired  strains: 
Ye  tempests,  rage  1  ye  turbid  torrents,  roll ! 
Ye  suit  the  joyless  tenor  of  my  aoul. 
Life's  social  haunts  and  pleasures  I  resign. 
Be  nameless  wilds  and  lonely  wanderings  mine, 
To  mourn  (he  woes  my  country  must  endure. 
That  wound  degenerate  ages  cannot  cure. 


THE  DEATH  OF  JOHN  M'LEOD,  ESQ. 


[John  M'Lcod  wne  of  tho  ancient  family  of  Rain, 
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Sad  thy  tale,  tliou  idle  page, 

And  rueful  thy  aliii'ma: 
Dciitli  tears  the  brother  of  her  loye 

From  Isabella'a  arms. 

Sweetly  deck'd  with  pearly  dew 


But  colli  suoaeesive  noontide  blasta 
May  lay  its  beauties  low. 

Fair  on  Isabella's  moru 
The  sun  propitious  sniii'ci; 

But,  long  erB  noon,  enceeeding  clouds 
Sucoeediag  hopes  beguil'd. 

Fate  oft  tears  the  bosom  chords 
That  nature  finest  strung  : 

So  Isabella's  heart  was  form'd, 
And  BO  that  heart  was  wrung. 

Were  it  in  the  poet's  power, 
Strong  as  he  shares  the  grief 

That  pierces  Isabella's  heart, 
To  give  that  heart  relief  I 

Dread  Omnipotence,  alouc, 
Can  heal  tlie  wound  lie  gave; 

Can  point  the  brimful  grief-worn  eyes 
To  scenes  beyond  the  graye, 

Virtue's  blossoms  there  shall  blow. 
And  fear  no  withering  blast ; 

There  Isabella's  spotless  worth 
Shall  happy  be  at  last. 


I.XXIV. 
rlISS   LOOAN, 


•nipllrnenls  in  booke,  end 
{  liie  (Hit  friends.  Miss 
arer  to  Major  Logan,  of 


Again  the  silent  wheels  of  time 
Their  annual  round  have  driv'n, 

And  you,  tho'  scarce  in  maiden  prime. 
Are  so  much  nearer  Heav'n. 

No  gifts  have  I  from  Indian  coasts 

The  infant  year  to  hail : 
I  send  you  more  than  India  boasla 

In  Edwin's  simple  tale. 

Our  sei  with  guile  and  faithless  love 
Is  ciiarg'd,  perhaps,  too  true; 

But  may,  dear  maid,  each  lover  prove 
An  Edwin  sdll  to  you  1 


LXXV- 

THE   AMERICAN   WAR. 


[Dr.  Blair  said  that  (he  politics  of  Buroi  en 
smitliy,  which,  interpreleil,  manna,  that  Ihey 
BtQleenian-lilie,  end  worthy  of  n  country  ale-l 
an  auiliencs  of  poasantB.  The  Poem  givBB  «s 
picture  of  the  humorous  and  fumiliar  wny  in ' 
hindB  and  bUBbandmenof  Scotlund  handle  natini 
the  smlUiy  is  a  ihTonrile  resort,  dnrii^  tlie  wu 


ir  pilot 


When  Guildford  good  o 

And  did  our  hellim  thraw,  man, 
Ae  night,  at  tea,  began  a  plea. 

Within  America,  man: 
Then  up  they  gat  the  masMn-pat, 

And  in  the  sea  did  jaw,  man ; 
An'  did  nae  leas  in  ful 

Than  quite  refnse  oi 


Then  thro'  the  lakes  Montgomery  lakes, 

I  wat  he  was  na  slaw,  man  ; 
Down  Lowrie'H  !)urn  he  took  a  turn. 

And  Corleton  did  ca',  man; 
But  yet,  what-reek,  ho,  at  Qaebeo, 

Montgomery-like  did  fa',  man, 
Wi'  Eword  in  hand,  before  his  band, 

Amang  his  en'mies  a',  man. 
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Poor  Tammy  Gage,  within  a  cage, 

Vas  kept  at  Boston  ha',  man ; 
Till  Willie  Howe  took  o'er  the  know 

For  Philadelphia,  man; 
Wi'  sword  an'  gun  he  thought  a  sin 

Quid  Christian  blood  to  draw,  mo 
But  at  New  York,  wi'  knife  an'  fork 

Sir-loin  he  hacked  sma',  man. 


Biirgoyne  gaed  up,  like  spur  an'  whip, 

Till  Froser  brate  did  fa',  man. 
Then  lost  his  way,  ae  misty  day, 

In  Saratoga  shaw,  man. 
Cornwallis  foaght  as  lang's  he  donght, 

An'  did  the  buckskins  claw,  man; 
But  Clinton's  glaiye  frae  rust  to  save. 

He  hung  it  to  the  wa',  man. 


While  slee  Dundas  arous'd  the  class. 
Be-north  the  Roman  wa',  man  : 

An'  Chatham's  wraith,  in  heavenly  graith, 
(Inspired  Bardies  saw,  man) 

Wi'  kindling  eyes  cry'd  "  Willie,  nse  ! 
Would  I  hae  fear'd  them  a',  man?' 


But,  word  an'  Wow,  North,  Fos,  and  Co., 

Gonff'd  Willie  like  a  ba',  man, 
Till  Suthron  raise,  anit  coost  their  claise 

Behind  him  in  a  raw,  man ; 
An'  Caledon  threw  by  the  drone. 

An'  did  her  whittle  draw,  man; 
An'  swoor  fu'  rude,  thro'  dirt  an'  blood 

To  make  it  gutd  in  law,  ias,a. 


Then  Montague,  am'  Guilford,  too. 

Began  to  fear  a  fa',  man; 
And  Sackville  dour,  wha  stood  the  si 

The  German  Chief  to  thraw,  man 
For  Paddy  Burke,  like  ony  Turk, 

Nae  mercy  had  at  a',man  ; 
An'  Charlie  Foi  threw  by  the  boi, 

An'  lows'd  his  tinkler  jaw,  man. 


Lxxvir. 

THE   DEAN   OF   FACULTY". 


[TheHalsnd  Bob  of  tlicsi 


Then  Rockingham  took  up  the  game, 

Til!  death  did  on  him  ca',  man; 
When  Shelbume  meek  held  up  his  cheek. 

Conform  to  gospel  law,  roan  ; 
Saint  Stephen's  boys,  wi'  jarring  noise, 

They  did  bis  measures  thraw,  maji. 
For  North  an'  Foi  united  stocks. 

An'  bore  him  to  the  wa',  man. 


Then  cluhs  an'  hearts  were  Charlie's  cai 

He  swept  the  stakes  awa',  man, 
Till  the  diamond's  ace,  of  Indian  race, 

I«d  him  a.  sair  faui  pas,  man ; 
The  Saion  lads,  wi'  loud  placads. 

On  Chatham's  boy  did  ca',  man  ; 
An'  Scotland  drew  her  pipe,  an'  blew, 

■■  Up,  Willie,  waur  them  a',  man !" 


DiHE  was  the  hate  at  old  Harlaw, 

That  Soot  to  Scot  did  carry; 
And  dire  the  discord  Langside  saw. 

For  beauteous,  hapless  Mary; 
But  Scot  with  Scot  ne'er  met  so  hot. 

Or  were  more  in  fary  seen.  Sir, 
Than  'twist  Hal  and  Bob  for  the  famous  job— 

Who  should  be  Faculty's  Dean,  Sir.— 


This  Hal  for  genius,  wit,  and  lore, 

Among  the  first  was  numher'd  ; 
But  pious  Bob,  'mid  learning's  store, 

Tet  simple  Bob  the  viclocy  got. 

Which  shows  ihat  heaven  can  boil  the  pot. 
Though  the  devil  p— s  in  the  fire.— 
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Squire  Hal  besides  had  ia  this  case 

Pretensions  ratlier  brassy. 
For  talents  to  deserve  a  place 

Are  qualifisationa  sauoy; 
So,  fJieir  worships  of  the  Faculty, 

Quito  sick  of  merit's  rudeness, 
Chose  one  who  should  owe  it  all,  d'ye  ai 

To  their  gratis  grace  and  goodness. — 


As  onee  on  Pisgah  purg'd  was  the  sight 

So  may  be,  on  this  Pisgah  height, 
Bob's  purblind,  mental  vision: 

Nay,  Bobby's  mouth  may  be  open'd  yet 
Till  for  eloquence  you  hail  him, 

And  swear  ho  lias  the  angel  met 
That  met  the  Ass  of  Balaam. 


LXXVII. 
TO  A  LADY, 


[To  Mrs.  M'LohosB,  of  Edinburgh,  the  poet  prosentea 

faelivxl,  indulges,  it  is  eaid,  faTourite  TisiMia  wilh  a 
dtauglil  from  tham  of  '■  TliB  blood  of  Shiraa'  seorched 
vino."] 

Faie  Empress  of  the  Poet's  soul. 

And  Queen  of  Poetessea; 
darinda,  take  this  little  boon, 

This  humble  pair  of  glasses. 

And  fill  them  high  with  generous  juice. 

As  generous  as  your  mind ; 
And  pledge  me  in  the  generous  toast — 

"The  whole  of  human  kind!" 

"  To  those  who  Ioto  us  !"— second  fill ; 

Bat  not  to  those  whom  we  lore ; 
Lest  we  love  those  who  love  not  us ! — 

A  third — "to  thee  and  me,  lote!" 


LXXVin. 
TO   ClARINDA. 


Claeinda,  mistress  of  my  soul, 

The  measur'd  time  is  run  1 
The  wretch  beneath  the  dreary  pole 

So  macks  his  latest  sun. 

To  what  dark  cave  of  frozen  night 

Shall  poor  SyWander  hie; 
DepriT'd  of  thee,  Ms  life  and  light. 

The  sun  of  all  his  joy. 

We  part — but,  by  these  precious  drops 

That  fill  thy  lovely  eyes  I 
No  ot'her  light  shall  guide  my  steps 

Till  thy  bright  beams  arise. 

She,  the  fair  sun  of  all  her  sei. 
Has  blest  my  glorious  day; 

And  shall  a  glimmering  planet  fli 
My  worship  to  its  ray  ? 


LXXIX. 

VERSES 


J7.j 


CnBSB  on  ungrateful  man,  that  can  be  plea 
And  yet  can  starve  the  author  of  the  pleasi 
0  thou  my  elder  brother  in  misfortune. 
By  far  my  elder  brother  in  the  muses, 
With  tears  I  pity  thy  unhappy  fate  ! 
Why  is  the  bard  unpitied  by  the  world, 
Yet  has  so  keen  a  relish  of  ita  pleasorest 
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LXXX. 

PROLOGUE 


n  Eiliuburgh,  Ceo 


IVnEy  by  s,  generous  Public's  kind  acclaim. 
That  clearest  meed  is  granted — honest  fame ; 
When  Aeri  yonr  favour  is  the  actor's  lot, 
Nor  even  the  man  in  private  life  forgot ; 
What  breast  so  dead  to  heiyenly  virtue's  glow, 
Bnt  heaves  impaasion'd  with  the  grateful  throe! 

Poor  is  the  titsk  to  please  a  barbarous  throng, 
It  needs  no  Siddons'  powers  in  Soutlierne's  song ; 
Itnt  liere  an  ancient  nnUoti  fam'd  afar, 
For  genius,  learning  high,  as  great  in  war — 
Hail,  Caledonia,  name  for  ever  dear  I 
Before  whose  sona  I'm  honoured  io  appear! 
Where  every  science — every  nobler  art — 
That  can  inform  the  mind,  or  mend  the  heart, 
Is  known  i  as  grateful  nations  oft  have  found 
Far  as  the  rude  borbariaa  marks  the  bound. 
Philosophy,  no  idle  pedant  dream. 
Here  holds  her  search  by  heaven-taught  Bea- 

ffere  History  paints,  with  elegance  and  force. 
The  tide  of  Empires'  fluctuating  course; 
Here  Douglas  forms  wild  Shakspeare  into  plan. 
And  Harley'  rouses  all  the  god  in  man. 
Wlien  wcll-form'd  taste  and  sparkling  wit  unite. 
With  manly  lore,  or  female  beauty  bright, 
(Beauty,  where  faultless  symmetry  and  grace. 
Can  only  charm  as  in  tho  second  place,) 
Witness  my  heart,  how  oft  with  panting  fear. 
As  on  this  night,  Pve  met  these  judges  here  1 
But  still  tlia  hope  Experience  taught  to  live, 
Equal  to  judge — you're  eanrlid  to  forgive. 
Kor  hundred-headed  Riot  here  we  meet. 
With  decency  and  law  beneatli  his  feet : 
Nor  Insolence  assumes  fair  Preedoiu's  name; 
Like  CALEnosiiss,  you  applaud  or  blame. 

0  Thou  dread  Power !  whose  Empire-giving  hand 
Hug  oft  been  stretch'd  to  shield  the  honour'd 


Strong  may  she  glow  with  all  her  ancient  fire ; 
May  every  son  be  worthy  of  his  aire ; 
Firm  may  she  rise  with  generous  disdain 
At  Tyranny's,  or  direr  Pleasure's  chain; 
Still  self-dependent  in  her  native  shore. 
Bold  may  she  brave  grim  Danger's  loudest  roar. 
Till  Fate  the  curtain  drop  on  worlds  to  be  no 


;ie1yofliglils.  This] 
oeamplenfmyhDndi 


tho  Poem.] 


A  LlTTm,  upright,  pert,  tart,  tripping  wight. 
And  sUU  his  precious  self  his  dear  delight; 
Who  loves  his  own  smart  shadow  in  the  streets 
Better  than  e'er  the  fairest  she  he  meets  : 
A  man  of  fashion,  too,  he  made  his  tour, 
Leam'd  vive  la  bagatelle,  et  vive  I'amour: 
So  travell'd  monkeys  their  grimace  improve, 
Polish  their  grin,  nay,  sigh  for  ladies'  love. 
Much  specious  lore,  but  little  understood ; 
Veneering  oft  outshines  the  solid  wood; 
His  solid  sense — by  inolies  you  must  tell. 
But  mete  his  cunning  by  the  old  Scots  ell; 
Hls  meddling  vanity,  a  busy  fiend, 
Still  making  work  his  selfish  craft  must  mend. 


LXXXII. 
TO    MRS.    SCOTT, 


I  HttiD  it  weel  in  early  date. 
When  I  was  beardless,  young  and  blate, 
An'  first  could  tiresh  the  barn; 
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Or  hn.iid  a  jpldn  at  the  plengb; 
,\n'  tho'  forfoughten  sair  enough, 

Yot  uuoo  pi'oad  to  leani; 
Whea  first  amsng  the  yellow  corn 

A.  miin  I  reokon'd  wiia, 
An'  wf  the  lave  ilk  merry  mom 
Couid  ran!;  my  rig  and  lass. 
Still  shearing,  and  clearing, 

The  tiiher  stooked  raw, 

Wj'  clairers,  an'  haivers, 

Wearing  the  day  awa. 

E'en  then,  a  wish,  I  mind  its  pow'r, 
A  wish  that  to  my  latest  hour 

Shall  strongly  heave  my  breast. 
That  I  for  poor  auld  SootlaniJ's  sake 
Some  usefu'  plan  or  beuk  could  make, 

Or  sing  a  sang  at  tenet. 
The  rough  burr-thistle,  spreading  mde 

Amang  the  bearded  bear, 

I  tum'd  tlie  weeder-clips  aside, 

An'  gpar'd  the  symbol  dear : 

No  nation,  no  station, 

My  envy  e'er  eonid  raise, 
A  Scot  still,  but  blot  still. 


That  slight  tlio  lovely  dears ; 
To  shame  je,  disclaim  ye, 
Ilk  honest  birkie  swears. 

For  you,  no  bred  to  bam  and  byre, 
"Wha  sweetly  tune  the  Scottish  lyre. 

Thanks  to  jou  for  your  line : 
The  marled  plaid  je  kindly  spare, 
By  me  should  gratefully  be  ware ; 

'Twad  please  mo  to  the  nine. 
I'd  be  mair  vauntie  o'  my  hap, 

Douoe  hingln'  owre  my  eurplo 


Tha: 


Or  proud  imperial  purple. 

Fareweel  then,  laug  heel  then, 

An'  plenty  be  your  fa' ; 
May  It 


Ne'i 


It  your  hall  an 


IXXXIII. 
EPISTLE    TO    WILLIAM    CREECH 


But  still  llie  elements  o'  sang 

III  formless  jumble,  right  an'  wraog, 

Wild  floated  in  my  brain; 
'Till  on  that  bar's!  I  said  before. 
My  partner  in  the  merry  core, 

She  rous'd  the  forming  strain : 
I  Eee  her  yet,  the  sonsie  i^uean. 

That  lighted  up  her  jingle, 
Ilcr  witching  smile,  her  pauky  een 
That  girt  my  lieart-strings  tingle: 
i  fired,  inspired. 

At  every  kindling  keek. 

But  bashing  and  dashing 

I  feared  aye  to  speak. 

HealtJi  to  the  ses,  ilk  guid  chid  says, 
Wi'  merry  dance  in  winter  days, 

The  gust  o'  joy,  the  balm  of  woe, 
The  saul  o'  life,  the  heaven  below, 

Is  rapture-giving  woman. 
Ye  surly  sumphg,  who  hate  the  name, 

Be  aiindfu'  o'  your  mither ; 
She,  bonest  woman,  may  think  shame 

That  ye're  connected  with  Iier. 


allowed.] 

Selkirk,  13  May,  1787. 
AuLD  ohukie  Reekie's'  sair  distrest, 
Down  droops  her  nnce  weel-bumisht  crest, 
Nae  joy  her  bonnie  buskit  nest 

Can  yield  ava, 
Her  darling  bird  that  slie  lo'es  best, 
Willie's  awa! 

0  Willie  was  a  witty  wiglit. 
And  had  o'  things  an  unco  slight; 
Auld  Heekie  ay  he  keepit  tight. 

An'  trig  an'  braw: 
But  now  they'll  bnsk  her  like  a  fright. 


,      The  stiffest  o'  them  a'  he  bow'd; 
I      The  bauldest  o'  them  a'  lie  eow'd; 
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They  durst  nae  mair  than  he  allow'd, 
That  was  a  law; 

WeVe  lost  a  hirkie  weel  worth  gowd, 
Willie's  awa ! 

How  gawkiea,  tawpies,  gowks,  and  fools, 
Prae  oolloges  and  bonriling-sehools, 
Maj  sprout  lUse  simmop  puddocl:  stools 

In  glen  or  shaw ; 
He  wha  couH  brush  them  down  to  mools, 

Willie's  awa! 

The  brethren  o'  the  Commeroe-Channier' 
May  mourn  their  loss  wi'  doofu'  olamoor ; 
He  was  a  diutionar  and  grammar 

Amaog  them  a' ; 
I  fear  thejHl  now  mak  mony  a  stamaer, 

Willie's  awa ! 

Nae  mair  ve  see  his  levee  door 

Philosophers  and  poets  ponr,^ 

d  toothy  critics  by  tlie  score 

In  bloody  raw ! 
The  adjutant  o'  a'  the  core, 

Willie's  awa  ! 

Now  worthy  Gregory's  Latin  face, 
Tytler's  anil  Greenfield's  modest  grace  ; 
Mackenzie,  Stewart,  aio  a  brace 

As  Rome  n'er  saw; 
They  a'  maun  meet  some  ithcr  place, 

Willie's  awa  ! 


Poor  Burns — e'en  Scotch  drink  canna  quicken 
He  cheeps  like  some  bewildec'd  chicken, 
Scar'd  frae  its  miunie  and  tlie  cleckin 

By  hoodie-craw ; 
Grief's  (pen  his  heart  an  unco  kickin', 

Willie's  awa! 

Now  ey'ry  sour-mou'd  girnin'  Helium, 
And  CaMn's  fock  are  fit  to  fell  him; 
And  self- conceited  critic  skellum 

His  quill  may  draw ; 
He  wiia  could  brawlle  ward  their  bellnm, 

Willie's  awa! 

Up  wimpling  stately  Tweed  I've  aped. 
And  Eden  scenes  on  crystal  Jed, 
And  Ettriok  banks  now  roaring  red, 

While  tempests  blaw; 
But  erery  joy  and  pleasure's  fled, 

Willie's  awa  I 


May  I  be  slander's  common  speech  ; 
A  test  for  infamy  to  preacli ; 
And  lastly,  streekit  out  to  bleach 

In  winter  snaw ; 
When  I  forget  thee !  Willie  Creech, 

Tho'  far  awa ! 

May  neyer  wicked  fortune  tou?-le  him ! 
May  never  wicked  man  bamboozle  him  I 
Until  a  pow  as  auld's  Mettiusalem 

He  eanty  claw ! 
Then  to  the  blessed  New  Jerusalem, 

Fleet  wing  awa  I 


HUMBLE  PETITION   OF   BRUAR  WATER 

NOBLE  DUKE  OP  ATHOLE. 

[The  Falls  of  Brnar  in  Alhole  are  sieesdingly  bean- 

tiful  and  pioluresqaei   and  ilielr  oITbci,  wlien  Burna 

fumre  biograplior,  Ptofessor  Walkar,  wenl,  wlien  tloee 
on  twiiizhi,  to  this  romiuitic  Ecme :  "  he  llirew  himself," 


Mt  Lokp,  I  know  your  noble  ear 

Woe  ne'er  assails  in  yain; 
Embolden'd  thus,  I  beg  you'll  hear 

Yonr  humble  slare  complain. 
How  saucy  Phoebus'  scorching  beams 

Dry- withering,  waste  my  foamy  streami 
And  drink  my  crystal  tide. 


The  lightly-jumpla'  glowrlu'  troula. 
That  thro'  my  waters  play. 

If,  in  their  random,  wanton  spouts. 
They  near  the  margin  stray; 
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If,  hapless  ehanoe !  they  linger  laag, 

I'm  eeorching  up  so  shallow, 
They're  left  the  whiWniag  stanea  amang, 

In  gasping  death  to  wallow. 


Last  day  I  grat  wi'  spite  and  teen, 

As  Toet  Burns  came  by, 
Thut  to  a  bard  I  should  be  seen 

Wi'  half  my  channel  dry; 
A  panegjrie  rhyme,  I  weea. 

Even  us  I  vas  he  shor'd  me  ; 
But  had  I  in  my  glory  been, 

He,  kneeling,  wad  ador'd  me. 

Here,  foaming  down  the  shelvy  rocks, 

111  twisting  strength  I  rin; 
There,  high  my  boiling  torrent  smokea, 

Wild-roaring  o'er  a  linn  : 
Enjoying  large  each  spring  and  well, 

As  Nature  gave  them  me, 
1  am,  altho'  I  say't  niysel', 

Worth  gaun  a  mile  to  see. 


Would  then  my  noble- 


er  plea 


To  grant  n  _       _^ 
He'll  shade  my  banks  wi'  tow'ring 

And  bonnie  spreading  bushea. 
Delighted  doubly  then,  my  Lord, 

You'll  wander  on  my  banks. 
And  listen  mony  a  grateful  bird 

Return  you  tuneful  thanks. 


The  sober  laverock,  warbling  wild, 

Shall  to  the  skies  aspire ; 
The  gowdspink,  music's  gayest  child. 

Shall  sweetly  join  the  choir: 
The  blackbird  strong,  the  lintwhite  clea 

The  mavis  mild  and  mellow ; 
The  robin  pensive  autumn  cheer. 

In  all  her  locks  of  yellow. 


And  here,  by  sweet,  endearing  stealth, 

Siiall  meet  the  loving  pair. 
Despising  worlds  with  all  their  wealth 

As  empty  idle  care. 
The  fiow'rs  shall  vie  in  all  their  oharma 

The  honr  of  heav'n  to  grace. 
And  birkfl  estend  tlieir  fragrant  arms 

To  screen  the  dear  embrace. 

Here  haply  too,  at  vernal  dawn, 

Some  musing  bard  may  stray. 
And  eye  the  smoking,  dewy  lawn. 

And  misty  mountain  gray ; 
Or,  by  the  reaper's  nightly  beam. 

Mild-chequering  thro'  tie  trees. 
Rave  to  my  darkly-dashing  stream. 

Hoarse-swelling  on.  the  breeze. 

Let  lofty  firs,  and  ashes  cool. 

My  lowly  banks  o'erspread, 
And  view,  deep-bending  in  the  pool, 

Their  shadows'  wat'ry  bed  ! 
Let  fragrant  birks  in  woodbines  drest 

My  craggy  cliffs  adorn; 
And,  for  the  little  songster's  cost. 

The  close  embow'ring  thorn. 

So  may  old  Sootia'a  darling  hope. 

Your  little  angel  band. 
Spring,  like  their  fathers,  op  to  prop 

Their  honour'd  native  land  I 
So  may  thro'  Albion's  farUiest  ken. 

To  social-flowing  glasses. 
The  grace  be — "Athole'a  honest  men, 

Ajid  Athole's  bonnie  lasses  ?" 


LXXXV. 
ON   SCARING   SOME   WATER-FOWL 


This,  too,  a  covert  shall  insure 
To  shield  them  from  the  storn; 

And  coward  maukiu  sleep  securi 
Low  in  her  grassy  form: 

Here  shall  the  shepherd  make  h 


Tow 


ehisi 


n  of  flov 


Or  find  a  shelt'ring  safe  ret 
From  prone- descending  si 


ing  with  Sir  William  Morray,  of  Oclitertyro,  during;  one 

Kiesses  oflhe  JiiUB,9nr1  wac  welcome  fromiu  ona 
JEB  to  the  heort  of  lh«  poet.] 

Why,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake. 
For  me  your  wat'ry  haunt  forsake  1 
Tell  me,  fellow- creatures,  why 
At  my  presence  thus  you  fly  ? 
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Why  dlaturb  jout  social  Joja, 
Parent,  filial,  kindreii  lies  ! — 
Common.  Mend  to  yon  and  me. 
Nature's  gifts  to  all  are  free ; 
Peaceful  keep  your  dimpling  wave. 
Busy  feed,  or  wanton  lave ; 
Or,  beneath  the  sheltering  rook, 
Bide  the  surging  billow's  shook. 

Conseions,  blushing  for  our  race. 
Soon,  too  soon,  your  fears  I  trace. 
Man,  your  proud  usurping  foe. 
Would  be  lord  of  all  below  ; 
Plumes  himself  in  Freedom's  pride. 
Tyrant  stern  to  all  beside. 

Tho  eagle,  from  the  cliffy  brow. 
Marking  you  his  prey  below. 
In  his  breast  no  pity  dwells, 
Strong  necessity  compels; 
But  man,  to  whom  alone  is  giv'a 
A  ray  direct  from  pitying  heav*!!. 
Glories  in  his  heart  humane — - 
And  creatures  for  his  pleasure  slain. 

In  these  savage,  liquid  plains, 
Only  known  to  wand' ring  swaina. 
Where  the  mossy  riv'let  strays, 
Far  from  human  haunts  and  ways  ; 
All  on  Nature  you  depend. 
And  life's  poor  season  peaceful  spend. 

Or,  if  man's  superior  might 
Dare  invado  your  native  right. 
On  the  lofty  ether  homo, 
Man  with  all  his  pow'rs  you  scorn; 
Swiftly  seek,  on  clanging  wings, 
Other  lakes  and  other  springs ; 
And  the  fite  you  cannot  brave, 
Scorn  at  least  to  he  his  slave. 


fcxxsvr. 

AVEITTEN  WITH   A   PENCIL, 


AnMiKma  Nature  in  her  wildest  grace, 

These  n'orthcrn  econos  with  weary  feet  I  trace ; 


O'er  many  a  winding  dale  and  painful  steep, 
Th'  abodes  of  covey'd  grouse  and  timid  sheep, 
My  savage  journey,  curious  I  pursue, 
'Til!  fam'd  Breadalbane  opens  to  my  view, — 
The  meeting  clitfs  each  deep-sunk  glen  divides. 
The  woods,  wild  scatter'd,  clothe  their  ample 

Th'  outstretching  lake,   embosom'd  'mong  the 

hills, 
The  eye  with  wonder  and  amazement  fills ; 
The  Tay,  meand'rlng  sweet  in  infant  pride, 
The  palace,  rising  on  its  verdant  side ; 
The   lawns,   wood-fring'd   in   Nature's   native 

The  hillocks,  dropt  in  Nature's  careless  haste; 
The  arches,  striding  o'er  the  new-born  stream  ; 
The  village,  glittering  in  the  noontide  beam — 


Poetic  ardours  in  my  bosom  swell. 

Lone  wand'ring  hy  the  hermit's  mossy  cell : 

The  sweeping  theatre  of  hanging  woods  ; 

of  headlong  tumbllag  flood! 


Here    Poesy   might   wake    her    heav'n-taught 

And  look  through  Nature  with  creative  fire ; 
Here,  to  the  wrongs  of  fate  half  reconcil'd. 
Misfortune's    lighten' d    steps     might    wander 

And  Disappointment,  in  these  lonely  bounds. 
Find   halm    to    soothe    her    bitter  —  rankling 

wounds : 
Here    he  art- struct    Grief    might   heav'nward 

stretch  her  scan. 
And  injur'd  Worth  forget  and  pardon  man. 


ITANDING  BY  THE  PALL  OF  FYERS, 


cenes,  in  the  Celtic 


n  its  precipices  in  a  way  ^voithy  of  Ilia  scene.  The 
ent  of  the  water  ie  about  two  Imndced  feet,  Tliero 
uolhei  fall  furtlisi  up  tlie  Btieani,  very  witd  an.1 
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Auosa  the  heatliy  hilk  and  ragged  woods 
The  roiring  Fyers  pours  his  moasj  floods ; 
Till  full  he  dashes  on  tha  rocky  mouuds, 
Where,  thro'  a  shapeless  breach,  his  stream  re- 
sounds, 
As  high  in  air  the  bursting  torrents  flow. 
As  deep-reeoiling  surges  foam  below, 
i     Prone  down  Uia  rock  the  whitening  sheet  de- 

i     And  Tiewless  Echo's  ear,  natonish'd,  reads. 

I     Dim  seen,  through  rising  mista  and  oeaaelesa 

The  hoary  casern,  wide  siirrounding,  low'rs. 

;      Still  thro'  the  gap  the  struggling  rwer  toils, 

And  still  below,  the  horrid  cauldron  boils — 


TO   MR.  V!.  TYTLER, 


iH  Tytlera  throi^h  lliro 
It  in  fnmilies.    The  pre 


1  of  Iho  Poei 


Be- 


■ridng,] 

defender  of  beauteous  Stuart, 
Of  Stuart,  a  name  once  respected, 
name,  which  to  lOTO,  was  once  mark  of  a 

But  now  'tis  despis'd  and  neglected. 


Tho'  something  like  moisture  oonglobes  in  my  eye. 
Let  no  one  misdeem  me  disloyal ; 

s  wand'ver  may  well  claim  a 


StiUm 


■e,  if  that  wand're 


My  fathers  that  name  have  reser'd  on  a  thro. 

My  fathers  hate  fallen  to  right  it; 
Those  fathers  would  spurn  their  degenerate  s 

That  name  should  he  sooffingly  slight  it. 


Still  in  prayers  for  King  George  I  most  heartily 
join. 

The  Queen  and  the  rest  of  the  gentry, 
Be  Uiey  wise,  be  they  foolish,  is  nothing  of  mine ; 

Their  title's  avow'd  by  my  country. 

But  why  of  that  epochs  make  sach  a  fuss. 

That  gave  us  th'  Electoral  stem? 
If  bringing  them  OTer  was  lucky  for  us, 

I'm  sure  'twas  as  luoky  for  them. 

But  loyalty  truce  I  we're  on  dangerous  ground. 
Who  knows  how  the  fashions  may  alter  ? 

The  doctrine,  to-day,  that  is  loyalty  sound, 
To-morrow  may  bring  us  a  halter. 

I  send  you  a  trifle,  the  head  of  a  bard, 

A  trifle  scarce  worthy  your  care  ; 
But  accept  it,  good  Sir,  as  a  mark  of  regard. 

Sincere  as  a  saint's  dying  prayer. 

Now  life's  chilly  eTcning  dim  shades  on  your  eye, 

And  ushers  tho  long  dreary  night ; 
Eut  you,  like  tlie  star  that  athwart  gilda  the  sky. 


FBIARS-CAllSE   HERMITAGE, 


Le.] 

Tnon  whom  chance  may  hither  lead. 
Bo  thou  clad  in  rusact  weed. 
Be  thou  deck'd  in  silken  stole, 
Grave  these  masima  on  thy  soul. 


Life  is 


Sprung  from  night. 
Day,  how  rapid  in  its  flight — 
Day,  how  few  must  see  the  night; 
Hope  not  sunshine  every  hour. 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lower. 
Happiness  is  .but  a  name, 
Make  content  and  ease  thy  aim. 


lost; 
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ATObition  is  a  meteor  gleam  ; 

Hope  not  soDBhine  ev'ry  hour. 

Fame,  n  miietiB  idle  dream ; 

Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lour. 

Pleasures,  insects  on  tiie  wing 

As  Youth  and  Love  with  sprightly  dance 

Round  Peace,  the  tendercst  flower  of  Spring ; 

Beneath  thy  moraing  star  advance. 

Those  that  sip  the  dew  alone, 

Pleasure  with,  her  siren  air 

Make  tiie  buttei-flies  thy  own; 

May  delude  the  thoughtless  pair: 

Tliose  that  would  the  bloom  devour, 

Let  Prudence  bless  cnjoymcnfs  cup. 

Crush  the  locusts— save  the  flower. 

Then  raptur'd  sip,  and  sip  it  up. 

For  the  fiituro  bo  prepar'd, 

Guard  wherever  thou  eaast  guard; 
But,  thy  utmost  duly  done, 

As  thy  day  grows  warm  and  high, 

Life's  meridian  flaming  nigh. 

Welcome  what  thou  canst  not  shun. 

Doat  thou  spurn  the  humble  vale? 

Follies  past,  give  thou  to  air. 
Make  their  conseq^uence  thy  eare ; 

Life's  proud  summits  wouid'st  thou  scale? 

Check  thy  climbing  step,  elate, 

Evils  lurlt  in  feloD  wait: 

And  dishonour  not  thy  Mad. 

Dangers,  eaglc-pinion'd,  bold, 

Eeverence  with  lowly  heart 

Him  whose  wondrous  work  thou  art; 

Soar  around  each  cliffy  hold, 

While  eheerflil  peace,  with  linnet  song. 

Keep  Hfs  goodness  still  in  view. 

Chants  the  lowly  dells  among. 

Thy  trust— aJid  thy  example,  too. 

As  the  shades  of  ev'ning  close, 

Stranger,  go  I  Heaven  be  thy  guide ! 

Beck'ning  thee  to  long  repose ; 
As  Ufo  itself  becomes  disease. 
Seek  the  chimney-nook  of  case. 

There  ruminate,  with  sober  thought. 

On  all  the u'st  seen,  and  heard,  and  wrought; 

And  teach  the  sportiye  younkera  round. 

XC. 

Saws  of  esperienoe,  sage  and  sound. 

Say,  man's  true  genume  estimate. 

WRITTEN   IN 

The  grand  criterion  of  his  fate. 

FBIARS-CARSE  HERMITAGE, 

Is  not— Art  thou  high  or  low  ? 

ON     NITilSIUE. 

Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  flow  ? 

Wast  thou  cottager  or  Itiog? 

ECHMEEE,  17ES. 

Peer  or  peasant t— no  such  thing! 

[Of  itns  Poem  Eurna  thoiigtil  sn  well  tl.at  he  gave 

Did  many  talents  gild  thy  span  ? 

Or  frugal  nature  grudge  thee  one? 

ehnwed  many  chanBea  nnd  correcliona,  he  publialieil  it 

Tell  them,  and  press  it  on  their  mind, 

in  (he  new  Klition  of  )iis  poo  ma  na  it  eluads  ia  thia  eeeoni! 

As  thou  thyself  must  shortly  find. 

coi^y.    Tlia  little  Harmilags  where  Uiene  liaes  were 

The  smilo  or  frown  of  awful  Heav'D, 

wriltBB,  Blood  in  a  lonely  plantation  bBlonging  to  the 

To  virtue  or  to  vice  is  glv'n. 

eatate  of  Ftiara-CarBO,  and  iloae  to  the  maicli-dyke  of 
ElliBfaad;  ft  small  door  in  tha  fence,  of  whieh  Ihe  poet 

Say,  to  be  just,  and  kind,  and  wise, 

There  solid  self-enjoyment  lies  ; 

BMlosion  auch  ns  he  likaS,  willi  flowers  and  ahruba  all 

That  foolish,  selfish,  faithless  ways 

Lead  to  the  wretched,  vilo,  and  base. 

engraved  neatly  on  one  of  the  window-panea,  by  tbe 

dismoad  pencil  of  the  bard.    On  Ridiiel'a  death,  the 

Thng,  resign'd  and  quiet,  creep 

Heroiitage  wna  allowed  to  go  quietly  to  decoy :  r  remem- 
bet  in  ISU3  inrniog  two  oatlyer  slots  out  of  the  iolsrior.] 

To  the  bed  of  lasting  sleep ; 

Sleep,  whence  thou  shalt  ne'er  awake, 

TnoD  whom  chance  may  hither  lead, 

Kight,  where  dawn  shall  never  break. 

Be  thou  ctad  in  russet  weed, 

Till  future  life,  future  no  more, 

Be  thou  deck'd  in  silken  stole, 

To  light  and  joy  the  good  restore. 

Grave  these  counsels  on  thy  soul. 

To  light  and  joy  unknown  before. 

Life  is  but  a  day  at  most. 

Stranger,  go !  Hea'vn  be  thy  guide  1 

Pprung  fi-om  night,  in  darkness  lost ; 

Quod  the  headsman  of  Nithside 
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xci. 
TO   CAPTAIN  RIDDEL, 


naDitedRiillbyhisj 


■in 


EUMand,  Monday  Evening. 
TocR  nena  and  review,  Sir,  I'ye  read  through 
and  through,  Sir, 
With  little  admiring  or  blaming ; 
The  papers  are  barren  of  home-newB  or  foreign, 
No  murders  or  rapes  worth  tlie  naming. 


Our  frienda,  the  reviewers,  those  oMppers  and 

Are  judges  of  mortar  and  atone.  Sir, 
But  of  meet  or  unmeet  ia  a  fabric  eompUte, 
nl  boldly  pronounce  thej  are  none.  Sir. 

My  goose-quill  too  rude  is  to  tell  all  your  good- 

Bestow'd  on  your  sorvant,  the  Poet ; 
Would  to  God  1  had  one  like  a  beam  of  the  sun. 
And  then  all  the  world,  Sir,  should  know  it ! 


XCII. 
A   MOTHER'S   LAMENT 


view  to  Mis.  Fergi 


™ly  ui 


Fate  gave  the  word,  tlie  arrow  Sped, 

And  pierc'd  my  darling's  heart ; 
And  with  him  all  the  joys  are  flod 

Life  can  to  xue  impait. 
By  cruel  hands  the  sapling  drops. 

In  duat  dishonour'd  laid: 
So  fell  the  pride  of  all  my  hopes. 

My  age's  future  shade. 


The  mother-linnet  in  tlie  brake 

Bewails  her  ravish'd  young ; 
So  I,  for  njj  lost  darling's  sake. 

Lament  the  live  day  long. 
Deatli,  oft  I've  fear'd  thy  fatal  blow. 

Now,  fond  I  hare  my  hreast, 
0,  do  thou  kindly  lay  me  low 

With  him  I  love,  attest! 


TO   ROBERT   GRAHAM,   ESQ, 


n'd  of  Tt 


her  great  masior-piece 

irlast,  beat  work,  the  human 

n  all  the  mazy  plan. 


Then  first  slie  calls  the  useful  many  forlJi; 
Plain  plodding  industry,  and  sober  worth : 
Thence  peasants,  farmers,  native  sons  of  earth, 
And  merchandise'  whole  genus  take  their  birth: 
Each  prudent  cit  a  warm  existence  finds. 
And  all  mechanics'  many-apron'd  kinds. 
Some  other  rarer  sorts  are  wanted  yet, 
The  lead  and  hnoy  are  needful  to  tiie  net ; 
The  caput  morpatm  of  gross  desires 
Makes  a  material  for  mere  knights  and  squires; 
The  martial  phosphorus  is  taught  to  fiow, 
She  kneads  the  lumpish  phiiosopliio  dough. 
Then  marks  W  unyielding  mass  with  grave  de- 
signs. 
Law,  physic,  politics,  and  deep  divines  : 
Last,  she  sublimes  th'  Aurora  of  the  poles, 
The  flashing  elements  of  female  souls. 

The  order'd  system  fair  before  her  slood. 
Nature,  well  pleas'd,  pronnuiio'd  it  very  good; 
But  ere  she  gave  creating  labour  o'er, 
llalf-jost,  she  tiiod  out  cuiious  laliuur  more. 
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Such 


spumy,  fierj-, 
as  the  sUghte 


■  breath  of  ait  might  eeat- 


With  arch  alacrity  and 
{Natuve  may  haye  her  nhim  as  well  as  we, 
Her  Hogarth-art  perhaps  she  meant  tfl  show  it) 
Sbe  forms  the  thing,  and  obristena  it — a  Poet. 
Creatui-e,  tfio'  oft  the  prey  of  care  and  sorrow, 
When  blest  to-day,  nnmindfnl  of  to-morrow. 
A  being  form'd  t'amaae  his  graver  friends, 
Admit'd  njid  praia'd— and   there  the   homage 

ends: 
A  mortal  quite  nnfit  for  fortune's  sti'ife, 
Yet  oft  the  sport  of  ail  the  ills  of  life  ; 
Prone  to  enjoy  each  pleasure  riches  give. 
Yet  hnplj  wanting  wherewithal  to  live ; 
Longing  to  wipe  each  tear,  to  heal  each  groan, 
Tet  frequent  alt  unheeded  in  bis  own. 

Bot  honest  Nature  is  not  quite  a  Turk, 

She  laugh'd   at  first,   then  felt  for  her  poor 

Pitying  tlie  propless  climber  of  mankind. 
She  cast  about  a  standard  tree  to  find ; 
And,  to  support  his  helpless  woodbine  state, 
Attach'd  him  to  the  generous  truly  great, 
A  title,  and  the  only  one  I  claim. 
To  lay  strong  hold  for  help  on  bounteous  Graham. 

Pity  the  tuneful  muses'  hapless  train, 
Weak,  timid  lajidsmen  on  life's  stormy  main! 
Their  hearts  no  selfish  stern  absorbent  stuff, 
That  never  gives — tho'  humbly  takes  enough; 
The  little  fat*  allows,  they  share  as  socn, 
Unlike   sage   proTerb'd  wisdom's    hard-wmng 

The  vtorld  were  blest  dill  bliss  on  them  depend. 
Ah,   that   "the   friendly   e'er  shonld  want  a 

friend !" 
Let  prudence  numher  o'er  each  sturdy  son 
Who  life  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun, 
Who  feel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule, 
(Instinot's  a  brute,  and  sentiment  a  fool !) 
Who  make  poor  mil  do  wait  upon  /  should — 
We  own  they're  pmdcnt,  but  who  feels  they're 

Ye  wise  ones,  hence !  ye  hurt  the  social  eye  I 
Qod's  image  rudely  etcli'd  on  base  alloy  1 
But  eome  ye  who  the  godlike  pleasure  know. 
Heaven's  attribute  distinguished — to  bestow! 
Whose  arms  of  love  woalil  grasp  the  human  race ; 
Come  thou  who  giv'st  with  all  a  courtier's  grace ; 
Friend  of  my  life,  true  patron  of  my  rhymes  ! 
Prop  of  my  dearest  liupes  for  future  limes. 


Why  shrinks  my  soul  half  blushing,  half  afraid. 
Backward,  abash'd  to  ask  thy  friendly  aid? 
I  know  my  need,  I  know  thy  giving  hand, 
I  crave  thy  friendship  at  thy  kind  command ; 
But  there  are  such  who  court  the  tuneful  nine — 
Heavens!     should    the   branded   character    be 

Whose   verse   in   manhood's    pride   sublimtly 

Yet  vilest  reptiles  in  their  begging  prose. 
Mark,  how  their  lofty  independent  spirit 
Soars  on  the  spuming  wing  of  injur'd  merit! 


,e  life  to  find; 


Pity  the  best  of  words  should  be  but  wind! 
So  to  heaven's  gates  the  lark's  shrill  song  a 

But  grovelling  on  the  earth  the  carol  ends. 
In  all  the  clam'rons  cry  of  starving  want. 
They  dun  benevolcnoe  with  shameless  front; 
Oblige  them,  patronize  their  tinsel  lays, 
Tliey  persecute  you  all  your  future  days ! 
£re  my  poor  soul  such  deep  damnation  stain, 

homy  fist  assume  tho  plough  again  ; 
The  pie-bald  jacket  let  me  patch  once  more  ; 

;ighte en-pence  a  wtek  I've  liv'd  before. 
Tho',  thanks  to  Heaven,  I  dare  even  that  last 
shift: 

ist,  meantime,  my  boon  is  in  thy  gift: 
Thai,  plae'd  by  thee  upon  the  wish'd-for  height, 

ire,  man  and  nature  fairer  in  her  sight. 
My  muse  may  imp  her  wing  for  some  sublimer 
flight. 


SIR   JAMES   HUNTEE   ] 
[I  found  these  linsa  wcitten  with  a  pi 


The  lamp  of  day,  with  iU-presnging  g 

Dim,  cloudy,  sunk  beneath  the  wcslc 

Th'  inconstant  blast  howl'd  thro'  the  t 

And  hoiiow  wbisllod  in  the  rocliy  on 
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Lo::e  as  I  wandec'J  by  each  cliff  and  dell, 

Once  the  lov'd  haunts  of  Scotia's  royal  train;' 
Or  mus'd  where  limpid  streams  once  hallow'd 

Or  mould 'ring  riilna  mark  ibo  sacred  fane.* 

Th'  increasing  Mast  roared  round  the  beetling 

The  clouds,  awifl-wing'd,  flew  o'er  the  starrj 

The  groaning  trees  anUmely  shed  their  locks, 
lors  caught  tlic  startled  eje. 


The  paly  moon  rose  in  the  liTid  east, 
And  'mong  the  cliffs  liisslos'd  a  stately  form. 

In  weeds  of  woe  that  frantic  beat  her  breast, 
And  mis'd  her  wailings  with  tlie  raving  storm. 

Wild  to  my  heart  the  filial  pulses  glow, 

'Twas  Caledonia's  tropMod  shield  I  view'd: 

Her  form  majestic  droop'd  in  pensive  woe, 
The  lightning  of  her  eye  in  tears  imhiied. 

Kevers'd  that  spear,  redoubtable  in  war, 

Eeclined  that  banner,  erst  in  fields  unfurl'd. 

That  like  a  deathful  meteor  gleam'd  afar, 
And    brav'd   the   mighty   monarohs   of  tlifl 

"  My  patriot  son  fills  an  untimely  grave  I" 
With  accents  wild  and  lifted  arms— she  cried; 

"  Low  lies  tlie  band  that  oft  was  atrcteh'd  to  save, 
"  Low  lies  the  heart  that  swell'd  with  honest 

"A  weeping  country  joins  a  widow's  tear. 
The  helpless  poor  mil  with  the  orphan's  cry ; 

The  drooping  arts  sarround  their  patron's  bier, 
And  grateful  science  heaves  the  heart-felt  sigh  i 

"  I  saw  my  sons  resume  their  ancient  fire; 

I  saw  fair  freedom's  blossoms  richly  blow : 
But  ah  1  how  hope  ia  born  but  to  expire  1 

Relentless  fate  has  laid  their  guardian  low. 

"My  patriot  falls,  but  shall  ho  Ho  unsung, 
Wide  empty  gi-eataess  saves  a  worthless  name! 

No  ;  every  muse  shall  join  her  tuneful  tongue, 
And  future  ages  hear  his  growing  fame. 

"  And  I  will  join  a  mother's  tender  cares, 
Thro'  future  times  to  make  his  virtues  last; 

That  distant  years  may  boast  of  other  BlairsI"— 
She  said,  and  Taniah'd  with  the  sweeping  blast. 


1  Tuc  Kiiig'3  Pari 


■luljrood.lii 


EPISTLE  TO  HUGH  PAEKEK. 


83i.] 
In  this  strange  land,  this  unconth  clime, 
A  land  unknown  to  prose  or  rhyme ; 
Whore  words  ne'er  crest  the  muse's  heckles, 
Hor  limpet  in  poetic  shackles  r 
A  land  that  prose  did  never  view  it. 
Except  when  drunk  he  atacher't  thro'  it, 
Here,  ambnsh'd  by  the  cliimla  cheek. 
Hid  in  an  atmosphere  of  reek, 
I  hear  a  wheel  thrum  1'  the  neuk, 
I  hear  it— for  in  vain  I  leuk, — 
The  red  peat  gleams,  a  fiery  kernel, 
Enhusked  by  a  fog  infernal : 
Here,  for  my  wonted  rhyming  raptures, 
1  sit  and  count  my  sins  by  chapters  ; 
For  life  and  spunk  like  ither  Christians, 
I'm  dwindled  down  to  mere  existence, 
Wi'  nae  converse  but  Gallowa'  bodies, 
Wi'  nae  kend  face  but  Jenny  Geddes.'' 
Jenny,  my  Pegasean  pride  ! 
Dowie  she  saunters  doun  Nitlside, 
And  ay  a  westlin  lank  she  throws, 
While  tears  hap  o'er  her  anld  brown  nose  ! 
Was  it  for  this,  wi'  canny  care, 
Thon  bare  the  bard  through  many  a  shire  J 
At  howes  or  hillocks  never  stumbled. 
And  late  or  early  never  grumbled  ? — 
0  had  I  power  like  inclination, 
I'd  heeie  thee  up  a  constellation. 
To  canter  with  the  Sngltarre, 
Or  loup  the  ecliptic  like  a  bar ; 
Or  turn  the  polo  like  any  arrow; 
Or,  when  auld  Phcebua  bids  good-morrow, 
Down  the  zodiac  urge  the  race. 
And  cast  dirt  on  his  godship's  face ; 
For  1  could  lay  my  bread  and  k^l 
He'd  ne'er  oast  saut  upo'  thy  tail. — 
Wi'  a'  this  care  and  a'  this  grief. 
And  sma,'  sma'  prospect  of  relief. 
And  nought  but  peat  reek  i'  my  head. 
How  can  I  write  what  ye  can  read  ? — 
Tarholton,  twenty-fotirth  o'  June, 
Ye'U  find  mo  in  a  better  tune; 
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xcvr. 
LINES 

A  NOBLE   EAEL'S   PICTURE. 
lutDE  placed  Uie  portreits  of  Dr.  BJacfclock  mid 


COSE  is  that  noble  dauntless  brow  ! 
Ind  whose  tlat  cyo  of  fire? 
d  whose  ttat  generous  princely  mien, 
E'en  rooted  foes  admire ! 

ST  I  to  justly  show  that  brow. 
And  mark  that  eye  of  fire, 
Would  take  Ilis  liand,  whose  vernal  tints 
His  other  works  inspire. 

Bright  aa  a  cloudless  summer  sun, 

With  stately  port  he  moves ; 
Bis  guardian  seraph  eyes  with  awe 

The  noble  ward  ho  loves — - 
Among  th'  illustrious  Scottish  sons 

That  chief  thou  may'st  discern ; 
Mark  Scotia's  fond  returning  eye — 

It  dwells  upon  Glenoaira. 


But  oh!  pro'ligious  to  reflec' ! 
A  Towmont,  Sirs,  is  gane  to  wreck  ! 
0  Eighty-eLglit,  in  thy  sraa'  space 
What  dire  events  ha'e  taken  place  ! 
Of  what  erjoymcnts  thou  liast  reft  ua ! 
In  what  a  pickle  thou  hast  left  us ! 

The  Spanish  empire's  dnt  a-head, 
An'  my  auld  tcethlcss  Bawiie'a  deail ; 
The  tuliie's  sair  'tween  Pitt  and  Fox, 
And  our  guid  wife's  wee  birdie  cocks; 
Tbe  tane  is  game,  a  bluidie  devil. 


But  to  the  hen-t 


ciril: 


The  tither's  something  donr  o'  tveadin', 
But  better  stuff  ne'er  claw'd  a  midden- 
Ye  ministers,  come  monnt  the  pu'pit. 
An'  cry  till  ye  be  hearse  an'  roupct. 
For  Eighty-eight  he  wish'd  you  weel, 
An'  ^ed  you  a'  boith  gear  an'  meal; 
E'en  mony  a  plaok,  and  mony  a  peek, 
Ye  ken  yonrsels,  for  little  feek ! 


Yeb. 


e  lasses,  dight  your  e' 


In  EigMy-eight,  ye  \ 
What  ye'l!  ne'er  ha'. 


0  gie  again. 


Observe  the  very  uowt  an'  sheep. 

How  dowf  and  dowie  now  they  creep ; 

Nay,  even  the  yirth  itsel'  does  cry, 

For  Embro'  wells  are  grutten  dry. 

0  Eighty-nine,  thou's  but  a  bairn, 

An'  no  owre  auld,  I  hope,  to  learn ! 

Thou  beardless  boy,  I  pray  tak'  care. 

Thou  now  has  got  thy  daddy's  chair, 

Nae  hand-oafTd.  niiil'd,  hap-shackl'd  Eegenl, 

But,  like  himsel'  a  fuU  free  agent. 

Be  sure  ye  follow  out  the  plan 

Nae  waur  than  he  did,  honest  man  I 

As  muekle  Ijottcr  as  ye  can. 

January  1,  1789. 


XCVII. 

ELEGY 


xcvni. 
ADDRESS   TO   THE    TOOTHACHE. 


[TljiaPoai 
ofeliaraoter 


Foe  Lords  or  Kings  I  dinna  mouxi 
E'eu  let  them  die— for  that  they'n 


My  curse  upon  thy  venom'd  Btang, 
That  shoots  my  tortur'd  gums  alang; 
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And  thro'  mj  luga  gies  mony  a  twing, 

Vfi'  gnawinsTengeance; 

Teaiing  my  nerves  wi'  bitter  pnng, 

Like  racking  engines! 

When  fei-ers  bum,  or  ague  freezea, 
Rheunmtics  gnaw,  or  cholio  squeeies; 
Our  neighbours'  sympathy  maj  ease  us, 

Wi'  pitying  moan ; 
But  thee — thou  hell  o'  a'  diseases, 

Aj  mocks  our  groan! 

Adown  my  beard  tlie  Blavera  trickle  I 
I  kick  the  wee  stools  o'er  the  miekle. 
As  round  the  fire  the  giglets  keckle, 

ToEeemelonpi 
While,  raving  mad,  I  wish  a  heckle 

Were  in  their  doup, 

0'  a'  the  nam'rous  human  dools, 

111  har'sts,  daft  bargains,  cutty-atools. 

Or  worthy  friends  rak'd  i'  the  mools. 

Sad  sight  to  see! 
The  (ricks  o'  knaves,  or  fash  o'  fools, 

Thou  bears't  the  gree. 

Where'er  that  place  be  priests  ea'  hell. 
Whence  a'  the  tones  o'  mia'ry  yell. 
And  ranked  plagues  their  numhers  tell. 

In  dreadfu'  raw. 
Thou,  Toothache,  surely  bear'st  the  bell 

AmaDg  tliem  a' t 

0  thou  grim  miscblef- making  ehiel. 
That  gars  the  notes  of  discord  squeel, 
'Till  daft  mankiad  aft  dance  a,  reel 

In  gore  a  slioe-tbick  I — 
Gic'  a'  the  faes  o'  Seotland'a  weal 

Atowmond'a  Toothache. 


XCIX. 
ODE 


MRS.   OSWALD, 


Dweller  in  yon  dangeon  dark, 
Hangman  of  creation,  mark! 
Who  in  widow- weeds  appears, 
Laden  with  nnhonoured  years, 
Noosing  with  care  a  bursting  purse. 
Baited  with  many  a  deadly  curse  ? 


View  the  wither'd  beldam's  face- 
Can  thy  keen  inspection  trace 
Aught  of  Humanity's  sweet  melting  grace  1 
Note  that  eye,  'tis  rhenm  o'erflows. 

See  these  hands,  ne'er  stretoh'd  to  save. 

Hands  that  took— but  never  gare. 

Keeper  of  Mammon's  iron  chest, 

Lo,  there  she  goes,  unpitied  and  unblest 

She  goes,  but  not  to  realms  of  everlasting  rest! 


Plunderer  of  armies,  lift  thine  eyes, 

(Awhile  forbear,  ye  tort'ring  fiends ;) 

Scest  thou  whose  step,  unwilling  hither  bends  I 

No  fallen  angel,  hurl'd  from  upper  skies; 

'Tis  thy  iroaty  quondam  mate, 

Doom'd  (o  share  thy  fiery  fate. 

She,  tardy,  hell-ward  plies. 


And  are  they  of  no  more  avail. 

Ten  thousand  glitt'rlng  pounds  a-jear! 

In  other  worlds  can  Mammon  fail. 

Omnipotent  as  lie  is  here? 

0,  bitter  mock'ry  of  the  pompoua  hier. 

While  down  the  wretehed  tital  part  is  driv'n  ! 

Tlie  cave-lodg'd  beggar,  with  a  conscience  clear, 

Eipii-cs  in  rags,  unknown,  and  goes  to  Heav'n. 


TO   THE  RIGHT  HON.   C.   J.   FOX. 
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loriSaloftli 


>  hope  on.] 


How  wisdom  nnd  follj 

How  virtue  and  rice  bleud  their  blaeli  and  tlieir 

How  genius,  tli'  illustrioug  father  of  ficUon 
Confounds  rule    and   law,   reeoneilea    contra 

diction — 
I  sing ;  if  tliese  moctala,  tlic  critioa,  should  bustle, 
I  care  not,  not  I — let  tho  critics  go  whistle  ' 

But  now  for  a  patron,  wliose  name  and  whose 

glory 
At  once  may  illustrate  and  honour  my  story. 

Thou  first  of  our  orators,  first  of  our  wits  ; 
Tet  whose  parts  and  acquirements  eeem  mere 

lucky  hits ; 
With  linowledge  so  vast,  and  with  judgment  so 

strong. 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e'er  went  far  wrong ; 
With  passions  So  potent,  and  fancies  so  hright. 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'cm  e'er  went  ijuite 

right;— 
A  sorry,  poor  misbegot  son  of  the  museB, 
For  using  thy  name  offers  fifty  eiouses. 

Good  li — d,  what  is  »aa?  for  as  simple  he 

Do  hut  try  to  derelope  his  hooks  and  his  crooks ; 
With  his  depths  and  his  shallows,  his  good  und 

All  in  all  he's  a  problem  must  puzile  the  dsTil. 
On  his  one  ruling  passion  Sir  Pope  hagely  la- 

That,  like  th'  old  Hebrew  walking-switch,  eata 

up  its  neighbours ; 
Mankind  are  his  ahow-boi — a  friend,  would  you 

know  him  ? 
Putl  the  string,  ruling  passion  the  picture  will 

show  him. 
What  pity,  in  rearing  so  beauteous  a  system. 
One  trifling  pardoular,  truth,  should  have  miss'd 


Some  sort  all  our  qualities  each  to  its  tribe, 
And  think  human  nature  they  truly  describe  ; 
Have  you  found  this,  or  t'other!  there's  more 

in  the  wind. 
As  by  ODB  lininkcn  fellow  his  comrades  you'll 


No  two  virtues,  whatever  relation  they  claim, 
Kor  even  two  different  shades  of  the  same, 
Though  like  as  was  ever  twin  brotlier  to  brother 
Possessing  the  one  shall  imply  you've  the  other 


But 


B  With  abitraction,  and  t 


B  with  a 


Whose  rhymes  you  11  perhaps,  Sir,  ne'or  deign 

Will  J  )U  leaiey  ur  justlugs,  your  jars,  and  your 

quarrels. 
Contending  with  Billy  for  proud-nodding  laurels. 
My  muoh-honour'd  Patron,  believe  your  poor 

Tour  courage  much  more  than  your  prudence 

you  show  it ; 
Invainwith  Squire  Billy,  for  laurels  youstruggle. 
He'll  have  them  hy  fair  trade,  if  not,  he  will 

smuggle  i 
Not  cabinets  even  of  kings  would  conceal  'om. 
He'd  up  the  back-stairs,  and  by  0 —  lio  would 

Then  feats  like  Squire  Billy's  you  ne'er  can 

achieve  'em; 
It  is  not,  outdo  him,  the  task  is,  out-tliieve  him. 


A   WOUNDED    HARE 


[Tliia  Poem  is  founded  on  fact.    A  young  man  of  the 
•sisteace  of  ths  Poem— tir.l  wl>ile  Bums  lived  aC  Ellis- 


hoi^h  1  wua  both  yoi^ng' 


!"] 


Inhuman  man  1  curse  on  thy  barb'rous  avl. 
And  blasted  be  thy  murder- aiming  eyo  ; 
May  never  pity  soothe  thee  with  a  sigh. 

Nor  ever  pleasure  glad  thy  cruel  heart. 
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Go  live,  poor  wanderer  of  tlie  wood  and  Eeld ! 
The  bitter  little  tli:it  of  life  remains  : 
No  move  the  thioiening  brakes  and  verdant 

To  thee  shall  home,  or  food,  or  pastime  yield. 
Seek,  mangled  ivTetoh,  some  place  of  wonted 

No  more  of  rest,  but  now  thy  dying  bed! 
The  sheltering  rushes  whistling  o'er  thy  head, 
The  cold  earth  with  thy  bloody  bosom  prest. 

Oft  as  hy  winding  Nith,  I,  musing,  wait 
The  aoher  eve,  or  hail  the  cheerful  dawn; 
I'll  miss  tliee  sporting  o'er  the  dewy  lawn. 

And  curse  the  mffian'a  aim,  and  mourn  thy  hap- 
less fate. 


TO   DR.   BLACKLOCK, 

[This  btinfl  scholnr,  though  on  indiflero 
BicoUent  ^na  genoroii^  mnn;  tie  .vbb  I 
Edinburgh  literati  to  ndniire  tlie  Poemi 

Khould  tome  to  Eiiinburgli 
e  poet  tevBiBnced  tha  nnn« 
islliourofhiBlifo.— Hcnrj 


shilipii^  himcelf  for  Sam 
■cd  publish  a  new  oJitiot 
cfTbomnaUkcklockto 
Mackenzji 


Jf  Clone. 


eBliM 


EUkland,  21  si  Oct.  1789. 
Wow,  but  your  lettec  made  me  vauntie ! 
And  are  ye  hale,  and  wee],  and  cantieT 
I  kenn'd  it  still  your  wee  bit  j  auntie 

Wad  bring  je  to  ; 
Lord  send  you  ay  as  vrecl's  I  want  ye, 

And  then  je'U  do. 

The  ill-thief  hi  aw  tlie  heron  south  I 
And  never  drink  be  near  liis  drouth  1 
He  tauld  mysel'  by  word  o'  mouth. 

He'd  tak  my  letter: 
I  lippen'd  to  the  chief  in  trouth, 

And  bade  nae  better. 


But  what  dy"e  think,  my  trusty  fier, 
I'm  turn'd  a  gauger — Peace  be  here  I 
Parnassian  queans,  I  fenr,  I  fear, 

Ye'll  now  disdain  me  I 
And  then  ley  fifty  pounds  a  year 

Will  little  gain  me. 

Te  glaiket,  gleesorae,  dainty  damies, 
TV'ha,  by  Castalla's  wimplin'  streamies, 
Lowpi  sing,  and  lave  your  pretty  limbies. 

Ye  ten,  ye  ken, 
That  Strang  neoesaitj  supreme  is 

I  hae  a  wife  and  twa  wee  laddies, 

They  maun  hae  broao  and  brats  o'  duddies ; 

Ye  ken  yoursels  jny  heart  right  proud  is — 

I  need  na  vaunt, 
But  I'll  SQed  besoms — thraw  saugh  woodiea, 

Before  they  want. 

Lord  help  me  thro'  this  warld  o'  care! 
I'm  weary  sick  o't  late  and  air ! 
Not  hut  1  hac  a  richer  share 

Than  mony  ithers; 
But  why  should  ae  man  better  fare, 

Acd  a'  mon  brithersT 

Come,  firm  Resolve,  take  thou  the  van. 

Thou  stalk  o'  cnrl-henip  in  man  ! 

And  let  us  mind,  faint-heart  ne'er  wan 

A  lady  fair : 
Wha  does  the  utmost  that  he  can, 

■Will  whyles  do  mair. 

But  to  conclude  my  silly  rhyme, 

(I'm  scant  o'  verse,  and  scant  o'  time,) 

To  make  a  happy  fire-side  dime 


My  compliments  to  sister  Bockie ; 
And  eke  the  same  to  honest  Lucky, 
I  wat  she  is  a  dainty  chuckle, 

As  e'er  tread  clay! 
And  gratefully,  my  guid  auld  cockie, 

I'm  yours  for  ay, 

Robert  Bitbus, 


And  holy  study; 
And  tir'd  o'  sauls  to  waste  hia  lear  on 
E'en  tried  the  body. 
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But  golden  sands  did  never  grace 

The  Heliconian  stream; 

DELIA. 

Then  take  what  gold  oonld  never  boy — 

AH    ODE. 

An  honest  Bard's  esteem. 

[Tliese  verses  were  first  printeJ  in  ihe  Ster  newspa- 

poc,  inJWay,  1789.    IlissaW  Ihat  nne  day  a  fiienil  read 

pattem  o!  Pipe's  Soug,  by  aPerson  of  Quality,  "  Thceo 

Unes  ate  beyond  you,"  iie  added:  "llie  inuEe  of  Kyle 

cannot  match  the  muse  of  London."    Burns  mused  a 

CV. 

momeni,  and  Uian  recited  "  Delia,  an  Ode."] 

PROLOGUE, 

Faie  the  face  of  orient  day, 

Fair  the  tints  of  op'ning  roae. 

SPOKEN    AT    THE    THEATRE,  DITMFBIES, 

But  fairer  etill  my  Delia  dawna, 

1  J«B.  ITflO. 

More  lovely  far  her  beauty  blows. 

Sweet  the  larlt's  wild-warliled  liy. 

Utile  theali-e  of  Dumfries,  on  new-yont's  night.    Sir 

Sweet  the  tinkling  rill  to  hear; 

Harris  Nicolas,  however,  has  given  to  EllislanH  tha 

But,  Delia,  more  delightful  still 

henofil  of  D  theatre  !  and  to  Barns  the  whole  barony  of 
DalEWintonforafarm!] 

Steal  thine  accents  on  mine  ear. 

No  song  nor  dance  I  bring  from  you  great  city 

The  flow'r-en  am  oared  busy  bee 

That  queens  it  o'er  our  taste— the  more's  tli« 

The  rosy  baniiuet  loves  to  sip  ; 

pity: 

Sweot  the  streamlet's  limpid  lapse 

Tho',  by-the-by,  abroad  why  viill  you  roam ! 

To  the  Eun-brown'd  Arab's  lip  ;— 

Good  sense  and  taste  are  natives  here  at  home; 

But,  Delia,  on  thy  baloij  llpa 

Let  me,  no  vagrant  insect,  rova  I 

0,  let  me  steal  one  liquid  Mas  I 

For,  oh !  my  soul  is  pareh'd  wiUi  love. 

But  not  for  panegyric  I  appear, 

I  come  to  wish  you  all  a  good  new  year ! 

Old  Father  Time  deputes  me  here  before  ye. 

Not  for  to  preach,  but  tell  his  simple  story : 
The  sage  grave  ancient  cough'd,  and  bade  me 

say. 

"You're  one  year  older  this  important  day." 
If  wiser  too — he  hinted  some  suggestion. 

But  'twould  be  rude,  you  know,  to  ask  the  ques- 

CIV. 

tion; 

And  with  a  would-be  roguish  leer  and  wink. 

TO   JOHN   M'MURDO,  ESQ. 

He   bade   me  ou  you  press  this   one   ivord— 

[John  M'Murdo,  Esq.,  oue  of  the  chsmbetlains  of  the 

"think!" 

Dfthepoet.  These  liDeeaccomimnied  a  present  of  books; 

Te  sprigbtly  youths,  quite  flush'd  with  hope    . 

DtheiB  wera  added  soon  ofterwaidB  ou  a  pane  of  glasB  in 

Bad  spirit. 

Who  think  to  storm  the  world  by  dint  of  merit. 

"  Blest  be  M'Mnrdo  lo  his  latest  day! 

To  yon  the  dotard  has  a  deal  to  say. 

Nor  ever  surrow  add  ons  cdver  haiti 

He  bids  yon  mind,  amid  your  tlioagbOess  rattle. 

That  the  first  blow  is  ever  half  the  battle : 

Nor  ever  danghler  give  the  mother  pain." 

That  tho'  some  by  the  skirt  may  try  to  snatch 

him. 

Yet  by  tlie  forelock  is  the  hold  to  Cfl.toh  him; 

0,  coiTLD  I  give  thee  India's  wealth, 
As  I  this  trifle  send! 

That  whether  doing,  Buffering,  or  forbearing. 

You  may  do  miracles  by  persevering. 

Because  thy  joy  in  lioili  would  be 

Last,  tho'  not  least  in  love,  ye  youthful  fair, 

To  share  (hem  with  a  friend. 

Angelic  forms,  high  Heaven's  peculiar  care  i 
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To  you  old  Enld-pote  Binooths  his  wrmkled  brow, 
And   humbly  bags  you'll  mind    tbe   important 

To  crown  your  liappinesg  he  asks  your  leavo. 
And  offers  bliss  to  give  and  to  reoeiTE. 

For  our  sincere,  tho'  haply  weak  endeavours, 
■With  grateful  pride  we  Own  your  many  faTOurs, 
And  hoffsoe'er  our  tongues  may  iii  roveal  it, 
Believe  our  glowing  bosoms  truly  feel  it. 


SCOTS   PROLOGUE. 


thBinajievonligorlwo.] 

What  needs  tliis  din  about  the  town  o'  Lou' on, 
How  this  now  piny  nn'  that  nawsnngia  comin'? 
Why  is  outlandish  stuff  aae  meikle  courted? 
Does  Honscnso  mend   like  whiskey,  when  im- 

la  there  nae  poet,  burning  keen  for  fame. 
Will  try  to  gie  us  songs  and  plays  at  hame! 
For  comedy  abroad  he  need  nae  toil, 
A  fool  and  knaye  are  plants  of  every  soil; 
Nor  need  he'bunt  as  far  as  Kome  and  Greece 
To  gather  matter  for  a  serious  piece ; 
There's  themes  euougli  in  Caledonian  story. 
Would  show  the  tragic  muse  in  a'  her  glory. 

Is  there  no  daring  bard  will  rise,  and  tell 
How  glorious  Wallace  stood,  how  hapless  fcE  ! 
Where  are  the  muses  fled  that  could  produce 
A  drama  worthy  o'  tho  name  o'  Bruce ; 
How  here,  even  here,  he  first  ansheath'd  tlie 

'Gainst  mighty  England  and  her  guilty  lord. 
And  after  mony  a  bloody,  deathless  doing, 
Wrciioh'dbis  dear  country  from  tbe  jaws  of  mint 
0  for  a  Sbfikapoara  or  an  Otway  Bcene, 
To  draw  the  lovely,  hapless  Scottish  Qneenl 
Vain  .ill  th'  omnipoteDee  of  female  charms 
'Gainst    beadiong,   ruthless,   mad    Rebellion's 


Slie  fell,  but  fell  with  spirit  truly  Roman, 

To  glut  the  Tengeanco  of  a  rival  woman; 

A  woman — Uio'  the  ptrase  may  scom  uncivil — 

As  ablo  and  as  cruel  as  the  Devil! 

One  Douglas  lives  in  Home's  immortal  page. 

But  Boaglaacs  were  heroes  every  ago  : 

And  tho'  your  fathers,  prodigal  of  life, 

A  Douglas  follow'd  to  the  martial  strife, 

Perhaps  if  bowls  row  right,  and  right  succeeds. 

Ye  yet  may  follow  where  a  Douglas  loads  ! 

As  je  hae  generous  done,  if  a'  the  laud 
Would  take  tie  muses'  servants  by  the  hand; 
Not  only  hear,  but  patronize,  befriend  them, 
And  where  ye  justly  can  commend,  commend 

them; 
And  aihlins  when  tliey  winna  stand  the  test, 
Wink  hard,  and  saythefoUtsha*  done  their  best! 
Would  a'  the  land  do  this,  then  I'll  be  caution 
Te'll  Boon  bae  poets  o'  tho  Sooltish  nation. 
Will  gar  fame  blaw  until  her  trumpet  crack. 
And  warsle  time,  an'  lay  hira  on  his  back  ! 
For  us  and  for  our  stage  should  ony  spier, 
"Whase  angiit  thae  ehiels  maks  a'  this  bustle 

My  best  leg  foremost,  I'll  set  up  my  brow. 
We  have  the  honour  to  belong  U)  you  ! 
We're  yoar  ain  bairns,  e'en  guide  us  as  je  like. 
But  like  good  mithers,  sliore  before  ye  strike. — 
And  gratefu'  still  I  hope  ye'll  ever  find  us. 
For  a'  the  patronage  and  roeikle  kindness 
We've  got  frae  a'  professions,  sets,  and  ranks  : 
God  help  us !   we're  but  poor— ye'se  got  but 
thanks. 


NEW  YEAR'S   DAT. 


jortlieDiinlr>pfiimil}-;i 


ban  Glai^ow,  Esq.    Anntlior  of  tha     ', 


illdialinguisheJ.] 
This  day.  Time  winds  th'  esbausted  chain, 
To  run  tbe  twelvemonth's  length  again  ; 
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I  see  the  old,  baM-pated  tellov. 
With  ardent  eyes,  oomplesion  sallow, 
Adjust  tlie  Qniinpair'd  maebiue, 
To  wheel  the  equal,  dull  routine. 

The  absent  lOTor,  minor  heir, 

In  vain  assail  him  with  their  prayer ; 

Deaf  as  my  friend,  he  sees  them  press, 

Nor  makes  the  hour  one  momeat  less. 

TTill  you  (the  Major's  with  the  hounds. 

The  happy  tenants  share  his  rounds ; 

Coila's  fair  Eaehel's  care  to-day, 

And  blooming  Keith's  engaged  with  Gray) 

From  honsewife  cares  a  minute  borrow — 

— That  grandchild's  cap  will  do  to-morrow— 

And  join  with  me  a  moralizing. 


This  day's  ] 


.3  to] 


First,  what  did  yesternight  delivert 

"  Another  year  is  gone  for  ever." 

And  what  is  this  day's  strong  auggestioi 


"  The  p! 


sallw 


Rest  on — for  what  ?  wliat  do  we  here  ! 
Or  why  regard  the  passing  year  1 
Will  time,  amua'd  with  provcrb'd  lore. 
Add  to  our  date  one  mmute  more! 
A  few  days  may— a  few  years  must — 
Repose  us  in  the  silent  dust. 
Then  is  it  wise  to  damp  our  bliss ! 
Yes — all  snch  reasonings  are  ^isi  1 
The  voice  of  nature  loudly  cries, 
And  many  a  message  from  tlie  skieB, 
That  something  in  us  oerer  dies  : 
That  on  this  frail,  uncertain  state, 
Hang  matters  of  eternal  weight ; 
That  future  life  in  worlds  unknown 
Most  take  its  hue  tVom  this  alone  ; 
Whether  as  heavenly  glory  bright. 
Or  dark  as  misery's  woeful  night.— 

Since  then,  my  honour'd,  first  of  friends, 
On  this  poor  being  all  depends. 
Let  us  th'  important  noin  employ. 
And  live  as  those  who  never  die. — 

Tho'  yon,  with  days  and  honours  crown'd, 
■Witness  that  filial  circle  round, 
(A  sight,  life's  sorrows  to  repulse, 
A  sight,  pale  envy  to  convulse,) 
Others  now  claim  vnnr  chief  re-i 
Yourself,  you 


chief  regard; 
bright  reward. 


CVIII. 
TO  A   GENTLEMAN 


of  Denmarl 
1  girla  are  alii 
lie,  DaMe   1 

<9,  bBTB  ail  ]H 


P  the  taeli  nf  Poic 


lei  to  theii 


„l.] 


EisD  Sir,  I've  read  your  paper  through. 

And,  faith,  to  me  'twas  really  new  ! 

How  guess'd  ye.  Sir,  what  maist  I  wanted  I 

This  mony  a  day  I've  grain'd  and  gaonted. 

To  ken  what  French  mischief  was  brewin'; 

Or  what  the  drumlie  Dutch  were  doin'  j 

That  vile  doup-akelper.  Emperor  Joseph, 

If  Venus  yet  had  got  his  nose  off; 

Or  how  the  colliestangie  works 

Atween  the  Eussians  and  the  Turks : 

Or  if  the  Swede,  hefore  he  halt. 

Would  play  auither  Charles  (he  Twnit: 

If  Denmark,  any  body  spak  o't ; 

Or  Poland,  wha  had  now  the  tack  o't; 

How  cut-throat  Prussian  blades  wei 

How  libbet  Italy  was  sin^n' ; 

If  Spaniard,  Portuguese,  or  Swiss 

Were  sayin'  or  takin'  aught  amiss : 

Or  how  our  merry  lads  at  hame. 

In  Britain's  court  kept  up  the  gam 

How  royal  George,  the  Lord  !euk  o'e: 

Was  managing  St.  Stephen's  quorum  ; 

If  Bleekit  Chatliam  Will  was  livin' ; 

Or  glaikit  Charlie  got  his  nieve  in  ; 

How  daddie  Burke  the  plea  was  oookin'. 

If  Warren  Hastings'  neck  was  yeukin ; 

Or  if  bare  a — a  yet  were  tax'd  ; 
The  news  o'  princes,  dukes,  and  earis, 
Pimps,  sharpers,  bawds,  and  opera  girls; 
If  that  daft  buckle,  Geordie  Wales, 
Was  threshiu'  still  at  hizzies'  tails; 
Or  if  he  was  grown  oughtlins  douser, 
And  no  a  perfect  kintra  cooser. — 
A'  this  and  mair  I  never  heard  of; 
And  but  for  you  I  might  dcspair'd  of. 
So,  gratefii',  back  your  news  I  send  you. 
And  pvaj,  a'  guid  things  may  attend  you '. 
ElUalani,  Monilay  mommg,  1790. 


e  hinpn'; 
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ns  wnrmly  delinled  till  M'Q 

lareil  his  ndherence  In  the 
&Lire  to  the  aid  of  M'Gill,  ba 


a  the  Deatli  of 
'  the  more  rigid 
.0  Arianiam  and 


^rerfl  the  Synod,  and 
reseed  his  regret  for 


with  i> 


«.] 


There's  a  heretic  blast 
Has  been  blawn  in  the  wast, 

Dr.  Mac,"  Dr.  Mao, 

You  should  stretch  on  a  rack, 
To  strike  evil  doers  m'  terror; 

To  join  fiiith  and  sense 

Upon  ony  pretence, 
Is  heretic,  damnalile  error. 


Town  of  Ayr,  ti 


To  meddle  wi'  mischief  a-brewing ; 
ProToat  John™  is  still  deaf 
To  the  church's  relief, 


Ando 


.rBob*i 


D'rymple  mild,'  D'rymple  mild, 
Thro'  jouc  heart's  like  a  child. 

And  your  life  like  the  new  driven  snaw, 
Yet  that  winna  save  ye, 
Auld  Satan  mnst  hay  ye. 

For  preaching  that  three's  ane  an'  twa. 


Rumble  Johii,«  Rumble  John, 
Mount  the  steps  wi'  a  groan. 

Cry  tlic  hook  is  wi'  heresy  cramra'dj 
Then  lug  out  jour  ladle. 
Deal  brimstone  like  adle, 

And  roar  every  note  of  the  damn'd. 

Simper  James,'  Simper  James, 
Leave  the  fair  Killie  dames. 

There's  a  holier  chase  in  your  view; 
I'll  lay  oa  your  head 
That  the  paclt  ye'll  soon  lead. 

For  puppies  like  you  there's  but  few. 

Sin  get  Sawney,^  Singet  Sawney, 

Are  ye  herding  the  penny. 
Unconscious  what  evil  awaitt 

Wi'  a  jump,  yell,  and  howl. 

Alarm  every  soul. 
For  the  foul  thief  is  just  at  your  gate. 

Daddy  Auld,»  Daddy  Auld, 
There's  a  tod  in  the  fauld, 

A  tod  meikle  waur  than  the  clerk; 

Though  je  can  do  little  skaith, 
Ye'll  be  in  at  the  death. 

And  gif  ye  canna  bite,  ye  may  bark. 


Davie  Blus 

er,"  Da-n 

e  Bluster 

If  for  a  sai 

ntycdon 

uster. 

The  corps  is  DO  n 

oeofrecr 

nits; 

Tet  to  worth  let's  be  just, 
Eoyal  blood  ye  might  boast. 
If  the  ass  was  the  king  of  the  hmtes. 

Janiy  Goose,"  Jamy  Goose, 
Ye  ha'c  made  but  toom  roose. 

In  hunting  the  wiclted  lieutenant; 
But  the  Doctor's  your  mark. 
For  the  L— d's  haly  ark  ; 

He  has  cooper'd  and  cawd  a  wrang  pin  it 

Poet  Willie, '2  Poet  Willie, 

Oie  the  Doctor  a  volley, 
Wi'  your  liberty's  chain  and  your  wit ; 

O'er  Pegasus'  aide 

Yo  ne'er  laid  asti-ide, 
Te  but  smelt,  man,  the  place  where  he  - 

e  Mr,  Miiody,  of  nincarton. 
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Andro  Gouli,'  Andro  Gouk, 
Ye  may  slander  the  book, 

And  the  book  not  the  iraur,  let  me  tell  ] 
Ye  are  rich  and  look  big. 
But  lay  bj  iint  and  wig, 

And  ye'U  ha'e  a  calf's  head  o'  ama'  vain 

Ban-  Steenie,'  Barr  Steenie, 

What  mean  ye,  what  mean  ye! 
If  ye'll  meddle  nae  mair  wi'  the  matter. 

Ye  may  ha'e  some  pretence 

To  bavins  and  sense, 
Wi'  people  wha  ken  ye  nae  better. 

Irvine  side,'  Irvine  side, 
Wi'  your  turkey-cook  pride, 

Of  manhood  but  smn'  is  your  share, 
YeVe  the  figure  'tis  true, 
Even  your  faes  will  allow, 

And  your  frionds  they  dae  grant  you  nae  ■ 

Muirland  Jock,*  Mulrland  Jock, 
When  the  L — d  makes  a  rook 

To  crush  Common  sense  for  her  sins. 
If  ill  manners  mere  wit. 
There's  no  mortal  so  fit 

To  confound  the  poor  Doctor  at  ance. 

Holy  Will,*  Holy  Will, 
There  was  wit  i'  your  skull, 
Wiien  ye  pilfcr'd  the  alma  o'  the  poor ; 

When  ye're  ta'en  for  a  saunt, 
Wha  should  swing 


a  rape  for  an  bout 


Calvin's  sons,  Calvin's  sons. 
Seize  your  spir'tual  guns. 

Ammunition  you  never  can  need ; 
Your  hearts  are  the  stuff. 
Will  be  powther  enough. 

And  your  skulls  are  storehouses  o' 

Poet  Burns,  Poet  Bums, 
Wi'  your  priest-skelping  tur 
Why  desert  ye  your  auld  native  sh 
Your  mase  is  a  gipeie, 


n  tho'  si 


She  could  01 


IRK'S   ALARM. 

oui  tlie  papsrfl  of  Mjas  Lo^an,  01 

e  and  Cuveuant  £ie 
In  Lord  George  Oorilon,  bd( 


one  of  tbe  wortbiesl,  bb  well  as  one  oC  the  ablest  of  the 
whole  priesthood  of  the  Kiik  ofScoUand,  in  every  sense 
of  that  flmbignons  lerm,  yet  the  poor  dnclor  end  Mb 


.    Thoei 


t,  thnngh  I  Em  conTincei 


B,  Icf 


Okthodos,  orthodos. 
Who  believe  in  John  Knox, 

Let  me  sound  an  alarm  to  your 
There's  a  heretic  blast. 
Has  been  blawn  i'  the  wast. 

That  what  is  not  sense  must  b 
Orthodoi, 

That  what  is  not  sense  must  h 


Doctor  Mac,  Doctor  Mac, 

Ye  should  stretch  on  a  racl;, 
And  Strike  evil  doers  wi'  terror ; 

To  join  faitli  and  sense, 

Upon  any  pretence. 
Was  heretic  damnable  error. 

Doctor  Mao, 
Was  heretic  damnable  error. 


Town  of  Ayr,  town  of  Ayr, 
It  was  rash  I  declare, 
ueddle  wi'  mischief 

Provost  John  is  still  deaf. 
To  (be  church' 


ng; 


Town  of  Ayr, 
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IV. 

AndtliebooknonghttJiewaur— letmetellyon; 

P'rjmple  mild,  D'rymple  mild, 

Tlio'  ye're  rich  and  look  big, 

Tho'  jour  heart's  like  a  child. 

Yet  lay  by  hat  and  wig. 

And  joQt  life  like  the  new-driyen  anaw, 

And  ye'll  hue  a  calf  s-head  o'  sma'  value. 

Yet  that  winna  Bave  je, 

Andrew  Gowk, 

Old  Satan  must  have  je 

And  ye'll  hae  a  calfa-head  o'  sma'  value. 

For  preaching  tliat  tliree's  ane  an'  twa, 

D'rymple  mild. 

X, 

Poet  Willie,  Poet  Willie, 

Gie  the  doctor  a  yolley. 

Y. 

Wi'  jour  "liberty's  chain"  and  your  wit; 

CaWn's  sous,  Calrin's  aooa, 

O'er  Pegasus'  side, 

Seiie  jour  spiritual  guna. 

Ye  ne'er  laid  a  stride 

Ammuuilion  je  never  can  need ; 

Ye  only  stood  hj  when  he  — , 

Tour  hearts  are  the  stuff. 

Poet  Willie, 

Will  be  powder  enough, 

Ye  only  stood  by  when  he . 

And  yoor  EkuUa  are  a  etorehouse  of  lead. 

CaMa-s  sons. 

SI. 

And  your  sknlls  are  a  storehouse  of  lead. 

Barr  Steenie,  liarr  Steenie, 

What  mean  ye  !  what  mean  jb  ! 

VI. 

If  yeni  meddle  nae  mair  wi'  the  matter. 

Rumble  John.  Rumble  John, 

Ye  may  hae  some  pretence,  man, 

Mount  the  steps  with  a  groan, 

To  bavins  and  sense,  man. 

Cry  the  book  is  with  heresy  oramm'd; 

Wi'  people  that  ken  ye  nae  better. 

Then  lug  out  jour  ladle. 

Barr  Steenie, 

Wi'  people  tiat  ken  ye  nae  better. 

And  coir  every  note  o'  tho  damn'd, 

Rumble  John, 

xir. 

And  roar  every  note  o'  the  damn'd. 

Jamie  Goose,  Jamie  Goose, 

Yo  hae  made  but  toom  roose. 

VII. 

0'  hunting  the  wicked  lieutenant; 

Simper  James,  Simper  James, 

But  tie  doctor's  your  mark. 

Leave  the  fair  Klllie  dames, 

Fox-  the  L— d's  holy  ark. 

There's  a  holier  chase  in  jour  view ; 

He  has  cooper'd  and  ca'd  a  wrong  pin  in't, 

I'll  lay  on  jour  head, 

Jamie  Goose, 

That  the  pack  ye'll  soon  lead. 

He  has  cooper'd  and  ca'd  a  wrong  pin  in't. 

For  puppies  like  you  there's  but  few. 

Simper  James, 

XIII. 

For  puppies  like  jou  there's  but  fovr. 

Davie  Bluster,  Davie  Bluster, 

Porasauntif  jemuster, 

viir. 

It's  a  sign  tiiey'ce  no  nice  o'  recruits. 

Singet  Sawnie,  Singct  Sawnie, 

Yet  to  worth  let's  be  just. 

Are  je  herding  the  penny. 

RoyaJ  blood  ye  might  boast, 

Unconscious  what  danger  awaits  f 

If  the  ass  were  the  king  o'  the  brutes, 

With  a  jump,  yell,  and  howl. 

Davie  Eluster, 

Alarm  every  soul. 

If  the  ass  were  the  king  o'  the  brutes. 

Singet  Sawnie, 

KIV. 

Muirland  George,  Muirland  George, 

Whom  the  Lord  made  a  scourge, 

IX. 

To  claw  common  sense  for  her  gins ; 

Andrew  Gowk,  Andrew  Gowk, 

Ifillmanncrs  were  wit. 

Ye  may  slander  the  book. 

There's  no  mortal  so  fit, 
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To  confound  the  poor  doctor  at  anoe. 

poet,  giving  him  =n  «.™nnt  .f  th.  nn,o.ka..for  death 

Muirlanil  Geo^e, 

of  hiB  mare,  Peg  NichojHin,  Ihe  Bucceesor  of  Jenny 
Geddoa.    She  had  auOoted  bolb  in  tlie  ejnpluy  of  tho  joy 
OBS  ptiEsl  antl  the  Ihi^ughUBsn  poat.    Slie  acquired  her 

To  confound  the  poor  doctor  at  ance. 

name  ftom  that  fianUc  virago  who  allempleri  to  mutdet 

XT. 

George  the  Third,] 

Cessnoekside,  Cessnockside, 

Pkq  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  toare. 

Wi'  your  turkey-cock  pride, 

As  ever  trode  on  aim ; 

0'  manhood  but  sma'  is  your  share ; 

But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Kith, 

YeVe  the  figure,  it'a  true, 

And  past  the  mouth  a'  Cairn. 

ETen  onr  faes  maun  allow. 

And  your  friends  dauma  say  ye  hae  mair. 

Peg  Nioljolsoa  was  a  good  bay  mare, 

Cessnockside, 

And  rode  thro'  thick  an'  tliin  ; 

And  your  friends  daurna  say  ye  hae  mair. 

But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 

And  wanting  even  the  skin. 

Daddie  Auld,  Daddie  Auld, 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare. 

There's  a  toJ  i'  the  fauld 

And  anoe  she  bore  a  priest ; 

A  tod  meikle  waur  than  the  clerk;' 

But  now  she's  floating  down  tie  Nith, 

Tho'  ye  downa  do  skaith. 

For  Solway  fish  a  feast. 

Ye'n  be  in  at  the  death. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare. 

And  if  ye  canna  bite  ye  can  bark. 

And  the  priest  be  rode  her  sair; 

Daddie  Auld, 

And  much  oppress'd  and  brnig'd  she  was  ; 

And  if  ye  canna  bite  ye  can  bark. 
Poet  Burns,  Poet  Burns, 

As  priest-rid  cattle  ace,  &c.  &o. 

Wi'  your  priest- akelping  turns. 

cxir. 

Why  desert  ye  your  auld  native  sMre? 

ON 

Tho'  your  Muse  is  a  gipsy. 

Yet  were  she  even  tipsy. 

CAPTAIN  MATTHEW  HENDERSON, 

Slie  could  ca'  us  nae  waur  than  we  are, 

A    OEKTLEMir.    WHO    HELD    THE  PATENT  FOE  HIS    HO- 

Poet  Bums, 

BOnnS  IHHBDIATEL!  FEOM  ALMIGHTY  GOD. 

She  could  ca'  us  nae  waur  than  we  are. 

"Should  the  poor  be  flattered;" 

SHAK5PEARE, 

POSTSCRIPT. 

"  F  "rTlalft^-rronZ  w  JI  b"r  ht  ■ 

His  soul  wo.  like  the  glonoas  Ban, 

Afton's  Laird,  Aflon's  Laird, 

A  inaichless  heas'Dly  light ! 

When  your  pen  can  be  spar'd. 

[Csptnin  Matthew  Henderson,  a  gentleman  cf  very 

A  copy  o'  this  I  bequeath. 

iigroeable  mnnnets  and  great  propriety  of  chaiacler. 

On  fie  same  siclior  score 

usually  lived  Id  Ediobargh,  dtned  consloritly  alPortnne'j 

Tavern,  and  was  a  member  of  the  Capillaire  Club,  which 

I  mention'd  before. 

To  that  tmsty  auld  worthy  Claokleith, 

joyonE :  he  died  in  t;S9  :  Burns,  in  a  note  to  the  Poeu, 

Afton's  Laird, 

SHya,  "  I  loved  the  man  much,  and  have  not  flattered  hii 

To  that  trusty  auld  worthy  Clackleith. 

versally  liked.    "In  onr  travellinB  party,"   says  Sir 

James  Campbell,  of  Ardkinglusi,  '■wasMolthen'  Hsn- 

CXI. 

Bcer  in  the  twenty-fifth  regiment  of  foot,  and  like  myBalf 

on  hia  vray  to  join  Che  army ;  and  I  may  say  with  Imth, 

PEG  NICHOLSON, 

that  in  the  uourse  of  a  long  life  I  have  never  known  a 

more  eetimable  character,  than  Mallliew  Hendereon," 

Th«B8  hasty  verssa  ate  to  be  found  in  a  lattet  afl- 

Mcmmrs  of  Campbell,  KfA'-tkinglass,p.n.-] 

dresfea  to  Nicol,  of  the  High  Scliool  of  Eilluburgh,  by  the 

0  Death  1  thou  tyrant  fell  and  bloody! 
The  meikle  devil  wi'  a  woodie 

,  Gavin  Ha,..LOa. 
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Haurl  thee  hame  to  his  black  sniiddie, 

O'er  hurcheon  hides, 

And  like  Btock-Ssh  come  o'er  his  studdie 
Wi'  thy  auid  sides! 

He's  gane  !  he's  ganc  !  he's  frae  us  torn. 

The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  horn  1 

Thee,  Mattltew,  Niiture's  Bel'  shall  mourn 

By  wood  and  wild. 
Where,  taplj,  pity  strays  forli 


Frae 


eiil'd ! 


Te  MUa!  near  ueebors  o'  the  stama. 
That  proudly  cook  your  cresting  cairns  ! 
Ye  cliffs,  the  haunts  of  sailing  yearas, 

Where  eelio  alumbels  1 
Come  join,  je  Nature's  sturdiest  bairns, 

My  wailing  numbers  I 

Mourn,  ilka  grove  the  cushat  kens ! 
Ye  hai'lly  shaws  and  briery  dens  ! 
Ye  bumics,  wimplin'  down  your  glens, 

Wi'  toddlin'  din. 
Or  foaming  Strang,  wi'  hasty  stens, 

Fraelin  to  linl 

Mourn,  little  harebells  o'er  the  lea ; 
Ye  stately  foxgloves  fair  to  see; 
Ye  woodbines,  hanging  bonnilie. 

In  scented  bow'rs ; 

The  first  o'  flow'rs. 

At  dawn,  when  eT'ry  grassy  blade 
Droops  with  a  diamond  at  its  head. 
At  ev'n,  when  beans  their  fragrance  shed 

r  tb'  rustling  gale. 
Ye  maukins  whiddin  thro'  tlie  glade, 

Come  join  tny  w^. 

Mourn,  ye  wee  songsters  o'  the  wood; 
Ye  grouse  that  crap  the  heather  bud ; 
Ye  curlews  calling  thro'  a  clud; 

Ye  wliistling  plover ; 
An'  mourn,  ye  whirring  paitriek  brood ! — 

He's  gane  for  ever! 

Mourn,  sooty  coots,  and  speckled  teals; 
Ye  fisher  herons,  watcliing  eels; 
Te  duck  and  drake,  wi'  airy  wheels 

Circling  Iho  lake; 
Ye  bitterns,  till  the  quagmire  reels, 

Eair  for  his  saKe. 


Mourn,  clam'ring  craiks,  at  close  o'  day, 
'Mang  fields  o'  flowering  clover  gay ; 
And  when  ye  wing  your  annual  way 

Frae  our  oauld  shore. 
Tell  thae  far  warlds,  wlia  lies  in  clay, 

Wham  we  deplore. 

Ye  houlets,  frae  your  ivy  bow'r. 
In  some  auld  tree,  or  eldritch  tow'r. 
What  time  the  moon,  wi'  silent  glow'r, 

Sets  up  her  horn. 
Wail  thro'  the  dreary  midnight  hour 

'Till  waukrife  mom! 

0  rivers,  forests,  hills,  and  plains! 
Oft  have  ye  heard  my  canty  strains; 
But  now,  what  else  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe? 
And  f^ae  my  een  the  drapping  rains 

Mann  ever  flow. 

Mourn,  spring,  thou  darling  of  the  year  I 
Ilk  cowslip  cup  shall  kep  a  tear; 
Thou,  simmer,  while  each  corny  spear 

Shoots  up  its  head. 
Thy  gay,  green,  flow'ry  tresses  shear 

For  him  that's  dead! 

Thou,  autumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair. 
In  grief  thy  sallow  mantle  tear: 
Thou,  winter,  hurling  thro'  the  air 

The  roaring  blast, 
Wide,  o'er  the  naked  world  declare 

The  worth  wo'vo  lost ! 

Mourn  him,  thou  sun,  great  source  of  light! 
Mourn,  empress  of  the  silent  night ! 
And  you,  ye  twinkling  starnies  bright. 

My  Matthew  mourn! 
For  through  your  orbs  he's  ta'en  his  flight, 

Ne'er  to  return. 

0,  Henderson!  the  man — the  brother! 
And  art  thou  gone,  and  gone  for  ever? 
And  hast  thou  crost  that  unknown  river 

Life's  dreary  bound  ? 
tike  thee,  where  shall  I  find  another. 

The  world  around  7 

Go  to  your  sculptur'd  tombs,  ye  great. 
In  a'  the  tinsel  trash  o'  state ! 
But  by  thy  honest  turf  i'U  wait, 

Thou  man  of  worth! 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fellow's  fate 

E'er  lay  in  earth. 
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Stop,  passenger  1 — my  story's  brief. 

And  trutii  I  shall  relate,  maa; 
I  tell  nae  common  tale  o'  grief — 

For  Matthew  was  a  great  man. 


If  thou  u 

Yet  Bpum'd  at  fortune's  door,  man, 
A  look  of  pitj  hither  cast — 

For  Mattheir  was  a.  poor  man. 

If  fiou  a  noble  sodger  art, 

That  passes!  by  this  grave,  man, 

There  moulders  here  a  gallant  heart — 
For  Matthew  was  a  brave  man. 


Hthononmen, 

their  works  and  waya 

Canst  throw  u 

noommon  light,  man, 

Here  lies  wha  w 

eel  had  won  thy  prais 

For  Matthew 

was  a  bright  man. 

If  thou  at  friendship's  sacred  ca' 
Wad  life  itself  resign,  man. 

Thy  sympathetic  tear  maun  fa' — 
For  Matthew  was  a  kind  mani 

If  thou  art  staunch  without  a  stain. 
Like  the  unchanging  blue,  man, 

This  WHS  a  kinsman  o'  thy  ain — 
For  Matthew  was  a  true  man. 

11  thou  hast  wit,  and  fun,  and  lire, 
And  ne'er  guid  wine  did  fear,  mai 

This  was  thy  billie,  dam  and  sire — 
For  Matthew  was  a  queer  man. 

Kony  whiggish  whingin  sot. 
To  blame  poor  Matthew  dare,  ma- 

May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  li.t ! 
For  Matthew  was  a  rar«  man. 


THE   FIVE   CARLINS, 


us  is  a  local  anil  puJitical  Toein  compDESd 
St  bitween  Miller,  Ilia  j-nunser,  of  Drdswiul 

natss  DninfriBs!  Marjory,  Lochinabeni   I 


Wlijg  interest  0 

flliBDukeof  Queensberr 

and  all  the  To 

Ihs  poet's  haar 

*™b  with  the  latter.    A 

mFiben  elnod  s 

amghbyoUi  names  and 

itterertliananytliingofl 

bered,lh9WJii 

Theeb  wer 

e  fiye  carlins  in  the  s 

They  fell  upon  a  scheme. 

To  send  a  lad  to  London  town, 

To  bring 

them  tidings  hame. 

Not  only  bring  them  tidings  hame, 

But  do  their  erranda  tliera ; 
And  aiblins  gowd  and  honour  baith 

Might  be  that  laddie's  share. 

There  was  Maggy  by  the  banks  o'  Nith, 

A  dame  wi'  pride  eneugh  ; 
And  Marjory  o'  the  mony  locha, 

A  carlin  auld  and  teugh. 

And  blinkin'  Bess  of  Annandalo, 
That  dwelt  near  Solway-side ; 

And  whiskey  Jean,  that  took  her  gill 
In  Galloway  sae  wide. 

And  black  Joan,  frae  Crighton-peel, 

0'  gipsey  kith  an'  kin ; — 
Five  wighter  carlins  were  na  found 

The  south  countcie  within. 

To  send  a  lad  to  London  town, 

They  met  upon  a  day; 
And  mony  a  knight,  and  mon/  a,  laird. 

This  errand  fain  wad  gae. 

0  mony  a  Icnighf,  and  mony  a  laird. 

This  errand  fain  wad  gae  ; 
But  nae  ane  could  tlieir  fancy  please, 

O  ne'er  a  ane  but  twae. 

The  first  ane  was  a  belled  knight, 

Bred  of  a  border  band  ; 
And  he  wad  gae  to  London  town. 

Might  nae  man  1 


And  he  wad  do  their  errands  wee!, 
And  meikle  he  wad  say; 

And  ilka  aoe  about  the  court 
Wad  bid  to  him  gude-day. 

The  neiat  cam  in  a  sodgcr  youth, 
And  Epak  wi'  modest  grace, 

And  he  wad  gao  to  London  town. 
If  sae  tlieir  pleasure  was. 


□  withstand. 
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He  wad  na  heclit  them  oourtlj  gifta, 

Nor  meikle  epeeoh  pretend ; 
But  he  wild  lieu bt  an  honest  heart, 

Wad  ne'et  desert  hia  friend. 

Then  wham  to  cliuse,  and  wham  refuse, 

At  strife  tliir  oarlins  fell ; 
For  aoine  liad  gontlofollts  to  please. 

And  some  wad  please  themsel'. 

Then  oat  spak  mim-mon'd  Mog  a'  Nitii, 

And  she  spak  up  vi'  pride, 
And  she  wad  send  the  sodger  jouli, 

WhateTer  might  betide. 

For  the  auid  gudeman  o'  London  court 

She  didna  care  a  pin; 
But  she  wad  send  the  sodger  youth 

To  greet  Ms  eldest  son. 

Then  slow  raise  Marjory  o'  the  Loehs 

And  ■yrrinkled  was  lier  hrow  ; 
Her  ancient  weed  was  russet  gray, 

Her  auld  Scotch  heart  waa  true. 

"  Tlie  London  court  set  light  by  me— 

I  set  as  light  by  them  ; 
And  I  will  send  the  sodger  lad 

To  Shaw  that  court  the  same." 

Then  up  sprang  Bess  of  Annandalo, 

And  swore  a  deadly  aith. 
Says,  "I  will  send  the  border-knight 

Spite  o'  you  carlins  baith. 

"  For  far-off  fowls  hae  feathers  fair. 

And  fooie  o'  change  are  fain  ; 
But  I  hae  try'd  this  border-knight, 

I'll  try  him  yot  again." 

Then  whiskey  Jean  spak  o'er  her  drink, 

"Ye  weel  ken,  klmmersa'. 
The  auld  gndeman  o'  London  court. 

Ills  back's  been  at  the  wa'. 

"  And  mony  a  friend  that  kiss'd  his  caup, 

Isnowafremitwight; 
But  it's  ne'er  be  sae  wi'  whiskey  Jean, — 

We'U  send  the  border-knight." 

Says  black  Joan  o'  Cnghton-peel, 

A  carlin  stoop  and  grim, — 
"  The  auld  gudeman,  or  the  yoang  gudema 

For  me  may  sink  or  snlm. 


"  For  fools  will  prate  o'  right  and  wranj 
While  knaTes  laugh  in  their  sleeve  ; 

But  wha  blaws  best  the  horn  shall  win, 
I'll  spier  nae  courtier's  leave." 

So  how  this  mighty  plea  may  end 

There's  naebody  can  toll : 
God  grant  the  king,  and  ilka  man. 

May  look  weel  to  birasel' ! 


CXIV. 
THE  LADDIES  BY  THE  BANKS  0'  NITH. 


The  laddies  by  the  banks  o'  Nith, 
Wad  trust  his  Grace  wi'  a',  Jamie, 

But  he'll  sair  them,  as  he  sair'd  the  King, 
Turn  tail  and  rin  awa',  Jamie. 

Up  and  waur  them  a',  Jamie, 

Up  and  waur  them  a' ; 
The  Johnstones  hae  the  guidin'  o't. 

Ye  turncoat  Whigs  awa'. 

The  day  he  stude  his  country's  friend, ' 
Or  gied  her  faes  a  claw,  Jamie : 

Or  frae  pair  man  a  blessin'  wan, 

That  day  the  Duke  ne'er  saw,  Jamie. 

But  wha  is  he,  his  country's  boast  ? 

Like  him  there  is  na  twa,  Jamie; 
There's  no  a  callant  tents  the  kye. 

But  kens  o'  Westerha',  Jamie. 

To  end  the  wark  here's  Whistlebirk, ' 
Lang  may  his  whistle  blaw,  Jamie  ; 

And  Maxwell  true  o'  sterling  blue : 
And  we'll  be  Johnstons  a',  Jamie. 
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EPISTLE   TO   ROBERT   GRAHAM,  ESQ. 


lo  be  tbe  falber  ot 
■eofQuaonsberry, 

r  edilioo  of  Burns 
lo  nnd  the  Aft™  m 


FiNTRiY,  mj  stay  in  TTorldly  strife. 
Friend  o'  mj  muse,  friend  o'  my  life. 

Are  je  asidle's  I  am! 
Come  then,  wi'  uncouth,  klntra  fieg, 
O'er  Pegasus  I'll  fling  my  leg, 

And  ye  eliall  see  me  try  Mm, 

I'll  fling  the  seal  Drumlanrig  bears, 
Wlio  left  the  all-important  cares 

Of  prinoea  and  their  darlings  ; 
And,  bent  on  winning  borough  towns. 
Came  flhaking  hands  wi'  wabstor  lowns. 

And  kissing  barefit  carlina. 

Uombusdon  thro'  our  boroughs  rode. 
Whistling  his  roaring  pack  abroad 

Of  mad  unmuizleil  lions; 
As  Queensbcrry  buff  and  blue  unfurl'd. 
And  Westerha'  and  Hopeton  hnri'd 

To  every  Wbig  defiance. 

But  oaudous  Queensberry  left  the  war, 
Tf  onmanner'd  dust  might  soil  his  star ; 

Besides,  he  hated  bleeding: 
But  left  behind  him  heroes  bright, 
Heroes  in  Cesarean  light. 

Or  Ciceronian  pleading. 

O !  for  a  Ihroat  like  huge  Mons-mcg, 
To  muster  o'er  each  ardent  Whig 

Beneath  Driimlanrig's  banner; 
Heroes  and  heroines  commix, 
All  in  the  field  of  politics, 

To  win  immortal  honour. 


M'Murdo'  and  his  loTely  spouse, 

{Th'  enamour'd  laurels  kiss  her  brows  1) 

Led  on  the  loves  and  graces : 
She  won  each  gaping  burgess'  heart, 
While  he,  all-conquering,  play'd  bis  part 

Among  their  wives  and  lasses. 

Craigdarroch^  led  a  light-arm'd  corps. 
Tropes,  metaphors  and  figures  pour. 

Like  Hecla  streaming  thunder: 
Glenriddel,'  skill'd  in  rusty  coins, 
Blew  up  each  Tory's  dark  designs. 

And  bar'd  the  treason  under. 

In  either  wing  two  champions  fought. 
Redoubted  Staig*  who  set  at  nought 

The  wildest  saTage  Tory  : 
And  Welsh,'  who  ne'er  yet  flinch'd  his  ground, 
High-wav'd  his  magnum-bonum  round 

With  Cyoiopeian  fury. 

Miller  brought  up  tJi'  artillery  ranks. 
The  many-pounders  of  the  Banks, 

Resistless  desolation  1 
^Vhile  Maiwelton,  that  baron  bold, 
'Mid  Lawson's^  port  intreneh'd  his  hold. 


To  tliese  what  Tory  hosts  oppos'd. 
With  these  what  Tory  warriors  olos'd. 

Surpasses  my  descriving; 
Squadrons  extended  long  and  large, 
V/ith  fariouB  speed  rush  to  the  charge, 

Like  raging  devils  driving. 

What  verse  can  sing,  what  prose  narrate. 
The  butcher  deeds  of  bloody  fate 

Amid  this  mighty  tuliie! 
Grim  Horror  grinn'd — pale  Terror  roar'd. 
As  Muither  at  his  thrapple  shor'd. 

And  hell  mii'd  in  the  brulzie. 

As  highland  craigs  by  thunder  cleft, 
When  lightnings  fire  the  stormy  lift. 

Hurl  down  with  crashing  rattle: 
As  flames  among  a  hundred  woods; 
As  headlong  foam  a  hundred  floods ; 

Sucli  is  the  rage  of  bottle  ! 

The  stubborn  Tories  dare  to  die  ; 
Aa  soon  the  rooted  oaks  would  fly 

Before  the  approaching  fellers: 
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The  Whigs  come  on  like  Ocean's  roar, 
When  all  his  wintry  billows  pour 

Against  the  Buehan  Bnllera. 

Iio,  from  the  shades  of  Death's  deep  night, 
Dep9it«d  Whiga  enjoy  the  fight. 

And  think  on  former  daring ; 
The  muffled  murtherer'  of  Charles 
The  Magna  Charter  flag  nnfurls, 

All  deadly  gules  it's  bearing. 

Nor  wanting  ghosts  of  Tory  fame, 

Bald  Scrim geonr"  follows  gallant  Grnhani,^ 

Auld  Covenanters  Bhiver. 
(Forgive,  forgire,  m u oh- wrong' d  Montrose! 
Now  death  and  hell  engulph  thy  foes, 

Thon  liv'st  on  high  for  ever  I) 

Still  o'er  the  field  the  combat  burns. 
The  Tories,  Wliigs,  give  way  by  turns  ; 

But  fate  the  word  has  spoken : 
For  woman's  wit  and  strength  o'  man, 
Alas !  can  do  but  what  they  ean ! 

The  Tory  ranks  are  broken. 


0  that  mj  ei 
My  Toioe  a  1 


■e  flowing  burn 


Her  darling  cnba'  undoing  i 
That  I  might  greet,  tbat  I  might  cry, 
WhUe  Tories  fall,  while  Torie^fly, 

And  furious  Whiga  pursuing  1 

What  Whig  but  melts  for  good  Sir  James ! 
Dear  to  his  country  by  the  names 

Friend,  patron,  benefactor! 
Not  Pulteney's  wealth  con  Pultency  save ! 
And  Hopeton  falls,  the  generous  brave  1 

And  Stewart,*  bold  as  Hector. 

Thoa,  Pitt,  shalt  ruo  this  overthrow  ; 
And  Thurlow  growl  a  curse  of  woe  ; 

And  Melville  melt  in  wailing  ! 
How  Fox  and  Sheridan  rejoice  ! 
And  Burke  shall  King,  0  Prince,  arise, 

Tliy  power  is  all  prevailing ! 

For  your  poor  friend,  the  Bard,  afar 
Ha  only  hears  and  sees  the  war, 

A  cool  spectator  purely; 
So,  when  the  storm  the  forests  rends. 
The  robin  in  the  hedge  descends, 

And  sober  chirps  securely. 


CAPTAIN   GROSE'S 
PEEEGRINATIO:)S 


ANTIQUITIES    0 


that  GroES  tegacdeil  soius  passoges  as  raltier  persons.!  1 

Hear,  land  o'  Cakes  and  brltlier  Soots, 
Frae  Maidenkirk  to  Johnny  Groat's  ; 
K  there's  a  hole  in  a'  your  coats, 

I  rede  you  tent  it: 
A  chiel's  amang  you  taking  notes, 

And,  faith,  he'll  prent  it ! 

If  in  your  bounds  ye  chance  to  light 

Upon  a  fine,  fat,-fo(lgel  wight, 

0'  stature  short,  but  genius  bright. 

That's  he,  mark  weel — 
And  wow  I  he  has  an  unco  slight 

0'  cauk  and  keel- 
By  some  anld,  houlet-iiaunted  biggin, 
Or  Mrk  deserted  hj  its  riggin, 
It's  ten  to  one  ye'll  find  him  snug  in 

Some  eldritch  part, 
Wi'  deils,  they  say,  L— d  save's!  colloaguin' 

At  some  black  art, 

Hk  ghaist  that  haunts  auld  ha'  or  chaumer. 

Ye  gipsey-gang  fliat  deal  in  glamour. 

And  you  deep  read  in  hell's  black  grammar, 

Warlocks  and  witches; 
Te'll  quake  at  his  conjuring  hammer, 

Ye  midnight  b— — s ! 
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But  now  he's  quat  the  epurtle-blade. 

of  eending  a  rhyming  inquiry  HflHt  hia  fnt  friend,  ond 

Acd  dog-skin  wallet. 

And  ta'en  the— Antiquarian  trade, 

I  thick  ttey  call  it. 

"lahfl  Elsin  by  Iliglilnii'  bodJBa? 

Kes  ye  ought  o'  Captain  Grose! 

He  has  a  fouth  o'  auld  niek-nackets : 

Igo  and  ago. 

Kusty  airn  caps  and  jiiigUu' jackets. 

If  he's  amang  his  friends  or  foes? 

Wad  haud  the  Lothiana  three  in  taokets, 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

A  towmoct  guidj 

And  parrltch-pats,  and  auld  saut-baeketa, 

Is  he  south  or  is  he  north! 

Igo  and  ago. 

Afore  tie  flood. 

Or  drowned  in  the  river  Forth ! 

Of  Eve's  first  fire  lie  has  a  cinder; 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Auld  Tubal-Cain's  fire-shool  and  fender; 
That  wMch  distinguished  the  gender 
0' Balaam's  ass; 

Is  he  slain  by  Highlan'  bodies? 
Igo  and  ago. 

And  eaten  like  »  wcthcr-haggis ! 

A  broom-stiok  o'  the  witch  o'  Endor, 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Weel  shod  wi'  brass, 

IshetoAbram'sbosomgane? 

Forbje,  he'll  shape  jou  afi',  fa'  gleg. 

Igo  and  ago. 

The  cut  of  Adam's  pliilibeg : 

Or  haudin'  Sarah  by  the  wamel 

The  knife  that  nicket  Abel's  craig 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

He'll  proTO  jou  fully. 

It  was  a.  faulding  jocteleg, 

■Where'er  ha  be,  the  L— d  he  near  him ! 

Or  lang-kail  guUy.- 

Igo  and  ago. 

As  for  the  del!,  he  daur  na  steer  him! 

But  wad  ye  see  him  in  his  glee. 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

For  meikle  glee  and  fun  has  he, 

Then  set  him  down,  and  twa  or  three 

But  please  transmit  the  enclosed  letter. 

Guid  fellows  wi' him; 

Igo  aud  ago. 

And  port,  0  port!  shine  thou  a  wee, 

Which  will  oblige  your  humble  debtor. 

Andihenye'lUeehim! 

Irani,  coram,  dago. 

Now,  by  the  pow'rs  o'  Terse  and  prose  1 

So  may  he  hae  auld  stanes  in  store, 
Igo  and  ago, 

Thou  art  a  dainty  cWel.  0  Grose!— 
Whae'er  o'  thee  shall  iU  suppose, 

The  very  stanes  that  Adam  bore. 

They  sair  misoa'  theo; 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Id  take  the  rascal  by  the  nose, 

WuJeay,  Shame  fa' theei 

Igo  and  ago. 

The  coins  o'  Satan's  coronation! 

Irara,  coram,  dago. 

cxvn. 

WEIITEN  IN   A  WBAPPEB, 

CXVlir. 

TAM   0'   SIIANTER. 

A  LETTER  TO  CAPTAIN   GROSE. 

A   TALK. 

[BntDS  wrole  out  some  ontiquarian  and   leg-ondaiy 

"OfbrownysandofbogilisMlla  tliiBbuke." 

tlm^a  Ihen.  in  a  Eheet  of  a  pnpsf  to  Cardonnel,  n  norlh- 

[This   ia  o  Woat-rountiy   lofend,    embolliBhed   by 

genjna.    N«  Mlier  Poem  in  our  L-iiiBUiiso  M^,\^.ys  sucli 

could  not,  OS  |je  aflorwacds  said,  let  Ida  oiiportunil)',  pasB 
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It  Allo«;n 


Antiqail 


IB  of  Si:OI 


It  the  poet  shod  tearfi  in 
of  EUiolsnd,  in  held  m  lemem- 

he  cliapman  perished  in  the  snow 


murderec 


laUhi 


aeggi' 


Wbbn  ehapraan  billies  leare  the  street. 
And  drouthy  neebors  neebors  meet. 
As  market-days  are  Wearing  lata. 
An'  folk  begin  to  tak'  the  gate ; 
While  we  sit  bousing  at  the  nappy. 
An'  gettin'  fou  and  unco  happy, 
We  think  na  on  the  lang  Scots  miles. 
The  mosses,  waters,  slaps,  and  stiles. 
That  lie  betweoa  us  and  our  hame, 
IVhere  sits  our  sulky  sullen  dame, 
Gathering  her  brows  like  gathering  storm, 
Nursing  her  wrath  to  keep  it  warm. 

This  truth  fand  honest  Tam  O'Shonter, 

As  he  frae  Ayr  ae  night  did  canter, 

(Auld  Ayr,  wham  ne'er  a  town  surpaaaea. 

For  honest  meu  and  bonny  lasses,) 

0  Tam  I  hadst  thou  but  been  sae  wise. 

As  ta'en  thy  ain  wife  Kate's  adyioe! 

She  tauld  thee  weel  then  was  a  ekellum, 

A  blethering,  hlustering,  drunken  bleUum ; 

That  frae  November  till  October, 

Ae  market-ilay  thon  wasna  sober; 

That  ilka  melder,  wi'  the  miller, 

Thou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller; 

That  ev'ry  naig  was  ca'd  a  shoe  on. 

The  smith  and  thee  gat  roaring  fou  on ; 

That  at  the  Lord's  house,  ev'n  on  Sunday, 

Thou  drank  wi'  Kirton  Jean  till  Monday. 

She  prophcsj'd,  that  late  or  soon. 

Thou  would  be  found  deep  drown'd  in  Doon ; 

Or  oatch'd  wi'  warlocks  in  the  mirk. 

By  Allow  ay's  auld  haunted  kirk. 

Ah,  gentle  dames!  it  gars  me  greet, 

To  think  how  mony  counsels  sweet. 

How  mony  lengfhcn'd  sage  adrieea, 

The  Husband  frae  the  wife  despises! 


But  to  our  talo  : — Ae  market  night, 
Tam  Lad  got  planted  unco  right; 
Fast  by  an  ingle  bleezing  finely, 
Wi'  reaming  swats,  tbat  drank  divinely; 
And  at  his  elbow,  Souter  Johnny, 
His  ancient,  trusty,  drouthy  crony ; 
Tam  lo'ed  him  like  a  vera  brither  ; 
They  had  been  fou'  for  weeks  thegither ! 
The  night  drare  on  wi'  sangs  an'  clatter; 
And  ay  the  ale  was  growing  better; 
The  landlady  and  Tam  grew  gracions; 
Wi'  favours  secret,  sweet,  and  precious  ; 
The  Sonter  tauld  his  queerest  stories  ; 
The  landlord's  laugh  was  ready  chorus:' 
The  storm  without  might  rair  and  rustle — 
Tam  did  na  mind  the  storm  a  whistle. 

Care,  mad  to  see  a  man  sae  happy, 
E'en  drown'd  himself  amang  the  nappy! 
As  bees  flee  hame  wi'  lades  o'  treasure. 
The  minutes  wing'd  thoir  way  wi'  pleasure: 
Kings  may  he  blest,  but  Tam  was  glorious. 
O'er  a'  the  ills  o'  life  victorious. 

But  pleasures  are  jj^e  poppies  spread. 

You  seize  the  flow'r,  ita  bloom  is  shed; 

Or  like  the  snow  falls  in  the  river, 

A  moment  white — then  melts  for  evei ; 

Or  like  the  borealis  race. 

That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place ; 

Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form 

Evanishing  amid  the  storm. 

Nae  man  can  tether  time  or  tide; 

The  hour  approaches  Tam  maun  ride  ; 

That  hour,  o'  night's  black  aroli  the  key-stane, 

That  dreary  hour  he  mounts  his  beast  in ; 

And  sic  a  night  he  taks  the  road  in 

As  ne'er  poor  sinner  was  abroad  in. 

The  wind  blew  as  'twad  blawn  its  last; 
The  rattling  show'rs  rose  on  the  blast; 
The  speedy  gleams  the  darkness  swallow'd; 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang  the  thunder  bellow'd: 
That  night,  ft  child  might  understand. 
The  de'il  had  busineaa  on  his  hand. 

Weel  mounted  on  his  gray  mare,  Meg, 

A  better  never  lifted  leg, 

Tam  skelpit  on  thro'  dub  and  mire, 

Despising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire  ; 

Whiles  holding  fast  his  guid  blue  bonnet; 

WhUes  crooning  o'er  some  auld  Scots  sonnet ; 
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Whiles  glovf'riHg  round  wi'  prudent  carea, 

A  thief,  new-cutted  frae  a  rape. 

Lest  bogles  catch  him  unawiii-es; 

Wi'  his  last  gasp  hia  gab  did  gape ; 

Kirk-Alloway  was  drawing  nigh, 

Five  tomahawks,  wi'  bluid  red-rusted; 

IViiare  giaisls  and  houlets  nightly  crj.— 

Five  scimitars,  wi'  murder  crusted; 

A  garter,  wMeh  a  babe  had  strangled; 

By  this  time  he  waa  crass  the  foord, 

A  knife,  a  father's  throat  had  mangled. 

Wharc  in  the  snaw  the  chapmaji  smoor'd; 

Whom  hia  ain  son  o'  life  bereft, 

And  past  the  birks  and  meikle  Btane, 

Thegray  hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft:' 

WhBTe  drunken  Charlie  brak'a  ceck-bane  ; 

Wi'  mair  o'  horrible  and  awfu'. 

And  thro'  the  whins,  and  by  tba  cairn, 

Which  ev'n  to  name  wad  bo  unlawfu'. 

Where  hunters  fand  the  murder'd  bium ; 

And  near  the  thorc,  aboon  the  well. 

As  Tammie  glowr'd,  amai'd,  and  curious. 

Where  Mungo'a  miihex  hang'd  hersel'. 

The  mirth  and  fun  grew  fast  and  furious: 

Before  him  Doon  pours  all  his  floods; 

The  piper  loud  and  louder  blew ; 

The  doubling  etorm  roars  thro'  the  woods ; 

Tho  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew; 

The  lightnings  flash  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Kear  and  more  near  the  thunders  roll ; 

Theyreel'd,  they  set,  they  cross' d,  thej  cleckit, 
'TUl  ilka  carlin  swat  and  reekit, 

Klien,  glimraering  thro'  the  groaning  trees, 
Kirk-Alloway  seem'd  in  a  bleeie  ; 

And  cooet  her  duddies  to  the  wark, 
Andlinketatitinhersark! 

Thro'  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancing; 

Now  Tam,  0  Tam !  had  thae  been  queans 

And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dancing. 

Their  sarks,  instead  o'  oreeshJe  flannen. 

Inspiring,  bold  John  Barleycorn ! 

Been  snaw- white  seventeen  hundcr  linen. 

Whatdangers  thou  canst  make  us  Econl! 

Thir  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair, 

Wi'  tJppenny,  we  fear  nae  eyll ; 

That  ance  were  plush,  o'  gaid  blue  hair, 

Wi'  usquabae  we'll  face  the  devil  i 

I  wad  hae  gi'en  them  off  my  hurdies. 

The  swats  sae  ream'd  in  Tammie's  noddle, 

For  ae  blink  o'  the  bonnie  burdies! 

Fair  play,  he  car'd  nae  deils  a.  boddle. 

But  Maggie  stood  right  sair  aatonish'd. 

But  wither'd  beldams,  auld  and  droll, 

Rigwoodie  hags,  wad  spean  a  foal. 

She  Tentur'd  forward  on  the  light; 

Lowpiug  an'  flinging  on  a  cummock. 

And  wow !  Tarn  eaw  an  unco  sight! 

I  wonder  didna  turn  thy  stomach. 

Warlocks  and  witches  in  a  dance; 

Hac  cotillion  brent  new  frae  France, 

But  Tam  kenn'd  what  was  what  fu'  brawlie, 

But  hornpipes,  jigs,  strathspeys,  and  reels. 

There  was  a  wmsome  wench  and  walie. 

Put  life  and  mettle  in  their  heela  : 

That  night  enlisted  in  the  core, 

A  ^innook-bunker  in  the  east. 

(Lang  after  kenn'd  on  Carrick  shore; 

There  sat  auld  Nick,  in  shape  o'  beast; 

For  mony  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot. 

A  towiie  tyke,  Waok,  grim,  and  large. 

And  perish'd  mony  a  bonnie  boat, 

To  gie  them  music  Was  hia  charge  ; 

And  shook  baith  meikle  com  and  bear, 

He  Borcw'd  the  pipes  and  gart  them  skirl. 

And  kept  the  country-side  in  fear.) 

Till  roof  and  rafters  a'  did  diri,— 

Her  cutty  sark,  o'  Paisley  harn. 

Coffins  stood  round,  like  open  presses ; 

That,  while  a  lassie,  she  had  worn. 

That  shaw'd  the  dead  in  their  last  dresses ; 

In  longitude  the'  sorely  scanty, 

And  by  some  devilish  cantrip  slight 

It  was  her  best,  and  she  was  vauntie— 

Each  in  its  eauld  hand  held  a  light- 

By  which  heroic  Tam  was  able 

Ah  !  little  kenn'd  thy  reverend  grannie, 

To  note  upon  the  haly  table, 

That  sark  she  coft  for  her  wee  Nannie, 

A  murderer's  banes  in  gibbet  aims  ; 

Wi'  twa  pund  Scots  ('twas  a'  her  riches), 

Twa  span-laiig,  wee,  unchristen'd  bairns; 

Wad  ever  grae'd  a  dance  of  witches! 

,  V.BI1II0N- 

And  priests'  heotts  rotten  black  as  muck, 

Tliree  Jawysra'  tonjuea  turnM  inaida  out. 

Lay  atinkins  vile,  ia  every  neuk. 

Wi'  liaa  aoam'J  like  a  boggat'B  clout ; 
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But  here  my  muse  her  wing  maun  oour ; 
Sic  flights  are  far  bejoad  lier  pow'r  ; 
To  sing  how  Nfinnie  Inp  and  flang, 
(A  souple  jade  she  waa  and  Strang,) 
And  how  Tam  stood,  like  ane  bewitch'd, 
And  thonght  his  very  ecu  enrioh'd; 
Even  Satan  glowr'd,  and  fidg'd  fu'  fain. 
And  hotoli'd  nnd  blew  ni'  might  and  main: 
'Tin  first  ae  caper,  sjne  anither, 
Tam  tint  his  reason  a'  thegitber, 
And  roars  out,  "Weel  done,  Cutty-sark!" 
And  in  an  instant  all  was  dark: 
And  scarcely  had  he  Maggie  rallied, 
Wheu  ont  tlje  hellisli  legion  sallied. 


CXIX. 

ADDRESS   OF   BEELZEBUB 


"  Tn  the  R^lit  Honnur 
Preoidenl  of  Uie  KigKt 
.he  Higblaod  Society,  wl 


As  bees  tiii  out  wi'  angry  fyke, 
When  plundering  herds  assail  their  byke ; 
As  open  pussie's  mortal  foea, 
Wlien,  pop  I  ehe  starts  before  their  nose; 
As  eager  runs  the  roarketrcrowd, 
When  "Catch  the  thief  i"  resounds  alond; 
*  So  Maggie  runs,  the  witches  follow, 
\Wi'  mony  an  eldritch  screech  and  hollow. 

Ah,  Tam  I  Ah,  Tam !  Ihou'Il  get  thj  fwrin' ! 
In  hell  they'll  roast  thee  like  a  herrin' ! 
In  yain  thy  Kate  awaits  thy  comic' ! 
Kate  soon  will  he  a  woefu'  woman ! 
Now  do  thy  speedy  utmost,  Meg, 
And  win  the  key-stnae'  of  the  hrig ; 
There  at  them  thou  thy  tail  may  t«ss, 
A  running  stream  they  darena  cross  J 
But  ere  the  kcy-atane  she  could  make, 
The  fient  a  tail  she  had  to  shake  I 
For  Nannie,  far  before  the  rest. 
Hard  upon  noble  Maggie  prest. 
And  flew  at  Tam  wi'  furious  eltle; 
But  little  wist  she  Maggie's  mettle— 
^0  spring  brought  off  her  master  hale, 
But  left  behind  her  ain  gray  tail : 
The  carlin  claught  her  hy  the  rump. 
And  left  poor  Maggie  scarce  a  stump. 

Now,  wha  this  tale  o'  truth  shall  read. 
Ilk  man  and  mother's  son,  take  heed: 
■Whene'er  to  drink  you  are  inolin'd. 
Or  cutty-aarka  run  in  your  mind. 
Think !  ye  may  buy  the  joys  o'er  dear — 
Kemembec  Tam  O'S banter's  mare. 


n  Ayrshi 


ited  by  B' 


Id  Rankini 


liOva  life,  my  Lord,  an'  health  be  yours, 
Unskaith'd  hy  hunger'd  Highland  boors ; 
Lord  grant  nae  duddie  desperate  beggar, 
■ffi'  dirk,  claymore,  or  maty  trigger. 
May  twin  auld  Scotland  o'  a  life 
9  likes — as  lambkins  like  a  knife. 

Faith,,  you  and  A s  were  right 

To  keep  the  Highland  hounds  in  sight; 
I  douht  na !  they  wad  bid  nae  bett*r 
Than  let  tliera  ance  outowre  the  water; 
Then  up  amang  the  lakes  and  seas 
They'll  mak'  what  rules  and  laws  they  pleas 

e  daring  Hancock,  or  a  Franklin' ; 
May  sot  their  Highland  bluid  a  ranklin' ; 

e  Washington  again  may  head  them, 

nme  Montgomery  fearless  lead  them. 
Till  God  knows  what  may  be  effected 

n  hy  such  heads  and  hearts  directed — 
Poor  dunghill  sons  of  dirt  and  mire 
May  to  Patrician  rights  aspire  1 

sage  North,  now,  nor  aager  Sackville, 
To  watch  and  premier  o'er  the  pact  vile, 

whare  will  ye  get  Howes  and  Clintons 
To  bring  them  to  a  right  repentance, 

owe  the  rebel  generation, 

saye  the  honour  o'  the  nation  ? 
They  an'  be  d d  !  what  right  hae  they 

leat  or  sleep,  or  light  o'  day  ! 

lees  to  riches,  pow'r,  or  freedom, 
But  what  your  lordship  likes  to  gic  them  ? 
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Kut  hear,  my  lord !  Clengarry,  hear  ! 

Through  frosty  hills  (Be  journey  lay, 

Your  hand's  owre  liglit  on  Uiem,  I  fear; 

On  foof  t^  ittij  was  plying. 

Your  factors,  grieves,  trustees,  and  bailies, 

1  canna'  say  but  they  do  gayliea ; 

PoJIr  slip-shod  giddy  Pegaaua 

Tliej  lay  aside  a'  teader  mercies, 

Was  but  a  sorry  walker ; 

An'  tirl  the  halllon!!  to  the  birses  ; 

To  Vulcan  then  Apollo  goes, 

Yet  while  they're  only  poiod't  and  herriet. 

To  get  a  frosty  calker. 

They'll  keep  their  stubborn  Highland  spirit; 
But  smash  theml  crash  them  a,'  to  spaiJs! 

Obliging  Vukan  fell  to  work. 
Threw  by  hia  coat  and  "bonnet. 

And  did  Sol's  busiaesa  in  a  crack; 
Sol  paid  Lim  with  a  sonnet. 

An'  rot  the  dyvora  i'the  jiilsi 

The  young  dogs,  swinge  them  ta  the  labour ; 

Let  wark  an'  hunger  mak'  them  sober  I 

The  hiziies,  if  theyre  aughtlina  fawsoat. 

Ye  Vulcan's  sona  of  Wanlockhead, 

tet  them  in  Drury-kne  be  lesson'd ! 

Pity  my  sad  disaster; 

An'  if  the  wires  an'  dirty  brats 

My  Pegasus  is  poorly  shoil— 

E'en  thigger  at  your  doors  an'  jetts. 

I'll  pay  you  like  my  master. 

Flaffan  wi'  duds  an'  grey  wi'  beae'. 

ROBEKT   BuENS,           1 

Frightin'  awa  your  deuks  an'  ge^o. 

Ramoges,  3  o'dock,  (no  daU.) 

Get  out  a  horsewhip  or  a  jowler. 

The  langest  theng,  tlie  fiereeat  growler, 
An'  gar  tlie  tattered  gj'psies  pack 

Wi'  a'  tlieir  bastards  on  their  back ! 

Go  on,  my  Lonl !  I  lang  to  meet  yen. 

CXXI. 

An'  in  my  house  at  hame  to  greet  you  ; 

LAMENT 

Wi'  common  lords  ye  ahanna  mingle, 

OF 

The  benmost  nenk  beside  the  ingle, 

MARY,  QUEEN  OF   SCOTS 

At  my  right  hau'  assigned  your  seat 

'Tween  Herod's  hip  an  Polyorate,— 

ON    THE    ATPBOAOB   OF    SPKINQ. 

Or  if  you  on  your  station  tarrow. 

[The  poet  commonicated  this  "  Loment"  to  his 

rienil, 

IJetween  Alinagi'o  and  Pizarro, 

about 

A  seat  I'm  sure  ye're  wecl  deservin't ; 

direct  dBBr^ent  of  the  noble  and  nncient  honse  o 

Lady 
astlD 

An'  till  ye  come — Your  humble  rervant, 

Mai- 

SBEL7GB1IB. 

well,  of  HJtlisdale.    Barns  expressed  hiniMlf  mot 

June  lt(,  Anna  Hindi  5730. 

comDionly  pleased  with  this  composition;  nor  waa 

rewaMed,  for  Lady  Wiaifrod  g:ivs  him  n  valnabi 

boic,  v-ith  the  portrait  of  the  unfortunate  Mnry  on  the  lid.     1 

queen  slept  ns  she  was  on  her  way  to  take  refi^ 

her  cruel  and  treacherous  cousin,  ILIizaheth;  and 

lettet 

First, 

TO 

calling  the  MoiwoUa  to  arm  in  his  cause,  is  preserved  in     1 

JOHN   TAYLOR. 

the  family  archives.] 

tButiis,  il  appears,  M-as,  in  one  of  hia  Bicursions  in 

How  Nature  hangs  her  mantle  green 

the  loads  were  ELI]:pery  with  ice,  hig  mnre  kept  liar  leet 

On  every  blooming  tree. 

ivith  difflcoltj',  and  all  «io  LlMk>niithB  nf  tli«  village 

And  spreada  her  alieeta  o'  daisies  white 

were  pTB-epgoged.  To  Mt.  Toylnr,  a  permn  of  tnauenee 

Out  o'er  the  grassy  lear 

in  tLie  plice,  the  post,  in  despair,  nddresaed  this  little 

Now  Plitebus  cheers  the  crystal  streams 

(lie  Binilli  Sew  to  his  tela,  slinrpeued  or  frOEted  the 

And  glads  the  azure  sMes; 

shoea,  and  il  is  a.-Uil  li™d  for  ttiiftj- years  to  boaBi  tiint  he 

But  nought  can  glad  tho  weary  wight 

poet,  who  paid  him  in  mnney,  paid  him  ia  drink,  and 
paiihimio  verse,"] 

Wirn  Pegasus  upon  a  day. 

That  fast  in  durance  Ilea. 

Now  lav' rock  a  wake  the  merry  mom, 

Apollo  weary  flying, 

Aloft  on  dewy  wJDg; 
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Sings  druwsy  ilay  to  rest : 

In  love  and  fi'eedcim  ihej  r^oic 

Wi'  care  nuc  thrall  opprest. 


Now  blooms  the  lily  by  tho  bank, 

The  pcimroae  down  tlie  brae  ; 
Tho  liawtiotn'B  building  in  the  glen. 

And  milk-wliite  is  the  alae  ; 
The  meanest  hind  in  fair  Scotland 

May  rove  their  sweets  amang; 
But  I,  the  Queen  of  a'  Scotland, 

Maun  lie  in  prison  strung ! 


I  vas  the  Queen  o'  bonnie  Franco, 

Where  happy  I  hao  been; 
Fu'  lightly  rase  I  in  the  morn, 

As  bljthe  lay  down  at  e'en: 
And  I'm  the  sov'reign  a'  Scotland, 

And  monj  a  traitor  there ; 
Yet  here  I  lie  in  foreign  banda 

And  nerer-Hnding  care. 


But  as  for  thee,  thou  false  woman! 

My  sister  and  my  fae, 
Grim  -vengeance  yet  shall  whet  a  sword 

That  thro'  thy  soul  shall  gae  ! 
The  weeping  blood  in  woman's  breast 

Was  never  known  to  thee ; 
Nor  th'  balm  that  drops  on  wounds  of  woi 

Frae  woman's  pitying  e'e. 


My  son!  my  son!  may  kinder  stars 

Upon  thy  fortune  shine  ] 
And  may  those  pleasures  gild  Ihj  reign, 

That  ne'er  wail  blink  OQ  mine  ! 
Cod  keep  tlice  frae  thy  mother's  faes. 

Or  turn  their  hearts  to  thee: 
And  where  thou  meet'st  thy  mother's  Mend 

Eemember  him  for  me  ! 


Wave  o'er  the  yelloT 


And  in  the  narrow  house  o'  death 

Let  winter  round  me  rave  ; 
And  the  next  flow'rs  that  deck  the  spring 

Bloom  on  my  peaceful  grave  ! 
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and  representiitive  of  Woltet  Riddel,  who  won  (he  wbia. 
tie,  and  in  whosefcinily  il  had  continaed ;  and  AleiBnder 
Fer^usaon,  Eaq.,  of  Ctai^atioch,  tikewiae  deaceoded 

the  hard-won  honouti  of  the  field." 

The  jovial  couleit  took  place  la  tbe  dining-roam  of 
Ftiars-Catse,  In  the  presence  of  the  Batri,  who  dronk 
bottle  and  botlls  eboutwith  them,  end  seemed  quite  die- 

I  siNo  of  a.  vthistle,  a  whistle  of  worth, 
I  sing  of  a  whistle,  the  pride  of  the  North, 
Was  brought  to  the  court  of  our  good  Scottish 

king. 
And  long  with  this  whistle  all  Scotland  shall 

ring. 

Old  Loda,'  still  meing  the  arm  of  Fingal, 

The  god  of  the  bottle  sends  down  from  Ms  hall — 
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'■  Tliis  wliiatU's  jour  challenge — to  Seotland  get 
Ami  drink  them  to  hell,  Sir  !  or  ne'er  see  me 


Ol'I  poets  liave  sung,  and  old  chronicles  tell, 
What  champions  Ten tur'd,  what  champions  fell ; 
The  son  of  great  Loda  was  conqueror  atill, 
And  blew  on  his  whistle  his  requiem  Bhrill. 

Till  Kobert,  the  Lord  of  the  Cajrn  and  the  Scaur, 
Dnmatch'd  at  the  bottle,  uneonquer'd  in  war, 
Ho  drank  hia  poor  godship  aa  deep  as  the  sea, 
No  tide  of  the  Baltic  e'er  druuker  than  he. 

Thus  Eobert,  viotorioaa,  the  trophy  has  gain'd; 
Which  now  in  hia  house  has  for  ages  romaln'd; 
Till  three  noble  chieftains,  and  ail  of  his  blood, 
The  jovial  contest  again  have  renew' d. 

Three  jojous  good  feliows,  with  hearts  clear  of 

Craigdarroch,  so  famous  for  wit,  worth,  and 

And  trusty  Glenriddel,  so  skill'd  in  old  coins; 
And  galiant  Sir  Robert,  deep-read  in  old  wines. 


Craigdarroch  began,  with  a  tongue 


Desiring  Glenriddel  to  yield  up  the  spoil; 

Or  else  ho  would  muster  the  heads  of  the  clan, 

And  once  more,  in  claret,  fry  which  was  (he 

"By  the  gods  of  the  aDcianta!"  Glenriddel  re- 
plies, 
"  Before  I  surrender  so  glorious  a  prize, 
I'll  conjure  the  ghost  of  the  great  Rorie  More,' 
And  bumper  his  horn  with  him  twenty  times 

Sir  Robert,  a  soldier,  no  speech  would  pretend, 
Bnt  he  ne'er  turn'd  his  back  on  his  foe— or  his 

Said,  toss  down  the  whistle,  the  prize  of  the 

field, 
And,  bnee-deep  in  claret,  he'd  die  or  he'd  yield. 

To  the  board  of  Glenriddel  oar  heroes  repair. 
So  noted  for  drowning  of  Sorrow  and  care  ; 
But  for  wine  and  for  welcome  not  more  known 

to  fame 
Than  the  sense,  wit,  and  taste  of  a  sweet  lovely 

'  See  Johnson's  Tout  In  (ho  Ilebtidea 


A  bard  was  selected  to  witness  the  fray, 
And  tell  future  ages  the  feats  of  the  day; 
A  bard  who  detested  all  sadness  and  spleen, 
And  wish'd  that  Parnassus  a  vineyard  had  been. 

The  dinner  being  over,  the  claret  they  ply, 
And  ev'ry  new  cork  is  a  new  spring  of  joy  ; 
la  the  bands  of  old  friendsbip  and  kindred  so 

And  the  bands  grew  the  tighter  the  more  they 

Gay  Pleasure  ran  riot  as  bumpers  ran  o'er ; 
Bright  PluebuB  ne'er  witness'd  so  joyous  a  core. 
And  TOw'd  that  to   leave  them   he  was  quite 

forlorn, 
Till  Cynthia  hinted  he'd  End  them  nest  morn. 

Sii  bottles  a-piece  had  well  wore  out  the  night. 
When  gallant  Sir  Kobert,  to  finish  the  fight, 
Turn'd  o'er  in  one  bumper  a  bottle  of  red. 
And  swore  'twas  the  way  that  their  ancestor 
did. 

Then  worthy  Glenriddel,  so  cautious  and  sage. 
No  longer  tie  warfare,  ungodly,  would  wage; 
A  high-ruling  Elder  to  wallow  in  wine  1 
He  left  the  foul  business  to  folks  less  divine. 

The  gallant  Sir  Robert  fought  hard  fo  the  end ; 
But  who  can  with  fate  and  quart-bumpers  con- 
tend? 
Though  fate  said — a  hero  shall  perish  in  light ; 
So  up  rose  bright  Phcebas — and  down  fell  the 

Neit  up  rose  our  bard,  lite  a  prophet  in  drink ; — 
"  Craigdarroch,  thou'lt  soar  when  creation  shall 

But  if  thou  would  flourish  immortal  in  rhyme. 
Come — one  bottle  more — and  have  at  the  Bub- 


"  Thy  line,  thai  have  struggled  for  freedom  wi 

Shall  heroes  and  patriots  ever  produce : 

So  thine  be  the  laurel,  and  mine  be  tho  bay  ; 

The  field  thou  hast  won,  by  yon  bright  god  < 
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CXXIII. 
ELEGY 


JAMES,  EAKL   OF   GLENCAi: 
pans  lamentsd  the  death  of  tfais  kind  and 


EeDieplaoeithDBlnt 
namcB  df  Ibe  noble  n: 
■30,  1791,  in  tha  fori 


Yhenoplytv 
etJ,.] 


'  Her 


trFE  ne'er  esultBd  in  so  rich  a  prize 
As  Burnet,  lovely  from  her  natJTe  akiea ; 
Nor  envioas  death  so  triumph'd  in  a  blow. 
As  that  which  laid  th'  accomplish'd  Bumet  low. 

Thy  form  and  mind,  Sweet  maid,  can  I  forget! 
In  richest  ore  the  brightest  jewel  set! 
In  thee,  high  Heaven  above  was  truest  ahown, 
Ai  by  his  noblest  work,  the  Godhead  heat  is 
known. 

In  vain  ye  flaunt  in  Hummer's  pride,  ye  groves  ; 

Thou  oFjstal  streamlet  with  thy  llowevy  shore, 
Te  woodland  choir  that  ehant  your  idle  loves, 

Ye  cease  to  chano— Eliza  is  no  more  1 

Te  heatliy  wastes,  immii'd  with  reedy  fena ; 

To  mossy  streaina,  with  sedge  and  rushes 
stor'd; 
Ye  rugged  cliffs,  o'erhan^ng  dreary  glena. 

To  yon  I  fly,  ye  with  my  soul  accord. 

Princes,  wlicso  cumb'rcus  pride  was  all  their 

Shall  venal  lays  their  pompous  esit  hail? 

And  tliou,  sweet  escellenoe!  forsake  our  earth, 

And  not  a  muse  in  honest  grief  bowail  ? 

We  saw  thee  shine  in  youth  and  beauty  a  pride, 
And  virtue's  light,  that  beams   beyond  the 


The  parent's  heart  that  nestled  fond  in  thei 
That  heart  how  Bunk,   a  prey  to  grief  and 


The  wind  blew  hollow  IVae  the  hills. 

By  fits  the  sun's  departing  beam 
Look'd  on  the  fading  yellow  woods 

That  wav'd  o'er  Lugar's  winding  stream  : 
Beneath  a  craggy  steep,  a  bard. 

Laden  with  years  and  nieikle  pain. 
In  loud  lament  bewail'd  hia  lord. 

Whom  death  had  all  untimely  ta'en. 

He  kan'd  him  to  an  ancient  aik,         [years 

Whose   trunk  was    mould'ring   down  with 
His  locks  were  bleached  white  with  time. 

His  hoary  cheek  was  wet  wi'  tears; 
And  as  he  toueh'd  his  trembling  harp. 

And  as  he  tun'd  his  doleful  sang, 
The  winds,  lamenting  thro'  their  caves. 

To  echo  bore  the  notes  alang. 

"  Ye  aeatt«r'(l  birds  that  faintly  sing. 

The  reliques  of  the  vernal  quire! 
Ye  woods  that  shed  on  a'  the  winds 

The  honours  of  tlie  ageil  year  I 
A  few  short  months,  and  glad  and  gay. 

Again  ye'll  charm  tlie  ear  and  e'e; 
But  nocht  in  all  revolving  time 

Can  gladness  bring  again  to  me. 

"I  am  a  bending  aged  tree. 

That  long  has  stood  the  wind  and  rain ; 
But  now  has  come  a  cruel  blast, 

And  my  last  hold  of  earth  is  gane  : 
Nae  leaf  o'  mine  shall  greet  tlie  spring, 

Nae  siminer  son  eialt  my  bloom ; 
But  I  maun  lie  before  the  stcrni. 

And  ithors  plant  them  in  my  room. 
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V. 

The  mother  may  forget  tie  child 

"I've  seen  aae  monj  ohangefu'  years, 

That  smiles  sae  sweetly  on  her  knee  ; 

Oa  eartli  I  am  a  stranger  growQ  ; 

Bat  I'll  remember  thee,  Glencairc, 

1  wander  in  the  ways  of  men, 

And  a'  that  thou  hast  done  for  me !" 

Alike  unknowing  and  unknown: 

Unheard,  unpiHed,  unrelieved, 
I  bear  alane  my  lado  o'  care, 

For  silent,  low,  on  beds  of  dust. 

Lie  a'  that  would  my  sorrows  shore. 

CXXV. 

YI. 

LINES 

"  And  last  [the  sum  of  a'  my  griefs  !) 

My  noble  master  lies  in  clay  ; 

SENT  TO 

The  flow'c  amaug  our  barons  bold, 

SIB   JOHN   WHITEFOOED,    BART., 

His  country's  prida  1  hifl  country's  stay- 

OF     WHITESOOBB. 

in  weary  being  now  I  pine, 

For  a'  the  life  of  life  is  dead, 

And  hope  has  left  my  aged  ken. 

[Sir  John  Whilefoocd,  a  name  of  old    sWnding  in 

On  forward  wing  for  ever  fled. 

"Awake  thy  last  sad  voice,  my  harp ! 

Taon,  who  thy  honour  as  tiiy  God  rever'st. 

The  voice  of  woe  and  wild  despair ; 

Awake  !  resound  thy  latest  lay- 

fear' St, 

Then  sleep  in  eilcnce  evcrmair  I 

To  thee  this  votive  otferiiig  I  Impart, 

And  thou,  my  last,  best,  only  friend, 

The  tearful  tribute  of  a  broken  heart. 

That  fiUest  an  untimely  tomb. 

The  friend  thou  valuedst,  I,  the  patron,  Jov'd ; 

Aceept  this  tribute  from  the  hard     [gloom. 

His  worth,  his  honour,  all  the  world  approv'd, 

Though  brought  from  fortune's  miikest 

We'll  mourn  till  we  too  go  as  he  has  gone. 

And  tread  the  dreary  path  to  that  dark  world 

Ylll. 

unknown. 

"  In  poverty's  low  barren  vale 

Thick  miats,  obscure,  invoiv'd  me  round ; 

Though  oft  I  turn'd  the  wistful  eye. 

Nae  ray  of  fame  was  to  be  found  : 

Thou  found'st  me,  like  the  morning  sun, 

That  melts  the  fogs  in  limpid  air, 

CXXVi. 

The  friendless  bard  and  rustic  song 

ADDEESS 

Became  alike  thy  fostering  care. 

TO 

IX. 

THE   SHADE   OF   THOMSON, 

"  0  !  why  has  worth  so  short  a  date  ? 

ON  CROWNlSa  HIS  BUST  *T  EDI..U  WITH  B»Y.. 

While  villains  ripen  gray  willi  time; 

Must  thon,  the  noble,  gen'rous,  great, 

Fall  in  bold  manhood's  hardy  prime  1 

on  Edniini  Hill,  od  tlis  Wil  of  Septenit  er :  for  wliicli  da|r 

Why  did  I  live  to  see  that  day? 

perhaps  hiH  muM  mny  inspirs  an  ode  suited  to  (he  oces- 

A  day  to  me  so  full  of  woe  !— 
0  had  I  met  the  mortal  shaft 

Bion.    SnppoEeMr,  Burns  ahould,  laaving  the  Nilh,E(i 
poini"  from  his  farm,  and,  wfinderiiig  elung  the  pastoral 

Which  laid  my  benefactor  low. 

banks  ofThorason'o  pore  pnrentMream,  catch  inspiratioo 

X. 

"  The  bridegroom  may  forget  the  bride 

give  hiia  a  hsortj'  welcome,  snd  try  lo  llghl  his  lamp  at 

Was  made  his  wedded  wife  yoatreea ; 

(tie  pure  Home  of  native  genius,  upon  the  altur  of  Cale- 

The  monarch  may  forget  the  crown 

dnnidn  yirtne."    Such  wae  Ihe  invilalioB  of  Ihe  Earl  of 
Baclian  lo  Burns.    To  reqaesl  the  poet  to  lay  down  bif 

That  on  his  head  an  hour  has  been  ; 
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IB  in  Scotland, 
coionatioa  of 


ThoprogrsBBofHie 


While  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flooil, 
Unfoliia  her  tender  mantle  green. 

Or  pranks  tie  sod  in  frolic  mood, 
Or  tunes  ^olian  strains  betncen ; 

While  Summer,  with  a  matron  grace, 
Retreats  to  Drjbargh'a  cooling  shade, 

Tet  oft,  delighted,  stops  to  trace 
Tiia  progress  of  the  spikj  blade  r 

While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind, 
By  Tweed  erects  his  aged  head, 

And  sees,  with  self- approving  mind, 
Each  creature  on  his  bounty  fed: 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 

The  hills  whence  classic  Yarrow  Sows, 

Rousing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar, 
Or  sweeping,  wild,  a  waste  of  snows: 

So  long,  sweet  Poet  of  the  year  ! 

Shall  bloom  thatwreath  thou  well  hast  wo 
While  Scotia,  with  eiulting  tear. 

Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  son. 


ROBERT   GRAHAM,   ESQ., 


M,] 


Late  crippl'd  of  ai 

About  to  beg  a  pass  for  leave  to  beg: 

Dull,  listless,  tcas'd,  dejected,  and  deprest, 

(Nature  is  adverse  to  a  cripple's  rest ;) 

Will  generoufl  Graham  list  to  his  Poet's  wail  I 

(ItBoothea  poor  misery,  hearkening  to  her  tale,) 

And  hear  him  curse  the  liglit  he  first  survey'd, 

And  doubly  curse  the  luckless  rhyming  trade  ! 

Thon,  Nature,  partial  Nature!  I  arraign; 
Of  thy  caprice  maternal  I  complain  : 
The  lion  and  the  bull  thy  care  have  found, 
Oue  shakes  the   forests,  and   one   spurns  the 

ground : 

Thou  giv'st  the  ass  bis  hide,  the  enail  hia  shell, 
Th'  envenora'd  wasp,  victorious,  guards  his  cell ; 
Thy  minions,  kings,  defend,  control,  devour 
In  all  th'  omnipotence  of  rule  and  power; 
Foscs  and  statesmen,  subtile  wiles  insure  ; 
The  cit  and  polecat  stink,  and  are  secure ; 
Toads  with  their  poison,  doctors  with  their  drag. 
The  priest  and  hedgehog  in  their  robes   e 


mg; 


arlik. 


has  her  w 
Her  tongue  and  eyes,  her  dreaded  spear  and 

darts ; — 
But,  oh !  thou  bitter  stepmother  and  hard. 
To  thy  poor  fenceless,  naked  child — the  Bard  ! 
A  thing  unteachable  in  world's  skill. 
And  half  an  idiot  too,  more  helpless  still ; 
No  heels  to  bear  him  from  the  op'ning  dun; 
No  claws  to  dig,  hia  hat«d  sight  to  shun ; 
No  horns,  but  those  by  luckless  Hymen  worn. 
And  those,  alas  !  not  Amalthca's  horn: 
No  nerves  olfaet'ry.  Mammon's  trusty  our, 
Clad  in  rich  dullness'  comfortahlc  fur; — 
In  naked  feeling,  and  ia  aching  pride. 
He  bears  the  unbroken  blast  from  every  side . 
Vampyre  booksellers  drain  him  to  the  heart, 
And  scorpion  critics  cureless  venom  dart. 

Critics !— appall' d  I  venture  on  the  name. 
Those  out-throat  bandits  in  the  paths  of  fame . 
Bloody  dissectors,  worse  than  ten  Monroes! 
He  hacks  to  teach,  they  mangle  to  expose. 

His  heart  by  canseless  wanton  malice  wrung. 
By  blockheads'  daring  into  madness  stung; 
His  wellrwon  bays,  than  life  itself  more  dear. 
By  miscreants  torn,  who  ne'er  one  sprig  muBl 
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'oil'd,  bleeding,  tortur'd,  in  the  unequal  strife, 
Tho  hapless  paet  flounders  on  through  life; 
TO!,  fled  eiLch  hope  tJiat  once  bis  besom  fir'd. 
And  €ed  each  muse  that  glorious  once  inepir'd, 
ow  sunk  in  squalid,  unprotected  age, 
ead,  even  resentment,  for  his  icjur'd  page, 
e  heeds  or  feels  no  more  the  ruthless  critic's 

5,  bj  soma  hedge,  the  gen'roua  steed  deceaa'd, 
For  half-starv'd  snarling  cura  a  dainty  feast; 
By  toil  and  famine  nore  to  shin  and  bone, 
s  senseless  of  each  tugging  hitch's  son. 

0  dullnesB !  portion  of  the  truly  blest  I 
Calm  aholter'd  haien  of  eternal  rest  I 

Thy  sons  ne'er  madden  in  the  fierce  extremes 
Of  fortune's  polar  frost,  or  torrid  beams, 
uantling  high  she  fills  the  golden  cup, 
Witli  sober  selfish  ease  they  sip  it  up ; 
CoDsoious  the  bounteous  meed  they  well  de- 

They  only  wonder  "  some  folks"  do  not  starve. 
The  grave  sage  hern  thus  easy  picks  his  frog. 
And  tiiinks  the  mallard  a  sad  worthless  dog. 
en  disappointment  snaps  the  clue  of  hope. 
And  thro'  disastrooa  night  they  darkling  grope. 
With  deaf  endurance  slug^shly  they  bear, 
And  just  conclude  that  "fools  are  fortune's 

3o,  heavy,  passive  to  the  tempest's  shocks, 
Strong  ou  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid  ox. 

so  the  idle  muses'  mad-cap  train. 
Not  such   the  workings  of  their  moon-struck 

In  equanimity  they  never  dwell, 

By  turns  In  soaring  heav'n  or  vaulted  hell 

1  i    ad  thee,  fate,  relentless  and  severe, 
W  th  all  a  poet's,  husband's,  father's  fcarl 

1      ne  strong  hold  of  hope  is  lost, 
II    IT     the  truly  noble,  lies  in  dust ; 
(Fl  d  1  ke  tlie  sun  eolips'd  as  noon  appears, 
ndlft    s  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears:) 
he     my  ardent,  grateful,  selfish  pray'r '. — 
Fintray,  my  other  stay,  long  hless  and  spare ! 
Thro'  a  long  life  liis  hopes  and  wishes  crown ; 
And  bright  in  cloudless  skies  his  sun  go  down  I 
May  bliss  domestic  smooth  his  private  path ; 
Olve  energy  to  life  ;  and  soothe  his  latest  breath, 
With  many  a  filial  t«ar  circling  the  bed  of  death! 


ROBERT   GRAHAM,   ESQ., 


I  GALL  no  goddess  to  inspire  mj  strains, 
A  fabled  muse  may  suit  a  bard  that  feigns ; 
rriend  of  my  life !  my  ardent  spirit  bums, 
And  all  the  tribute  of  my  heart  returns. 
For  boons  accorded,  goodness  ever  new, 
The  gift  still  dearer,  as  the  giver,  you. 

Thou  orb  of  day  I  thou  other  paler  light ! 
And  all  ye  many  sparkling  stars  of  night ; 
If  aught  that  giver  from  my  mind  efface  ; 
If  I  that  giver's  bounty  e'er  disgrace  ; 

a  roll  to  me,  along  your  wandering  spher 
Only  tc  number  out  a  villain's  years ! 


A   VISION, 
in  or  Liberty  dSECeadsd  on 


I  or  the  I 


a.] 


As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower. 

Where  the  wa' -flower  scents  the  dewy  air. 
Where  th'  howlet  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower 

And  tolls  the  midnight  moon  her  care ; 

The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still. 
The  stars  they  shot  along  the  sky ; 

The  foi  was  howling  on  the  hill, 
And  the  distant  echoing  glena  reply. 
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The  Btream,  adowu  its  liaz«lly  path. 
Was  rushing  bj  the  ruia'd  wa'a. 

Hasting  to  join  the  Sweeping  Kith,' 
Whose  distant  roaring  swells  and  fa's. 


The  oauld  blae  north  w 

Her  lights,  wi'  hissin 
Athort  the  lift  they  start  and  shift, 

Litre  fortune's  favours,  tint  as  wii 


ing  forth 


By  heedless  eh  one  i 
And,  by  the  mot 


1,  shook  v. 
a  and  stain  i 
Attir'd  as  minstrels  wont  to  be.^ 


Hud  1  a  statue  been  o'  etane, 
His  darin'  look  had  daunted  me; 

And  on  his  bonnet  gr^'d  was  plain. 
The  saered  posy — 'Libertie!' 

And  frae  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flow, 

Might  rous'd  the  slumb'ring  dea4  to  hear; 

But,  oh !  it  was  a  tale  of  woe, 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear. 

He  sang  wi'  Joy  tho  former  day, 
He  weeping  wail'd  his  latter  times  ; 

But  what  lie  said  it  was  nae  play, — 
I  winna  TOntur't  in  my  rhymes. 


JOHS  MAXWELL  OF  TEREAUGHTY, 
[John  Muwell  of  Torniiighly  and  MunatiBS,  to  whp^ 


mrrivod  the  poet  [wont>-  yoncs,] 
Heaith  to  the  Maiwell's  Tet'ran  chief! 
Health,  ay  nnsonr'd  by  care  or  grief; 
Inspir'd,  I  tum'd  Fate's  sybil  leaf 

This  natal  morn ; 
I  see  thy  life  is  stuff  o'  pricf, 

Scarce  quite  half  wo 

This  day  thou  metes  three  score  eleven. 
And  I  can  tell  that  bounteouB  Heaven 
(The  second  siglit,  ye  ken.  is  given 

To  ilka  Poet) 
On  thee  a  tack  o'  seven  times  seven 

Will  yet  hestow  it. 

If  envious  buckles  view  wi'  sorrow 

Thy  lengtlien'd  days  on  this  blest  morron 

May  desolation's  lang  teeth'd  harrow. 

Nine  miles  an  hour, 
Kake  tliem  like  Sodom  and  Gomorrah, 

In  brunstane 


But  for  thy  friAds,  and  they  are 
Baith  honest  men  and  lasses  bon 
May  coutJiie  fortune,  kind  and  c 


Pareweel,  auld  birkie !  Lord  be  near  ye, 
And  then  the  Doil  he  daur  na  steer  ye ; 
Your  friends  ay  love,  your  faes  ay  fear  ye ; 
For  me,  shame  fa'  mc. 
If  neist  my  heart  I  dinna  wear  ye 

While  BuBNs  they  ca'  me 
Dvmfna,  18  Ftb.  1792. 


CXXXI. 

THE   RIGHTS   OF   WOMAN. 


[MisH  FoDtenelJo  wag  ons  of  [he  actreeMS  whom  Wll. 
omson,  the  m-inriger,  Urriught  for  several  eeaeona  to 
Dumfries ;  she  wss  young  aed  pretty,  indulsed  in  tittle 
levitiesurepeerh.aol)  ratnnur  abided,  perhiips  in.il  jciou  el  y, 
levilifls  of  action.  1l\e  Rigfite  of  Mun  ha,\  been  ndvo- 
I  onleii  by-  Paine,  llie  Biglils  of  Wmoan  by  Mury  Wol- 
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CXXXII. 
MONODY 


While  Europe's  eye  is  fix'd  on  mighty  tliingi 
The  fiito  of  empires  aad  the  fall  of  kinga  ; 
While  quacks  of  state  must  oauh  produce 
plan, 
1  even  children  lisp  the  Riglits  of  Man ; 
Amid  this  mighty  fuss  just  let  me  mention, 
The  Riglits  of  Woman  merit  some  attention. 


First  on  the  seses'  interm 

t  sacred  Right  of  Womau  is  protection. 

;  tender  flower  that  lifts  its  head,  elate. 
Helpless,  must  fall  before  the  blasts  of  fate. 
Sunk  on  the  earth,  defao'd  its  lovely  form, 
Unless  your  shelter  ward  th'  impending  storm. 

■second  Eight — but  needless  here  is  caution. 
To  keep  that  right  inviolate's  the  fashion, 

ih  man  of  sense  has  it  so  full  before  him. 
He'd  die  before  he'd  wrong  it?— 'tis  decorum. — 

>re  was,  indeed,  in  far  less  polisli'd  days, 

time,  when  rough,  rude  man  had  naughty 

Would  swagger,  swear,  get  drunk,  kick  up  a  riot, 
Nay,  even  tbas  ioTade  a  lady's  quiet. 

Now,  thank  our  stars!  these  Gothic  times  are  fled; 
Now,  well-bred  men  — and  you  aro  all  well- 
Most  justly  thick  (and  we  are  much  tho  gainers) 
Such  conduct  neither  spirit,  wit,  nor  manners. 

Tor  Eight  the  third,  our  last,  our  best,  ou 

dearest, 

Thatright  to  flutteringfemalehearta  the  nearest 
Which  even  the  Rights  of  Kings  in  low  pros 

tratiOQ 

Mosthumhly  own — 'tis  dear,  dear  admiration  I 
In  tiiat  blest  sphere  alone  we  live  and  move  ; 
There  taste  that  life  of  life— immortal  love.— 
Smiles,  glances,  sighs,  tears,  fits,  flirtations,  aira, 
'Gainst  such  an  host  what  flinty  saTago  dares — 
Wlien  awful  Beauty  joins  with  all  her  chi 
Who  is  so  rash  as  rise  iu  rebel  arms  ? 


[The  lieriine  of 
of  Woodieigh  Pari 
wit,  and  BOineihiiig 


How  cold  is  that  bosom  which  folly  once  fired. 
How  pale  is  that  cheek  where  thorcage  lately 
glisten-d ! 
How  silent  that  tongue  which  the  echoes  oft 

How  dull  is  that  ear  which  to  flattery  so  lid- 


But  truce  with  Idngs  and 
With  bloody  armaments 
Let  majesty  your  first 


wthc. 


If  sorrow  and  anguish  their  exit  await, 

From  friendship   and   dearest   affection  re- 
How  doubly  severer,  Maria,  thy  fate, 
Thou  diest  unwept  as  thou  livedst  unlov'd 

liOvea,  Graces,  and  Virtues,  I  call  not  on  you; 

So  shy,  grave,  and  distant,  ye  shed  not  a  tear: 
Bat  come,  all  ye  offspring  of  Folly  so  true. 

And  flowers  let  us  cull  for  Maria's  cold  bier. 

We'll  search  through  the  garden  for  each  wily 

flower. 

We'll  roam  through  the  forest  for  each  idle 

But  chiefly  the  nettle,  so  typical,  shower, 
Tor  none  e'er  approaoh'd  her  but  rued  tha 


Here  Vanity  strums  on  her  idiot  lyre; 
There  keen  indignation  shall  dart  on  her  prey. 
Which  spurning  Contempt  shall  redeem  from 


THE   EPITAPH, 
He  e  be"  now  a  prey  to  insulting  neglect, 

What  once  was  a  butterfly,  gay  in  life's  beam : 
Want  0  ly  of  wisdom  denied  her  respect, 

W  int  only  of  goodness  denied  her  esteem 
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S0PU8   TO   MARIA. 


"  Slill  mBtchJeaa  Igngus  that  conquers  aU  reply."] 

Fboii  those  drear  aolitudes  and  frowsy  cells, 
Where  infamy  with  sad  repentance  dwells  ; 
Where  turnfeeys  make  the  jealous  portal  fast, 
And  deal  from  iron  hands  the  spare  repast ; 
Where  truant  'prentices,  yet  young  in  sin. 
Blush  at  the  curious  stranger  peeping  in; 
Where  strumpets,  relics  of  the  drunken  roar, 
Besolre  to  drink,  nay,  half  to  whore,  no  more ; 
Where  tiny  thieves  not  destin'd  yet  to  swing. 
Beat  hemp  for  others,  riper  for  the  string  .- 
From  these  dire  scenes  ray  wretched  lines  I  date, 
To  tell  Maria  her  Esopus'  fate. 

"  Alas !  I  feel  I  am  do  aetor  here !" 

'Tis  real  hangmen,  real  Scourges  bear ! 

Prepare,  Maria,  for  a  horrid  tale 

Will  turn  thy  very  rouge  to  deadly  pale ; 

Will  make  thy  hair,  tho'  erst  from  gipsy  polled. 

By  barber  woven,  and  by  barber  sold. 

Though  twisted  smooth  with  Harry's  nicest  care. 

Like  hoary  bristles  to  erect  and  stare. 

The  hero  of  the  mimic  ecene,  no  more 

I  start  in  Hamlel,  in  Othello  roar ; 

Or  haughty  CMoftain,  'mid  the  din  of  arms, 

In  Highland  bonnet  woo  Malvina's  charms  ; 

While  sans  culottes  stoop  up  the  mountain  high, 

And  steal  from  mo  Maria's  prying  eye. 

Blest  Highland  bonnet  I      Once  my  proudest 

Now  prouder  still,  Maria's  temples  press. 
1  see  her  wave  thy  towering  plumes  afar. 
And  call  each  eoioomb  to  the  wordy  war. 
I  see  her  face  the  first  of  Ireland's  sons,' 
And  even  out-Irish  his  Uibemian  bronze; 
The  crafty  colonel"  leaves  the  tartan'd  lines, 
For  other  wars,  where  he  a  hero  shines ; 


The  hopeful  youth,  in  Scottish  senate  bred. 
Who  owns  a  Buahby's  heart  without  the  head  ; 
Comes,  'mid  a  String  of  coioombs  to  display 
That  veni,  vidi,  vici,  ia  hia  way; 
The  shrinking  bard  adown  the  alley  skulks. 
And   dreads  a  meeting  worse  than  Woolwich 

bulks ; 
Though  tliere,  his  heresies  in  church  and  state 
Might  well  award  him  Mulr  and  Palmer's  fate: 
Still  she  undaunted  reels  and  rattles  on. 
And  dares  tlie  public  like  a  noontide  sun, 
(What  scandal  calVd  Maria's  jauty  stagger 
The  ricket  reeling  of  a  crooked  swagger. 
Whose  spleen  e'en  worse  than  Burns'  venom  when 
He  dips  in  gall  unmix'd  his  eager  pen, — 
And  pours  his  vengeance  in  the  burning  line. 
Who  ehristen'd  thus  Maria's  lyre  divine  ; 
The  idiot  strum  of  vanity  bemused. 
And  oven  th'  abuse  of  poesy  abused! 
Who  call'd  her  verse,  a  pariah  workhouse  made 
For  motley  foundling  fancies,  stolen  or  stray'd?) 

A  workhouse  !  ah,  that  sound  awakes  my  woes, 
And  pillowa  on  the  thorn  my  raek'd  repose  ! 
In  durance  vile  here  must  I  wake  and  weep, 
And  all  my  frowsy  couch  in  sorrow  steep  ; 
Thatstravf  where  many  a  rogue  has  lain  of  yore. 
And  vermin'd  gipsies  litter' d  heretofore. 

Why,   Lonsdale,  thus   thy  wrath   ou  vagranta 

Must  earth  no  rascal  save  thyself  endure ! 
Must  thou  alone  in  guLLt  immortal  swell. 
And  make  a  vast  monopoly  of  hell  ? 
Thou  know'st,  the  virtues  cannot  hate  thee  worse, 
must  they  club  their  curse? 


Orni 


tiny  SI 


0  others  fall. 


Because  thy  guilt's  auprcme  enough  for  all! 

Maria,  send  mc  too  thy  griefs  and  oarea  ; 
In  all  of  thee  sure  thy  Esopus  shares. 
As  thou  at  all  mankind  the  flag  unfurls. 
Who  on  my  fair  one  satire's  vengeance  Jinrlsl 
Who  calla  thee,  pert,  alTected,  vain  coquette, 
A  wit  in  folly,  and  a  fool  in  wit  1 
Who  says,  that  fool  alone  is  not  tliy  due. 
And  quotes  thy  treacheries  to  prove  it  true! 
Our  force  united  on  thy  foes  we'll  turn. 
And  dare  the  war  with  all  of  woman  born ; 
For  who  can  write  and  Speak  as  thou  and  I ! 
My  periods  that  deciphering  defy, 
And  thy  still  matchless  tongue  that  conquers  all 
reply. 

2  Col.  Maeduunll. 
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CXXXIV. 

POEM 

ON  PASTORAL   POETRY. 

{Tbough  Gilbert  BurDG  Eoys  Uiere  is  soma  dou 
this  Pnom  beinj  by  his  brolher.  aoi  though  KobBrt  C 

bf  Uie  Ayrshire  Bard,"  1  must  priat  it  sb  his,  for  ] 
nodoulitonlheHiibjecl.    It  wob  found  nmoagthei 

fourth,  and  the  concludiug  veiMS  benr  the  Bums'  b 


imbles  the  c 


afthawreo.] 


HAiTiPoesie!  thou  Njmpli  reserr'd! 

In  chase  o'  theo,  what  crowds  hac  Bwerv'd 

JPrae  common  sense,  or  sunk  enerv'd 

'Mang  heaps  o'  clayers  ; 
And  ooh  !  o'er  aft  tlij  joes  hae  atary'd 

Mid  a'  thy  favours  I 

Sny,  Lassie,  why  thy  train  amang. 
While  loud  the  trump's  heroic  clang. 
And  sock  or  buskin  skelp  alang. 

To  death  or  marriage ; 
Scacoe  ane  has  tried  tlie  shepherd-sang 

But  Tti'  miacatriage  ! 

Iq  Homer's  craft  Jock  Milton  arires; 
Eschjlns'  pen  Will  Sbakspeare  driTes; 
Wee  Pope,  tlie  knurlin,  'till  him  riTeS 

Horatiaa  fame ; 
In  thy  sweet  sang,  Barbauld,  survives 

Even  Sappho's  fiame. 

But  thee,  Theocritus,  wha  matches! 
They're  no  herd's  ballats,  Maro's  catches ; 
Squire  Pope  but  busks  his  skiuklin  patches 

0'  heathen  tatters ; 
J  pasa  by  huuders,  nameless  wretches. 

That  ape  their  betters. 

In  thia  braw  age  o'  wit  and  lear, 
Will  nane  the  Shepherd's  whistle  mair 
Blaw  sweetly  in  ita  native  air 

And  rural  grace; 
And  wi'  the  far-fam'd  Grecian  share 

A  rival  place  ? 

fes!  there  is  ane;  a  Scottish  oallan — 
There's  ane  ;  come  forrit,  honest  Allan  1 
Thou  need  ua  j  onk  bebint  the  hallan, 

A  ehiel  sae  clever; 
The  teeth  o'  time  maj  gnaw  Tantallan, 

But  thou's  for  ever  [ 


Thoa  paints  auld  nature  to  the  nines, 

In  thy  sweet  Caledonian  lines  ; 

Kae  gowden  stream  thro'  myrtles  twines, 

Where  Philomel, 
While  nightly  breezes  sweep  the  vines, 

Hergriefs  will  telll 

In  gowany  glens  thy  burnie  strays. 
Where  bonnie  lasses  bleach  their  claes  ; 
Or  trots  by  hazelly  shaws  and  braes, 

Wi'  hawthorns  gray. 
Where  hlaokbitds  join  the  shepherd's  lays 

At  close  o'  day. 

Thy  rural  loves  are  nature's  sel' ; 
Nae  bombast  spates  o'  nonseuse  swell ; 
Hae  snap  conceits,  but  that  sweet  spell 

0'  witchin'  love: 
That  charm  that  can  the  strongest  quell, 

The  sternest  move. 


cxxxv. 

SONNET, 


id-for  s 


a  fori 


nan.] 


SiKO  on,  sweet  thrush,  upon  the  leafless  bough. 
Sing  on,  sweet  bird,  I  listen  to  thy  strain : 
See,  aged  Winter,  'mid  his  surly  reign, 

At  thy  lljthe  carol  clears  Ms  furrow'd  brow. 

So,  in  lone  Poverty's  dominion  drear. 

Sits  meek  Content  with  light  unanxious  heart. 
Welcomes  the  rapid  moments,  bids  them  part. 

Nor  aaks  if  they  bring  aught  to  hope  or  fear. 

I  thank  Thee,  Author  of  this  opening  day  1 
Thou  whose  bright  sun  now  gilds  yon  orient 

Riches  denied,  Thy  boon  was  purer  joys, 
What  wealth  could  never  give  nor  take  away. 

yet  come,  fhou  child  of  poverty  and  care. 
The  mite  high  Heaven  hestow'd,  that  mite  with 
thee  I'll  share. 
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CXXXTI. 
SONNET, 

DEATH  OF  ROBERT  RIDDEL,  ESQ. 


ltd  bis  own  fLiture  fori 
ofhope.  Ridilel  united  nil  t 


se  who  indulge  Id 
Imt  the  rustics  of 
iwine-troughs,"  la 


What  liaye  I  done  of  ail  the  jear, 
To  bciir  tbia  hateii  doom  severe  J 
My  oiaerleas  suns  no  pleasure  know; 
Night's  horrid  car  drags,  dreary,  slowi 
My  dismal  months  no  jcjs  are  erowuing. 
But  Epleeay  English,  hanging,  drowning. 

Now,  Jove,  for  once  be  mighty  civil. 
To  couuterhalauco  all  this  evil; 
dive  me,  and  I've  no  more  to  eay. 
Give  me  Maria's  natal  day  [ 
That  brilliant  gift  shall  so  enrich  me, 
Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  cannot  match  m 
'Tis  done !  says  Jove  ;  so  enila  mj  stcry. 
And  Winter  once  rejoic'd  in  glory. 


No  more,  ye  warblers  of  the  wood— no  mor 
Nor  pour  your  descant,  grating,  on  my  so 
Thoa  young-eyed  Spring,  gay  in  thy  verdant 

More  welcomo  were  to  me  grim  Winter's  wildest 


CXXSVIII. 
LIBERTY. 


How  can  ye  charm,  ye  flow'rs,  with  all  your  dyes? 
Ye  blow  upon  the  sod  tfiat  wraps  my  friend : 
How  can  I  to  tlie  tuneful  strain  attend? 

That  strain  flows  round  tli'  nntimely  tomb  where 
Eiddel  lies. 


Yes,  ponr,  ye  warblers,  pour  the  ni 
And  soothe  tlie  Virtues  weeping  ■ 
The  Man  of  Wortli,  v 


■sofwi 


it  left  his  peer, 
r  darkly  low. 

Theo,  Spring,  again  witli  joy  shall  others  greet, 
m'rj  of  mj  loss  will  only  meet. 


IMPROMPTU, 

OH   MRS.   R— 'S   BIRTHDAY. 

[By  CDtnpliinsnls  such  as  llieso  linsa  coqlain.  But 


Old  Winter,  with  his  frosty  beard. 
Thus  onco  to  Jove  liis  prayer  preferr'd,— 


linston  and  F 


iiklin.] 


Thee,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among. 
Thee,  fam'd  for  martial  deed  and  sacred  sonf 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes ; 
Where  is  that  soul  of  freedom  fled? 
Immingied  with  the  mighty  dead  ! 

Beneath  the  hallow'd  turf  where  Wallace  lli 
Hear  it  not,  Wallace,  in  thy  bed  of  death ! 

Ye  babbling  winds,  in  silenee  sweep; 

Disturb  not  je  the  hero's  sleep, 
Nor  give  the  coward  secret  hreath. 

Is  this  the  power  in  freedom's  war. 

That  wont  lo  bid  the  battle  raget 
Behold  that  eye  which  shot  immortal  hate. 

Crushing  the  despot's  proudest  bearing ! 


VERSES 
TO  A  YOUNG   LADY. 
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BurnsJ 

Heke,  where  tte  Soottisb  muse  immortal  lives 

Id  eacreil  strains  and  tuneful  uamb Bra  join' 
Accept  the  gift ; — tho'  humble  he  nho  gires, 

Rich  is  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  mind. 

So  may  no  ru£6an  feeling  in  tlij  breast, 
Discordant  jar  thy  boscm-chorda  among; 

But  peace  attune  thy  gentle  soul  to  rest, 
Or  love  ecstatic  wake  his  aeraph  song. 


He 


next  the  title  following  close  behind, 
)  tlie  nauLBless,  ghastly  wretch  assign'd. 


Or  pity's  notes  in  lumry  of  tears, 
As  modest  want  the  tale  of  woe 

While  oonseious  virtue  all  the  strai 
And  heaven-born  piety  her  sancti 

eveala ; 
a  endeaT 

OZL. 

THE  VOWELS. 

The  cobweb'd  gotliic  dome  resounded  Y ! 
In  sullen  vengeance,  T,  diadain'd  reply  : 
The  pedant  swung  his  felon  cudgel  round. 
And  knoclt'd  the  groaning  vowel  to  the  ground ! 

In  ruefu!  apprehension  enter'd  0, 

wailing  minstrel  of  despairing  woe  ; 
Th'  Inquisitor  of  Spain  the  most  expert 
MightthereliavelearntQewmjEteriesof  hisart; 
So  grim,  deform'd,  witli  horrors  entering  V, 
is  dearest  friend  and  brotlier  scarcely  knew  I 

As  trembling  U  stood  staring  all  aghast, 
The  pedant  in  his  left  hand  clutched  him  fast. 
In  helpless  infants'  tears  he  dipp'd  his  right, 
Baplii'd  him  eu,  and  kicli'd  him  from  his  sight. 


VERSES 
TO  JOHN   EANKINE. 


'TwAS  where  the  birch  and  sounding  thong  s 

plj'd, 
The  noisy  domicile  of  pedant  pride  ; 
Where  ignorance  her  darkening  vapour  throws. 
And  cruelty  directs  the  thickening  blows  ] 
Upon  a  time,  Sir  Abece  the  great, 
In  all  his  pedagogic  poivers  elate. 
His  awful  chair  of  state  resolves  to  mount. 
And  call  the  trembling  vowels  to  account. — 

First  enter'd  A,  a  grave,  broad,  solemn  wight, 
But,  ah  !  deform'd,  dishonest  to  the  eight! 
His  twisted  head  look'd  backward  on  the  way. 
And  flagrant  from  the  scourge  he  grunted,  ai! 

Reluctant,  E  stalk'd  in;  with  piteous  taoe 
The  justling  tears  ran  down  his  honest  face  I 
That  name!  that  well-worn  name,  and  all  his 

Pale  he  surrenders  at  the  tyrant's  throno ! 
The  pedant  stifles  keen  the  Roman  sound 
Not  all  his  mongrel  djplithonga  can  compound ; 


I"] 


irch  thrangh  Cov 


Ae  day,  as  Death,  that  grusome  carl. 
Was  driving  to  the  tither  warl' 

And  mony  a  guilt-bospotted  lad  ; 
Black  gowns  of  each  denomination. 
And  thieves  of  every  rajik  and  station. 
From  him  that  wears  the  star  and  garter. 
To  him  that  wiutles  in  a  halter; 
Asham'd  himsel'  to  see  the  wretches. 
He  mutters,  glowrin'  at  the  bitches, 
"By  0 — d,  I'll  not  be  seen  behint  them, 
Kor  'mang  the  sp'ritnal  core  present  them, 
TFithout,  at  least,  ae  honest  man. 
To  grace  this  d — d  infernal  clan." 
By  Ailamhill  a  glance  he  threw, 
"L— d  G — d!"  quoth  he,  "I  have  it  now. 
There's  just  the  man  I  want,  i'  faith!" 
And  quickly  stoppit  Raukiue'a  breath. 
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cxtir. 

ON   SENSIBILITY. 


Sensibility  bow  cUarming, 

Thou,  my  friend,  canet  truly  tell : 

But  distress  with  horrors  arming. 
Thou  hast  also  known  too  well. 

Fairest  flower,  behold  the  lily, 
Blooming  ia  the  sunny  ray : 

Let  UiB  blast  sweep  o'er  the  valley, 
See  it  prostrate  on  the  clay. 

Hear  the  wood -lark  charm  the  forest 
TellLng  o'er  hia  little  joys: 

Hapless  bird  !  a  prey  tlie  surest, 
To  each  pirate  of  fie  skies. 

Dearly  bought,  the  hidden  treasure. 
Finer  fcHling  can  hestOW  ; 

Chorda  that  vibrate  sweetest  pleasuri 
Thrill  tlie  deepest  notes  of  woe. 


CXLIII. 
LINES, 


Ihs  clJiim  of  jioliticur importance,  and  ddmegtic  eque 

ize'd,  nt  wliicta  Mis.  Riddel  uTecled  la  he  esievoaal 
fended.] 

The  friend  nhom  wild  from  wisdom's  waj 
The  fumes  of  wine  infuriate  send  ; 

(Not  moony  madness  more  astray;) 
■ffho  but  deplores  that  hapless  friend  ! 


Mine  was  th'  insensale  freniled  pa: 
Ah,  why  should  I  such  sewies  on 

Scenes  so  abhorreat  to  my  heart! 
'Tia  thine  to  pity  and  forgive. 


CXLIV. 
ADDRES 


[This  I 


IS.] 


SriLI.  ansious  ta  acouro  your  partial  favour. 
And  not  less  ansious,  sure,  this  night  than  over, 
A  Prologue,  Epilogue,  or  some  auoh  matter, 
'T would  vamp  my  bill,  said  I,  if  nothing  better; 
So  sought  a  Poet,  roosted  near  the  sMea, 
Told  liim  I  came  to  feast  my  curious  ejea  ; 
Said  nothing  like  his  works  was  ever  printed ; 
And  laat,  my  Prologue-businesa  slyly  hinted  I 
"Ma'ara,  let  me  toll  you,"  quoth  mj  man  of 

"1  know  jour  bent — ^these  are  no  laughing 

Can  you — but,  Misa,  I  own  I  have  my  fears, 
Dissolve  in  pause— and  sentimental  tears ; 
With  laden  sighs,  and  solemn-rounded  a entenci 
Rouse  from  his  sluggish  slumbers,  fell  Repent- 
Faint  Vengeance  as  he  takes  his  horrid  stand, 
Waving  on  high  the  desolating  brand, 
Calling  tlie  storms  to  bear  him  o'er  a  guilty 


I  could  no  more — askance  the  creature  eyeing. 
D'ye  think,  said  I,  liis  face  was  made  foj 


ing 


;ry- 


ril  laugh,  that's  poz — cay  more,  the  world  shall 

luiow  it ; 
And  so  yoar  servant  I  gloomy  Master  Poet ! 
Firm  as  my  creed,  Sira,  'tis  my  fis'd  belief, 
That  Misery's  another  word  for  Grief; 
I  also  think— so  may  I  be  a  bride  ! 
That  so  much  laugliter,  so  inacb  life  enjoy' d. 

Still  under  bleak  Misfortune's  Masting  eye ; 
Doom'd  to  that  aoreat  task  of  man  alive— 
To  make  three  guineas  do  the  work  of  five ; 
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Laugh  in  Jliafortuae's  fiice—tte  beldam  witeh! 

Nor  with  unwilling  ear  attend 

Say,  you'll  be  merry,  tlio'  you  can't  be  rich. 

The  moralising  muse. 

Thon  other  man  of  care,  the  wretch  in  love, 

Since  thou  in  all  thy  youth  and  charms, 

Who  long  with  jildsh  arts  and  airs  hast  etroTe  ; 

Must  hid  the  world  adieu. 

Who,  as  the  bougha  all  temptingly  project. 

(A  world  'gainst  peace  in  constant  arms) 

Meaaur'st  in  desperate  thought— a  rope— thy 

Tojoiutiie  friendly  few. 

neek— 

Or,  where  the  beetling  cliff  o'erhangs  the  deep. 

Since,  thy  gay  morn  of  life  o'ereast, 

Peerost  to  meditate  the  healing  leap  ; 

Chill  came  the  tempest's  lower ; 

Wonld'st  thoa  bo  cur'cl,  thou  eillj,  moping  elf  ! 

(And  ne'er  misfortune's  eastern  blast 

Laugh  at  their  follies— laugh  e'en  at  thyself: 

Did  nip  a  fairer  flower.) 

learn  to  deapise  those  frowns  now  so  terrific. 

And  love  a  kinder— that's  your  grand  specific. 

Since  life's  gay  scenes  must  ctarm  no  more, 

Still  much  is  left  behind  ; 

To  sum  up  all,  be  merry,  I  adviae  ; 

Still  nobler  wealth  hast  thou  in  store— 

And  as  we're  merry,  may  we  still  be  wise. 

The  comforts  of  the  mind ! 

Thine  is  the  self-approving  glow. 

On  conscious  honour's  part ; 

CXLV. 

And,  dearest  gift  of  heaven  below, 

Thine  friendship's  truest  heart. 

SEEING   MISS   FONTENELLE 

The  joys  refin'd  of  sense  and  taste. 

IS  A  FAVOnRlTE  CHiEiCTEtt. 

With  every  muse  to  rove : 

And  doubly  were  tiie  poet  blest. 

[The  good  looks  nnd  [he  natural  acting  df  Miss  Fon- 
leneJle  pleasel  olhera  as  well  as  Batns.    I  know  not  lo 

Those  joys  could  he  improve. 

alludes :  Ae  was  a  faTOurite  on  the  Dumrriea  boardu,] 
Sweet  naiVetS  of  feature. 

Simple,  wild,  enchanting  elf, 

Not  to  thee,  but  thanks  to  nature, 

CXLVir. 

Thou  art  acting  but  thyself. 

POETICAL  INSCHIPTION 

Wert  thou  awkward,  stiff,  affected, 

FOn  AN  ilTAR  TO  INDErE^DENCE 

Spurning  nature,  torturing  art; 

Lores  and  graces  aJl  rejected, 

Then  indeed  tiiou'dst  act  a  part. 

Revolnlidn  to  plant  trees  of  Literty,  and  raise  altars  ta 
Independence.     Heron  of  Kerroiijhlree,  a  gentleman 

R.  B. 

widely  esteemed  io  Galloway,  was  abdnl  to  engage  in 

an  eleetidn  contest,  and  these  nohle  lines  served  the  pnr- 

dom.] 

Thou  of  an  independent  mind. 

cxLvr. 

With  aoul  resolv'd,  with  soul  resign'd ; 

TO   CHLOEIS. 

Prepar'd  Power's  proudest  frown  to  brave, 

[Chloria  was  s  Nithsdala  beauty.    Love  and  sorrow 
were  Btrdagly  mulled  in  liei  aailf  liislory :  that  she  did 

Who  wilt  not  be,  nor  have  a  slave; 

Virtue  alone  who  dost  revere, 

Thy  own  reproach  alone  dost  fear. 

SI.  arlisl,  and  admired  the  elegance  of  liet  form,  nnd  ths 

Approach  this  shrine,  and  worship  here. 

l.armopy  of  her  motion,  as  much  as  he  did  her  blooming 

'Tis  Friendship's  pledge,  ray  young,  fair  friend, 

Nor  thou  the  gift  refuse, 
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THE   HERON   BALLADS. 

[This  IB  Ibe  firsl  of  several  party  balkds  whicli  ] 
wrote  to  serve  Palrick  H«mn,  or  Kairoughtree,  in 
eleolione  (or  Ihe  Stevratuy  o{  KiikcDdbclghl,  in  m 


hero  an  matleia  of  piietrj,  9dU  1  feel  auro  that  none  will 
be  displeased,  and  some  will  smile.] 

■Whom  will  you  senj  to  London  town. 

To  Parliainent  and  a,'  that! 
Or  wlia  in  a'  the  country  round 
The  best  deserves  to  fa'  thatt 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  tiiat, 
Thro   Galloway  and  ft' that; 
Where  is  the  laird  or  belted  knight 
That  best  deserves  to  fa'  that  ? 


TVha  seea  Kcrrougli tree's  open  jett. 


And  w 


ff  that 


Wha  ever  wi'  Kerrouglitree  meefa 
And  has  ft  doulit  of  a'  that ! 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that, 
The  indepaudent  patriot. 
The  honest  man,  an'  a'  that. 


5Dho'  irit  and  worth  in  aither  Her, 
St.  Maj-j'a  lale  can  shaw  that; 
Wi'  dukes  and  loi-ds  let  Selkirk  mis. 
And  weel  does  Selkirk  fa'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  thati 
The  independent  commoner 
Shall  be  the  man  for  a'  that 


But  why  should  we  to  nobles  jouk. 


And  it 


■  that ; 


For  why,  a  lord  may  be  a  gouk, 
l!i'  ribbon,  star,  an'  a'  that. 
For  ft'  that,  an'  a'  that. 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that  1 
A  lord  may  be  a  lousy  loun. 


Wi'  ribbon. 


i'  that. 


A  beardless  hoy  eoroes  o'er  the  hills, 

Wi'  uncle's  purse  an'  a'  tiat; 
But  we'll  hae  ane  frae  'mang  oursels. 


n  jet  for  a'  that! 
A  M  be  bought  an' 


Then  let  us  drink  the  Stewartry, 

Eerrough tree's  laird,  an'  a'  that, 
Our  representative  to  he. 

For  weel  he's  worthy  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that. 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  iiat. 
A  House  of  Commons  sucli  as  1 
They  would  be  blest  that  saw  t 


CXtlX. 
THE   HERON   BALLADS. 

[In  this  ballad  the  poet  galhera  togellicr,  ofter  tho 
inner  of  "  Fy  !  lor  us  a'  lo  Uie  bridal,"  all  tlie  iBidiiig 
ictors  of  Ihe  SLewarlry,  who  befrianrtad  Her.ui,  or 


iin;ondUrf 

walhei 

lours  0 

liglllor, 

ording 

of  tliei 

nily.Bo, 

or  I: 

and  Cuillie 

awh 

or  undeasive. 

fal 

offlhoi 

iH  ralu-drops  from 

URiltl 

Ilia  have  Ion 

le,  froni 

tlievnlsa 

tlplll 

.iftraa 

.«ytothe  = 

fPriuc 

Charles  Stewa 

ufamy  tbe  family 

e  wlioli 

andwWlebew 

leoanselnw 

rjH. 

oiI*aa 

leil,  Mnrray 

off 

and  loya 

™ 

a  perl 

riniog 

hia  great-g 

^j" 

oT^w 

Ff,  let  na  a'  to  Kirkcudbright, 
For  there  will  be  bickerin'  there; 

For  Murray's'  light  horse  are  to  must 
And  0,  how  the  heroes  will  swear  I 


by  Google 


OF   EOBEET    BUIINS.                                           191 

An'  there  will  be  Mumy  commander. 

An'  there  will  be  Bulttle's*  apostle, 

And  Gordon'  tbe  battle  to  win; 

Wha's  more  o'  the  black  than  (he  blue ; 

like  brothei-B  they'll  stfind  by  each  oUior, 

An'  there  will  be  folk  from  St.  Marj's.e 

Sae  knit  in  allianeo  an'  kin. 

A  house  o'  great  merit  and  note. 

The  deil  ane  but  honours  them  highly,— 

II. 

The  (ieil  ane  will  gie  them  his  vote  i 

An'  there  will  be  black-lippit  Johnnie," 

The  tongue  o'  tie  trump  to  them  a'  ( 

vn. 

And  he  get  ua  hell  for  his  haddin' 

An'  there  will  be  wealthy  young  Richard, '= 

The  deil  gets  na  justice  aya'; 

Dame  Fortune  should  hiug  hy  the  neck; 

And  tliere  will  KempleMn's  birkie, 

For  prodigal,  thriftless,  bestowing. 

A  boy  no  sae  black  at  the  bane, 

His  merit  had  won  him  respect : 

But,  as  for  his  fine  nabob  fortune. 

An'  there  will  be  rich  brother  nabobs. 

We'll  e'en  let  the  subject  alane. 

Tho'  nabobs,  yet  men  of  the  first. 

An'  there  will  be  Collieston's"  whiskers. 

An'  there  will  bo  Wigton's  new  sheriff. 

An'  Quintin,  o'  lada  not  the  worst. 

Damo  Justice  fu'  brawlie  has  sped. 

She's  gotten  the  heart  of  a  Bushbj, 

Ytll. 

But,  Lord,  Tthafs  become  o'  the  head? 

An'  there  will  be  stamp-ofRce  Johnnie, 'a 

An'  there  will  be  Cardone^a,'  Esquire, 

Tak'  tent  how  ye  purchase  a  dram; 

Sae  mlglity  in  Cardoness'  eyes  ; 

An'  there  will  be  gay  Caesencarrie, 

A  wight  that  will  weather  dnmnation, 

An'  there  will  be  gleg  Colonel  Tain; 

For  the  devil  the  prey  will  despise. 

An'  there  will  be  trusty  Kerroughtrec.'S 

Whose  honour  waa  ever  his  law, 

IV. 

If  the  virtues  were  paok'd  in  a  parcel. 

His  worth  might  be  eample  for  a'. 

New  ohriafning  towns  far  and  near; 

Abjuring  their  democrat  doings, 

IS. 

By  Itiasiug  the  —  o'  a  peer; 

An'  can  we  forget  the  auld  m.-gor. 

An'  there  will  he  Kenmure*  sae  gen'rous. 

Wha'll  ne'er  be  forgot  in  the  Greys, 

Whose  honour  ig  proof  to  the  storm. 

Our  flatt'ry  we'll  keep  for  some  other. 

To  save  them  from  stai't  reprobation, 

11  im  ouly  'tis  justice  to  praise. 

Ho  lent  them  his  name  to  the  firm. 

An'  there  will  be  maiden  Kilkcrran, 

v. 

And  also  Barskimmiug's  gude  knight, 

An'  there  will  be  roarin'  Birtwhistie, 

But  we  winna  mention  Redcastle,' 

The  body,  e'en  let  him  escape  ! 

Wha  luckily  roars  in  the  right. 

He'd  venture  the  gallows  for  siller. 

An'  'twere  na  tbe  coat  o'  tlie  rape, 

An'  there,  frne  the  Kiddiailalo  borders, 

Sae  fam'd  for  his  gratefu'  return  ' 

Will  mingle  the  Maxwells  in  droves  ; 

The  hillle  is  gettin'  his  questions, 

Teugh  Johnnie,  staunch  Geordie,  an'  Walie, 

To  saj  in  St,  Stephen's  the  morn. 

That  grieus  for  the  fishes  an'  loaTCS ; 

An'  there  will  be  Logan  Mac  Dooall, '» 

Sculdndd'ry  an'  he  will  be  there, 

An'  there  will  be  lads  o'  the  gospel. 

An'  also  the  wild  Scot  of  Galloway, 

Muirhead,'  wba's  as  gude  as  he's  true; 

1  Gordon  ofBnlmBghie. 

sThe  Minister  of  Bnltlte. 

I  BuBlil>>',ofTinwuld-downB. 

SBorlDf  Selkirk's  fiiniily. 

SMuxwbLI,  ofCanloneSB. 

m  0«valcl,  of  AnnhnntTuive. 

•The  Douglasses,  of  Orchordlown  and  Castlc-Dooglai. 

11  Coplmid,  of  C.-llie.tnn  ood  ElockwooJ. 

iSHsron,  ofKflrmuglitreB. 

IM™tie:ul,Mliiis:erofUir 

»Col™=lMao,l^«:,ll,<,f  Logan. 
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XI 

Here's  an  honest  conscience 

Thee  hey  tlie  chaste  interest  o'  Eroughton, 

Might  a  prince  adorn; 

An'  hey  for  tbe  blessings  'twill  bring  ? 

Frae  the  downs  o'  Tinwald— a 

It  may  send  Balmagliie  to  the  Commons, 

la  Sodom  'twould  make  him  a  king; 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &o. 

An'  hey  for  the  sanotified  M j, 

Our  Innd  who  wi'  chapels  haa  etor'd; 
He  found er^ii  his  hocae  among  harlots, 

Here'3  its  stuff  and  lining, 
Cardoneea'*  head ; 

Fine  for  a  Eodger 
A'  the  wale  0'  lead. 

But  gied  the  auld  naig  to  the  Lord. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Hero's  a  little  wadset 

Buittle'a*  scrap  o'  truth. 

Pawn'd  in  a  gin-shop 

CL. 

Quenching  holy  drouth. 

THE   HERON   BALLADS. 

Buy  braw  troggio,  &D. 

[BALLAD    THIKD.] 

Here's  armorial  bearings 

Frae  the  manse  o'  Urr;' 

i»lI^lVHe™"a^"9Wwnrt"^li^''fc^^^^^ 

The  .ireat,  an  auld  crab-apple 

that  with  Gordoa.   Heron  carried  the  electioD,  but  was 

Rotten  at  the  core. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &o. 

to  haart  Uiat  it  affooled  his  health,  and  BhotlentHl  hia 

Here  is  Satan's  picture, 

.ife.] 

Like  a  biizard  gled, 

AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  SONIi. 

Pouncing  poor  Rodeaatle,' 

Tune.— '* -fiu^  broom  besoms,^* 

Sprawlin'  as  a  taed. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &o. 

WiiA  will  buy  my  troggin, 

Fine  eleetion  ware ; 

Here's  the  worth  and  wisdom 

Eroiien  tra-le  o'  Broughton, 

ColHestOn' can  boast; 

A'  in  high  repair. 

By  a  thievish  midge 

Buy  braw  troggin, 

They  had  been  nearly  lost. 

Frae  the  banks  o' Dee; 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &o. 

IVha  wants  troggin 

Let  him  come  to  me. 

Here  is  Murray's  fragmerita 

0' the  ten  commands; 

There's  a  noble  Earl's' 

Gifted  by  black  Jock' 

Fame  aniJ  high  renown 

To  get  them  aff  his  hands. 

For  an  auld  sang— 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &e. 

It's  thought  the  gudea  were  stown. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &o. 

Saw  ye  e'er  Bio  troggin? 
If  to  buy  ye're  alack. 

Homie'a  tamin'  chapman, 

Here's  the  worth  o'  Broughton' 

He'll  buy  a'  the  pack. 

In  a  needle's  ee  ; 

Buy  braw  troggin. 

Here's  a  reputation 

Frae  the  banks  o'  Dee ; 

Tint  by  Balmaghie. 

Wha  -wants  troggin 

Buy  bcavr  tcog^n,  &c. 

Let  him  come  to  roe. 

iTheEarlofOallowflS-. 

BMorehead,ofTJrr. 

lLoiiriB,orRedcaslls. 

3I)uBbby,  ofTinwald-downs, 

B  Copland,  of  Colliesi™  and  ElaokwQod. 

fl  John  Bashby,  of  Tinwald-dowm. 

Tha.MiniEtetofBuiille. 
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OF   ROBERT   BURNS. 


MB.  MITCHELL,  ( 


auffering  b. 


FuiEND  of  the  Poet,  tried  and  leal, 
Wlia,  wanting  thee,  might  beg  or  steal; 
Alalie,  Blalie,  the  meikle  dell 

Wi'  a'  hia  Tfitohes 
Are  at  it,  sltelpin'  jig  anil  reel, 

In  my  poor  pouohea! 

I  modestly  fu'  fain  wad  hint  it. 
That  one  pound  one,  I  sairiy  want  it, 
If  wi'  the  hiiiie  down  ye  sent  it. 

It  would  bo  Mnd; 
And  -while  my  heart  wi'  life-blood  dunted 

I'd  bear't  in  mind. 

So  ma;  the  auld  year  gang  out  moaning 
To  see  tie  now  come  laden,  groaning, 
Wi'  double  plenty  o'er  the  loanin 

To  thee  and  thine  ; 
Domestie  peace  and  comforts  crowning 

The  hale  design. 


POSTSCRIPT. 
Te've  heard  this  while  how  I'tb  been  lieket. 
And  hy  fell  death  was  nearly  nicliet ; 
Grim  loon!  he  got  me  by  the  feeltet, 

And  aair  me  sheak ; 
Bnt  hy  guid  luck  I  lap  a  wicket, 

And  tura'd  a  neuk. 

But  by  tLat  health,  I've  got  a  share  o'l. 
And  by  tliat  life,  I'm  promised  mair  o't, 
My  hale  and  weei  I'll  tak  a  care  o't, 

Then  farewell  folly,  hide  and  hair  o't, 
For  anoe  and  aye ! 


MISS   JESSY   LEWARS, 


Thine  be  the  tolnmes,  Jessy  fair, 
And  with  them  take  the  Poet's  prayer  ; 
That  fate  may  in  her  fairest  page. 
With  eyery  kindliest,  best  presage 
Of  future  bliss,  enrol  thy  name  ; 
With  natiTO  worth  and  spotless  fame, 
And  wakeful  eantion  still  aware 
Of  ill— but  chief,  man's  felon  snare ; 
AH  blameless  joys  on  earth  we  find, 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  mind— 
These  be  thy  guardian  and  reward; 
So  prays  thy  faithful  friend.  The  Bard. 
Jims  26,  1796. 


CLIII. 
POEM    ON    LIF£, 

COLONEL   DE    PEYSTER. 


teforli 


HI  then 


Mt  honoured  colonel,  deep  I  feel 
Tour  interest  in  the  Poet's  weal ; 
Ah  !  now  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  epeel 

The  steep  PamasBua, 
Surrounded  thus  by  bolns,  pill. 

And  potion  glasses. 

O  what  a  canty  warld  were  it. 

Would  pain  and  care  and  sickness  spare  it; 

And  fortune  fatonr  worth  and  merit. 

As  they  deserve! 
(And  aye  a  rowth,  roast  beef  and  oiaret ; 

Syne,  wha  wad  starve  II 
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Dame  Life,  tho'  fiction  out  may  trick  her, 

Poor  man,  tlic  file,  aft  bizzes  bye. 

And  in  paste  gcma  and  ftippery  deck  her; 

And  aft  as  chance  he  comes  thee  nigh. 

Oh!  flickering,  feeble,  and  unsioliOr 

Tliy  auld  daom'd  elbow  ycuks  wi'  joy. 

I've  found  her  eUII, 

And  hellish  pleasure; 

Ay  wayeriug  like  the  willow-wioker. 

Already  in  thy  fancy's  eye. 

'Tweeu  good  and  ill. 

Thy  sicker  treasure ' 

Then  that  curst  carmagnole,  auld  Satan, 

Soon  heels-o'er  gowdia!  in  he  gangs. 

WatcheB,  like  baudrons  by  a  rattan. 

And  like  a  sheep  head  on  a  tangs. 

Oor  slnfn'  saul  to  get  a  claut  on 

Thy  giming  laugh  enjoys  his  pangs 

Wi'  felon  ire ; 

And  murd'cLng  wreaUa, 

Syne,  whip  <.  his  tail  ye'll  ne'er  cast  saut  on— 

As,  dangling  in  the  wind,  he  lianga 

He's  affliie  fire. 

A  gibbct'H  tassel. 

Ah  Nick  1  ah  Nick  !  it  is  na  fair. 

But  lest  you  think  I  am  uncivil, 

Eirst  shewing  us  the  tempting  ware. 

To  plague  you  with  this  dcauntiog  drivel, 

Bright  wines  and  bonnie  lasses  rare, 

Abjuring  a' intentions  evil. 

To  put  us  daft ; 

I  quat  my  pen  ; 

Syne,  weare,  unseen,  thy  spider  snare 

The  Lord  preserve  us  frae  the  devil, 

0' hell's  damn'd  waft. 

Amen!  amen! 

EPITAPHS,  EPIGKAMS,  FRAGMENTS, 


ETC.,   ETC. 


OS    THE   AUTHOR'S  FATHER. 
[Willi 


unplBofp 


k.l 


[The  n 


ON  A   FRIEND. 


0  YE  whose  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains. 

Draw  near  with  pious  rev'renco  and  attend ! 
Here  lie  the  loving  husband's  dear  remains, 

Tha  tender  fatlier  and  the  gen'rous  frianil. 
The  pitying  heart  thatfelt  for  human  woe; 

Tho  dauntless  heart  that  feared   no  human 
The  friend  of  man,  to  yice  alone  a  foe ;    [pride  ; 

"Fotov'u  hia  failings  Ican'd  to  virtue's  side." 


Know  thou,  0  stranger  to  the  fame 
Of  tLis  much  lov'd,  much  hononr'd  name! 
{For  none  that  knew  him  need  be  told) 
A  warmer  heart  death  ne'er  made  cold. 


An  honest  man  here  lies  at  rest 
As  e'er  God  with  his  image  blest ! 
The  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  truth  ; 
Tho  friend  of  age,  and  guide  of  youth  ; 
Few  hearts  like  his,  with  virtue  warm'd. 
Few  heads  with  knowledge  so  inform'd : 
If  there's  another  world,  he  lives  in  bliss; 
If  there  is  none,  he  made  the  best  of  this. 


FOR  GAVIN   HAMILTON. 


lie  mimsler  oCMau 


The  poor  man  weeps — here  Gavin  sleeps, 
Whom  canting  wretches  blam'd; 

But  nith  such  as  ho,  wlierc'er  he  be. 
May  I  be  sav'd  or  daron'd ! 
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OH  WEE   JOHNNY. 


leroftheRiliDBt- 
tEd  the  success  of 

ining.J 


Whoe'er  thou  art,  0  reader,  know, 
That  death  has  muriler'ii  Johnny  I 

An'  here  his  body  li«3  fu'  low — 
For  saul  he  ne'er  had  ouj. 


ON  JOHN   DOVE, 


or  tbe  liq 

oiahekepl,] 

Hebe  11 

s  Johnny  Pidgeon; 

Whatw 

as  hia  religion  I 

Wha 

e'er  desires  to  ken. 

Tasom 

other  warr 

Maun  follow  the  earl, 

For  here  Johnny  Pidgeon  had 

Strong  ale  was  ablution- 

Small  b 

eer,  persecution, 

But  a  full  flowing  bowl 
Was  the  saving  his  soul. 
And  port  was  celestial  glory. 


ON  A  WAG  IN   MAUCHLINE. 


Iboii  Eleest  pawkiB  Ihiof,"  nf  ona  of  the  pool 
(pisUes^  ba  died  ia  Ihe  West  IiuJies.] 

Lament  him,  Mauchlinc  husbands  a'. 

He  aften  did  assist  ye  ; 
For  had  ye  staid  wliole  weeks  awa. 

Tour  wives  they  ne'er  had  missed  yi 
Te  Mauchline  biurns,  as  on  ye  press 

To  school  in  bands  thegithcr, 

0  tread  je  lightly  on  his  grass, — 

Perhaps  he  was  your  fatJier. 


ON  A  CELEBRATED  EXILING  ELDER. 

y  his  imperlinent  Innuiriea  iato  wliat  he  called  Ih 
lOiardolinquencioB  or  Barns.] 
Here  souter  Hood  in  death  does  sleep ; — 

To  h— 11,  if  he's  gane  thither, 

Satan,  gie  him  thy  gear  to  keep. 

He'll  haud  it  weel  theglther. 


ON   A  NOISY  POLEMIC. 


,n,] 

Below  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  hanes ; 

0  Death,  it's  my  opinion. 
Thou  ne'er  took  such  a  blethrin'  b — ch 
Into  thy  dark  d 


ON   MISS  JEAN   SCOTT. 
The  l.eroine  of  tliesa  rnmplinienUiry  Jinea  live 

Oh  !  had  each  Scot  of  ancient  limes. 
Been  Jean}'  Scott,  as  thou  art, 

The  bravest  heart  on  English  ground 
Had  yielded  like  a  coward  I 


ON  A  HENPECKED  COUNTRY  SQUIRE. 


A3  fBlier  Adam  first  was  fool'd, 
A  case  that's  still  too  common. 

Hero  lies  a  man  a  woman  rul'd, 
The  devil  rul'd  the  woman. 
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[Tbes 


XU. 

ON   THE   SAM 

BubjeQt:  he  triad  huhM 


in.] 


0  Death,  hadst  thou  but  spared  his  life, 

Whom  we  this  day  lament, 
We  freely  wad  exchnng'd  the  wife, 

And  a'  been  weel  content! 

Ev'n  as  he  is,  cauld  in  his  graff. 

The  swap  we  yet  will  do't ; 
Tahe  thou  the  carlin's  carcase  aff, 

Xhou'se  get  tiie  soul  t<i  boot. 


XIII. 
ON   THE   SAME. 


Ohb  Queen  Artemisia,  as  old  stories  tell, 
When  depriy'd  of  her  husband  she  loved  so  well, 
In  respect  for  the  love  and  affection  he'd  show'd 

She  reduo'd  him  to  dust  and  she  drank  up  the 

But   Queen  Netberplaoo,   of  a   diff'rent   com- 
plexion, 
When  oall'd  on  to  order  the  fun'ral  direction. 
Would  have  eat  her  dear  lord,  on  a  slender  pre- 


Kot  to  show  her  respect,  1 


e  the  e 


[Bi 


THE   HIGHLAND   WELCOME. 

ewell  of  the  hoapitnlitioa  of  the  Sco 


■Whbs  Death's  dark  stream  I  ferry  o 
A  time  that  surely  shall  come ; 

In  Heaven  itself  I'll  ask  no  more 
Than  just  a  Highland  welcome. 


ON  WILLIAM   SMELLIE. 
lelHe,  author  of  Iha  Plillosophy  of  History ; 


BS.I 


and  nogligi 


Sbhewd  Willie  Smellie  to  Crooballau  came. 
The  old  cock'iJ  hat,  the  gray  surtout,  the  same; 
His  bristling  board  just  rising  in  its  might, 
'Twas  four  long  nights   and   days  to  shaving 

His  uncomb'd  grizzly  locks  wild  staring,  thatch'd 
A  head  for  thought  profound  and   cJear,  im- 

matoh'd : 
Yet  tho'  his  caustic  wit  was  biting,  rude, 
His  heart  was  warm,  benevolent,  and  good. 


XVI. 
VERSES 


ebtaled  Carroo  rcnntlty.] 

We  came  na  here  to  view  your  warks 

In  hopes  to  be  mair  wise, 
But  only,  lest  we  gang  to  bell. 

It  may  be  nae  surprise  ; 

For  whan  we  tirl'd  at  your  door, 
Tour  porter  Sought  na  hear  us  ; 

Sac  may,  shou'd  we  to  hcU'a  yetts  comi 
Your  billy  Satan  sair  us  ! 


XVII. 
THE   BOOK-WORMS. 

eatea,  in  a  noble  per»oa'8  library,] 

THROtraH  and  through  the  inspir'd  leaves. 
Ye  maggots,  make  jourwindinga  ; 

But  oh  I  respect  his  lordship's  taste, 
And  spare  his  golden  bindings. 
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XVIII. 

LINES  ON  STIRLING. 

[On  risitiDg  SUiling,  Burns  v/ei  etuag  at  behc 

Hekb  Stuarts  onee  in  glory  reign'd, 

And  Jaws  for  SooUand's  -weal  ordain'd ; 

But  DOW  unroof  d  their  palace  staniJa, 

Their  sceptre's  swaj'd  by  other  handa; 

The  injured  Stuart  line  is  gone, 

A  race  outlandish  fills  their  throne  ; 

An  idiot  race,  to  honour  lost ; 

Who  linow  them  best  despise  them  most 


THE  REPROOF. 


these  words.J 

Rash  mortal,  and  elanderous  Poet,  thy  name 
Shall  no  longer  appear  in  tie  records  of  fame  ; 
Dost  not  know  that  old  Mansfield,  who  writes 

like  tlie  Bible, 
Saja  the  more  'tia  a  truli,  Sir,  tlie  more  'tis  a 

libel? 


XX. 

THE 

REPLY. 

[The  mini 

er  of  Glad 

miiir 

vrolB 

irUiig  linei 

inlimating 

isst, 

ra=  mgh  ™ 

,  and  es  a 

roplie 

sofEdinbu^hallbei; 


liair  of  ill 


!e.] 


Like  Esop's  lion.  Burns  says,  aore  I  feol 
All  others'  scorn— but  damn  that  ass's  hee 


XXI. 

LINES 


Cease,  ye  prudea,  your  enyioas  railing 
Lovely  Burns  has  charms — confess  ; 

True  it  is,  she  had  one  failing — 
Had  a.  woman  ever  less  ? 


XXII. 
EXTEMPORE  IN  THE  COURT  OF  SESSION. 


ilrnngip  colonred  wiUi  Iho  par- 
>iin(laB  had  olTendad  his  priilB, 
vanity ;  and  ae  he  fBlt  he  spoke.] 


He  eleceh'd  his  pamphlets  in  hi 
He  quoted  and  he  hinted, 

'Till  in  a  deelamation-mist 
His  argument  he  tint  it ; 

He  gaped  fop't,  lie  grap'd  for't, 
He  fand  it  was  awa,  man  ; 

He  eked  out  wi'  law,  man. 


Collected  Harry  stood  awee. 
Then  open'd  out  his  arm,  man: 

His  lordship  sat  wi'  rueful  e'e, 
And  ey'd  the  gathering  storm,  man; 

Like  nind-driv'n  hatl  it  did  assail. 

The  Bench  sae  wise  lift  up  tlieir  eyes, 
Half-waukcu'd  wi'  the  din,  man. 


ENPSCKED   HUSBAND. 


her  hnshand'i 


5S.] 


rarded  by 


CtTBa'D  Vie  the  man,  the  poorest  wretch  in  life. 
The  crouching  Tassal  to  the  tyrant  wife ! 
Who  has  no  will  but  by  her  high  permission ; 
Who  has  not  sixpence  but  in  her  possession ; 
Who  must  to  her  hia  dear  friend's  secret  t«ll ; 
Who  dreads  a  curtain  lecture  worse  than  helll 
Were  such  the  wife  had  fallen  to  my  pact, 
I'd  break  her  spirit,  or  I'd  break  her  heart; 
I'd  charm  her  with  tlie  magic  of  a  switch, 
I'd  kiss  her  maids,  and  kicli  the  perverse  b — b 
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SXIV. 

WRITTEN  AT 

INVERART 

fNesl 

pied  at  Ih 

iimof  I 

■/« 

ary,on 

accoun 

of  Ihe 

)itliern  Q 

Aigyll, 

»e  h» 

peaks  of 

chloo 

p]a« 

D  the  p. 

art  of  the 

i™tok 

of  his 

istnke 

ana  of  a 

oo 

lobe 

ootlisd 

on  the 

not  th 


td.] 


Whoe'er  he  be  that  sojourns  here, 

1  pity  much  his  case. 
Unless  he's  come  tji  wait  upon 

The  Lord  their  God,  his  Graee. 

There's  naething  here  but  Highland  pride 
And  Highland  cSiUld  and  hunger; 

If  Providence  has  sent  rae  here, 
'TwBS  Eurelj  in  hia  angor. 


ON  ELPHIKSTON'S  TRANSLATIOMS 


0  THOU,  whom  poesy  abhors, 
Whom  prose  has  turned  out  of  doora, 
Heard'at  thou  thai  groan  ?  proceed  no  further ; 
'TwaB  laureird  Martial  roaring  mnrther! 


XXVI. 

INSCRIPTION, 


DlBd,  Oct.  16, 1774. 

Ho  sculptured  marble  here,  nor  pompoua  lay, 
"No  storied  urn  nor  animated  bust;" 

XhiH  simple  stone  directs  pale  Seotia'a  way 
To  pour  her  sorrona  o'er  hor  poet's  dnst. 


XXVII. 

ON   A  SCHOOLMASTER. 

The  Willie  Michie  of  tliis  epigram  wae,  it  ii 
ioolmaeter  of  the  parish  of  Cleish,  in  FiTashi 
t  Burns  daring  h.B  first  viEil  to  Edinburgh.J 

Here  lie  Willie  Miohie's  banes ; 

0,  Satan  I  when  ye  tak'  him, 
Gi'  him  the  aohoolin'  o'  your  weans, 

For  oleTer  de'ils  he'll  mak'  them. 


xxvm. 

A   GRACE   BEFORE  DINNER. 

9t  at  a  dinner-lablB,  in  Dumfries;  lie  was  ever  read? 
contribute  llie  small  cliange  of  rhjme,  for  either  th» 


ntofai 


ly] 


0  Thou,  who  kindly  dost  provide 

For  erery  creature's  want  I 
We  bless  thee,  God  of  Nature  wide, 

For  all  thy  goodness  lent; 
And  if  it  please  thee,  Heayenlj  Guide, 

May  never  worse  bo  sent; 
But,  whether  granted  or  denied. 

Lord  bless  us  wili  content! 

Amen. 


A   GRACE  BEFORE   MEAT. 


oodleigl 


■k.] 


It  the  table  of  Mrs,  Rid. 


O  Thou  in  whom  we  Ktc  and  move, 

Who  mad'st  the  sea  and  shore. 
Thy  goodness  constantly  we  prove. 

And  grateful  would  adore. 
And  if  it  please  thee.  Power  aboTC, 

Still  grant  us  with  such  stflre. 
The  friend  WB  trugt,  the  fair  we  loTB, 

And  we  desire  no  more. 


XXX. 

ON  WAT. 

■ha  name  of  I 
unri.butiiiB 

e  object  of  this  fl.r 
atifying  curiosity,  so 

Sic  a  reptl 
Sic  a  m; 

e  was  Wat, 
creant  slave, 
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That  tlie  very  'Worms  damn'd  liim 
When  laid  in  hia  grave. 

"In  his  flesi  there's  a  fataine," 
A  starv'd  reptile  cries ; 

"An'  his  heart  is  rank  poison," 
Another  replies. 


SSXI. 

ON  CAPTAIN  FRANCIS  OKOSE. 


The  devil  got  notice  that  Grose  woa  a-djing, 
So  trhip '.    s.t  the  fiummona,   old  Satan   camt 


Bat  when  he  approach'd  where  poor  Fraccis  lay 

moaning, 
And  saw  each  bed>post  with  its  burden  a-groan- 

Astonish'dl    oonfonndeill    ory.'d   Satan,    ' 

ril  want  him,  erel  taheeuch  a  damnable  loadl" 


THE  LEAGOE  AND  COVENANT. 

pn  answer  lo  a  ffontlaman,  who  called  tho  bo 
Leagua  and  Covenant  ridiculona  and  fanatical ,] 
The  solemn  League  and  Covenant 

Cost  Scotland  blood — cost  Scotland  tea 
But  it  sealed  freedom's  sacred  cause— 
If  thou'rt  a  slave,  indnlge  thy  sneers. 


xxsv. 

WKITTEN  ON  A  PANE  OP  GLASS, 


irla,..] 
Ask  why  God  made  the  gem  bo  small. 

And  why  so  huge  the  granite  ? 
Becanse  God  meant  mankind  ahoulil  sel 

The  higher  value  on  it. 


IMPROMPTU, 
TO   MISS   AINSLIE. 


to  the  t 


«r.] 


Faib  maid,  yon  need  not  take  the  hin 

Nor  idle  tests  pursue  : — 
'Twas  guilty  sinnoca  that  he  meant. 

Not  angels  such  as  you  i 


■ortliy  of  hi 


LO.] 


Sbabchisg  Buld  wives'  barrels, 

Oah — hon  1  the  day  I 
That  elarty  barm  should  stain  my  laurels; 

But — what'll  ye  say ! 
These  movin'  things  oa'd  wives  and  weans 
Wad  move  the  very  hearts  o'  stanes! 


XXXIII. 

THE   EIRE  OP   tAMINGTON. 

[One  rough,  cold  iay,  Burns  tJslensd  Id  a  sermm 
itlle  to  his  likins;,  in  llic  kirk  of  Laminglon,  in  Cly 
dala,  lliat  ha  HR  this  protest  on  the  seat  where  he  k 
As  oauld  a,  wind  as  ever  blew. 
As  caulder  kirk,  and  in't  but  few ; 
Aa  cauld  a  minister's  e'er  spak, 
Te'se  a'  be  hot  ere  I  come  back. 


xxxvir. 
LINES   OK   MBS.   EEMBLE. 


idbyMra.Kemble'e 


aaii  ]>allietic  ac 
]t  mj  unbelief 


KBtiBLE,  thou  CI 

Of  Moses  and  liia  rod ; 
At  Tariuo's  sweet  notes  of  grief 

The  rock  with  tears  had  flow'd. 
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xxxvni. 

)   MR.    SYME. 


es,  hia 


So  more  of  your  guests,  te  they  tJtlefl  oi 
And  cook'ry  tlie  first  in  tlio  nation ; 

Who  is  proof  to  thj  persunal  c 
Is  pcoof  to  all  other  temptation 


THE   INVITATION. 

[Burns  had  a  happy  knack  in  naknowl  edging  civi 

lich  Mrs.Hyslop,  of  r.K>chtutlon,  enclosed  aninvi 
dinnerj 

The  King's  most  humble  serrant  I, 
Can  seareely  spare  a  minute  ] 

But  I  am  yours  at  dinner-time, 
Or  else  the  devil's  in  it. 


XXXIX, 
TO  MR,  SYME. 


XLIII. 
HE  CREED  OF  POVERTY. 


•y  the  I 


S  of  JO! 


e  Holy  Land, 
iffllom  John.] 


0,  HAD  tte  malt  thy  strength  of  mind, 

Or  hops  the  flavour  of  thy  wit, 
'Twere  drink  for  first  of  human  kind, 
A  gift  tlittt  e'en  for  Syme  were  fit. 
Jenualem  Tavern,  Dumfries, 


A    GRACE. 

This  Grace  was  spoken  at  Uie  table  ofRyedale,  w 
ilia  bast  cookery  was  added  the  riclieat  wine,  as 
the  raiest  wll:  Hyelup  vras  a  disdller.] 

LoED,  we  thank  and  thee  aiiore, 
For  temp'ral  gifts  we  little  merit] 

At  present  we  will  ask  no  more, 
Let  William  Hyslop  give  the  spirit. 


iwtole  "The  Creed  of  Poyerly,"] 

In  polities  if  thou  would'st  mix, 
Anil  mean  thy  fortunes  bo  ; 

Bear  this  in  mind — be  deaf  ami  blind 
Let  great  folks  hear  and  see. 


XUV. 
WRITTEN  IN  A  LADY'S  POCKET-BOOK. 

who  were  waning  in  iU  oausB,  these  llnee,  and  hundred, 
more,  sufficiently  leslify.] 

Gbant  me,  indulgent  Heav'n,  that  I  may  live 

3e  the  misereants  feel  tie  pains  they  give, 
Deal  Freedom's  sacred  treasures  free  as  air, 
Till  slave  and  despot  be  but  things  wbioh  were. 


XLI. 

INSCRIPTION  ON  A  GOBLET. 

fWrlllen  on  a  diimor-goblet  by  Hlb  hand  of  Buma 
Syme,  exusperated  at  having  liis  set  of  crystal  defaced 

Tbebe's  death  in  the  cup— sae  beware  I 
Nay,  more — there  is  danger  in  touching  ; 

But  wha  can  avoid  the  fell  snare? 

The  man  and  his  wine's  sae  bewitching  I 


XLV. 
THE  PARSON'S  LOOKS. 


iGh  bEve  lees  of  truth  than  point,] 

That  there  is  falsehood  in  his  looks 

I  must  and  will  deny ; 
They  say  their  master  is  a  knave^ 

And  sure  they  do  not  lie. 
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OF  KOBEET  BDKNS 


XLVI. 

THE 

TOAD-EATER. 

roof  wa 

of  MiiKivel 

ofTsrrau 

n-aa  of  D 

8  luid  suppe 

omliehac 
1 

ofea 

What  of  earla  with  whom  you  havo  sapt, 
And  of  dukes  tliat  jou  dined  with  yestreen  ? 

Lord  I  a,  louse.  Sir,  is  still  but  a,  louse, 
Though  it  crawl  ou  the  evirl  of  9i  queen. 


XLVn. 
ON   ROBERT   EIDDEL. 


(diamond  of  Burns.J 
To  Biddel,  much-lamented  n: 


XLvm. 

THE    TOABT. 
calleJonforaaong.byhi 


;ead  of  a  song,  boys,  I'll  give  you  a  toast — 
e's  the  memory  of  those  on  the  twelfth  that 

That  we  lost,  did  I  say?  nay,  liy  Henv'n,  that 

For  their  fame  it  shall  last  while  the  world  goes 


)n,  I'll  give  you — the  King  I 
Whoe'er  would  betray  him,  on  high   may  he 

swing ; 
And  here's  the  grand  fabric,  our  free  Constitu- 

Aa  built  on  the  base  of  the  great  Revolution; 
And  longer  with  politics  not  to  be  oramm'd. 
Be  Anarchy  curs'd,  and  be  Tyranny  damn'd; 
And  who  would  to  Liberty  e'er  prove  disloyal, 
Mny  his  son  be  a  hangman,  and   he  his  first 


THE   MABQUIS. 

fries,  deeireJ Burns  lo  wrile liia  epitaph] 

Hebs  lies  a  mock  Marquis,  whose  titles  v 

ghanm'd ; 
If  ever  he  rise,  it  will  be  to  be  damn'd. 


™,  Dan 


.n.] 


ivillyoi 


Yx  men  of  wit  and  wealth,  why  all  this  sneer- 
ing 

'Gainst  poor  Excisemen?  give  the  cause  a  hear- 
ing; 

What  aro  you,  landlords'  rent-rolls  ?  teasing 
ledgers : 

What  premiers — what  ?  even  monatchs'  mighty 
gangers : 

Nay,  what  are  priests,  those  seeming  godly  wise 

What  are  they,  pray,  but  spiritual  Excisemen? 


;  Iherfl  lived  "Anna,  with  tie  galden  loefca."] 
The  graybeard,  old  Wisdom,  may  boast  of  hi 


!e  me  witi  gay  Folly  to  liv 
I  grant  him  his  calm-blooded,  ti 


But  Folly  has  raptur 
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THE   SELKIRK  GRACE. 


lines,  now  tinoivn  in  Gallgwayby  Uienanieo 

f'.The 

[When 

Some  hae  meat  and  caaaa  eat, 
And  Eome  wad  eat  that  want  it; 

But  ne  hae  meat  an  J  ire  can  cat, 
And  sac  tlio  Lord  be  thanket. 

No 

TO  DK.   MAXWELL, 
ON  JESSIE  STAIG'S  HECOVERY. 


,uty:sh8diBdeRtly.} 

Maxwell,  if  merit  here  joit  crave 

That  merit  I  deny, 
Ton  aaye  fair  Jessie  from  the  grave— 

An  angel  could  not  die. 


LTV. 

EPITAPH. 

[ThSBB  lines  ware  traced  by  the  hand  of  Bnms  on 

Damfriea :  it  ia  calBfully  preEerved  in  llifl  family.] 

HlsftE  hrewer  Gabriel's  fire's  estinot. 

And  empty  all  his  barrels  : 
He's  blest — if,  aa  he  brew'd,  he  drink — 
In  upright  Tirtuous  morala. 


EPITAPH 

ON  WILLIAM  NICOL. 


ed  a  joke  and  a  gill.] 
Yb  maggots,  feast  on  Nicol'a  brain, 

For  few  sic  feasts  je've  gotten ; 
And  fix  jour  claws  in  Niool's  heart, 
For  deil  a  bit  o't's  rotten. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LAP-DOG, 


d  wild,  ye  warbling  throng. 
Your  heavj  losa  deplore ; 
Now  half  aitinet  your  powers  of  song. 
Sweet  Echo  is  uo  more. 

Ye  jarring,  Bcreechicg  thinga  around. 
Scream  your  discordant  joys  ; 

Now  half  your  din  of  tuneless  sound 
With  Echo  silent  lies. 


LVII. 
ON   A   NOTED   COXCOMB. 

;te.] 
LroHT  lay  the  earth  on  Willy's  breast, 

His  oliieken-heart  bo  tender  ; 

But  bnild  a  castle  on  his  head. 

His  skull  will  prop  it  under. 


LORD   GALLOWAY. 


nU  of  the  poet,  legardiBg  an  ancient  ai 

What  dost  thou  in  that  maua: 
Flit,  Galloway,  and  find 

Some  narrow,  dirty,  dungeon 
The  picture  of  thy  mind ! 
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OP   EGBERT   BUENS. 


ON   THE  SAME. 

No  Stewart  art  thou,  Galloway, 
The  Stewarts  all  were  brave; 

Beaideg,  the  Stewarts  were  but  foola, 
Not  one  of  them  a,  Imaie. 


ON   THE   SAME. 

Bbioht  rnn  thy  line,  0  Galloway, 

Thro'  many  a  far-fam'd  sire  ! 
So  ran  the  fur-fam'd  Eomaa  way, 


LXI. 

TO   THE   SAM 


Hebe  lies  John  Busliby,  honest  man  i 
Cheat  him,  Devil,  gin  yo  can. 

THE 
[At  a  dii 

LXIV. 

TEDE  LOYAL 
inei-party,  where   pol 

NATIVES, 
ka  ran  h«h,  li 

1,  and  at  once  wrote  this  reply.] 
Te  true  "loyal  Natives,"  attend  to  my  song, 
la  uproar  and  riot  rejoice  the  night  long; 
From  envy  or  hatred  your  corps  is  esempt. 
But  wliere  ia  your  shield  from  the  darts  of  COQ- 


Spare  me  thy  vengeance,  Galloway, 

In  quiftt  let  me  live  : 
I  ask  DO  kindness  at  tliy  hand, 

For  thou  hast  none  to  give. 


LXir. 
ON    A   COUNTRY  LAIRD. 


in  the  ( 


idfllectinnsorHeroa.] 


Bless  Jesus  Christ,  0  Cardoness, 

With  grateful  lifted  eyea, 
Wba  said  that  not  the  soul  alone 

But  body  too,  must  rise  ; 
For  had  be  said,  "the  soul  alone 

From  death  I  will  deliver;" 
Alas  !  alas  !  0  Cardoness, 

Then  thou  hadst  slept  for  ever. 


LXIII. 

ON  JOHN  BUSHBY. 


LXV. 

ON  A  SUICIDE. 

Burns  wae  observed  by  my  friend,  Dr.  Copland  Hu 

ise  liaea  were  pencilled.} 

Eabth'd  up  here  lies  an  imp  o'  hell. 

Planted  hy  Satan's  dibble — 
Poor  silly  wretch,  he's  ilamn'd  himael' 

To  save  the  Lord  the  trouble. 


EXTEMPORE 
["Printed,"  aaya  Sir  Hairis  Nicolas,  "from  a  copy 

If  you  rattle  along  like  your  mistress's  tongue. 
Tour  speed  will  outrival  the  dart: 

But,  a  fly  for  your  load,  you'll  break  down  on 
tho  road 
If  your  stuff  has  the  rot,  lite  her  heart. 
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LINES 
)  JOHN  KANKINE. 


He  ^ho  of 
And  a  grec 
Alas  I  aim: 


Ranliine  sang  lies  stiff  and  dead, 
;rasay  hillock  hides  his  head ; 
deviliEh  change  indeed. 


Say,  sages,  irhnt's  the  chari 
Can  turn  Death's  dart  usii 

It  18  not  purity  and  worth, 
Else  Jessy  hud  not  died. 


Lxvin. 

JESSY   LEWARS. 

[Writlen  on  Ihs  blank  side  of  b  list  of  wild  beasta,  eihi- 
biling  in  Dumfries.  "  Now,"  saiii  IhB  poet,  who  was 
then  very  ill,  ■'  it  ia  fit  to  bo  piasented  to  a  lady."] 

Talk  not  to  me  of  savages 

From  Afric'3  burning  sun. 
No  savage  e'er  could  rend  my  heart 

As,  Jessy,  thou  hast  done. 
But  Jessy's  lovely  hand  in  mine, 

A  mutuu!  faith  to  plight, 
Not  even  to  view  tie  heavenly  choir 

Would  be  BO  bleat  a  sight. 


RECOVERY  OP  JESSY  LEWARS. 
A  litllB  ropOBO  brought  hoaUh  lo  (lie  young  lody. 
knew  you  would  not  die,"  observed  Ihe  poet,  witb  a 
ile !  "Ihere  is  o  poolio  reoeon  for  your  recover)- ;"  bs 
ole,  aoEi  witb  a  feeble  hand,  the  followiug  lines.) 
Etir  rarely  seen  since  Nature's  birth. 

The  natives  of  the  sky ; 
Yet  still  one  seraph's  left  on  eaifh, 
For  Jessy  did  not  die. 


LXIX. 
THE   TOAST. 


TAM,   THE   CHAPMAN. 


vords  upoi 


mtha 


Fill  me  with  the  rosy  wine. 
Call  a  toast — a  toast  divine  ; 
Give  the  Poet's  darling  flame, 
liOVoJy  Jessy  be  the  name  ; 
Then  tbou  may  est  freely  boast. 
Thou  hast  given  a  peerless  toast. 


LXX. 

ON 

MISS 

JE 

SY 

LEWARS. 

[Th 

dan 

Tet7„f 

mind 

rojgl 

e  oo  Ihe  poet's 
a  Bliglil  illnes 

As  Tam  the  Chnpman  on  a  day, 

Wi'  Death  forgather'd  by  the  way, 

Weel  pleaa'd  he  greets  a,  wight  so  famous. 

And  Death  was  nae  less  pleas'd  wi'  Thomas, 

Whft  cheerfully  lays  down  the  pack. 

And  there  blaws  up  a  hearty  crack ; 

His  social,  friendly,  honest  heart, 

Sae  tickled  Death  they  could  na  part: 

Sae  after  viewing  knives  and  garters, 

Death  takes  him  bame  to  gie  him  cjuarters. 
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OF  KOBERT   BURNS. 


LXXIII. 

It's  no  1  like  to  ait  an'  swallow, 

Then  Uke  a  snino  to  pnke  and  wallow. 

[Those  lines  Boem  to  owe  their  or%m  to  Ihs  precept  of 
Uickle. 

But  gio  me  juat  a  true  good  fallow. 

"  The  pteaont  moment  is  our  ain, 

■Wi'  right  ingine, 

And  spunkie  anoe  to  make  us  mellow. 

And  then  "vre'll  shine. 

Hebe's  a  bottle  and  an  honest  friend  ! 

What  wad  jou  wish  for  maic,  man! 

Now  if  ye're  ane  o'  warl's  folk. 

Wlia  kena  before  his  life  may  end, 

Wha  rate  the  wearer  by  the  cloak, 

What  his  sharo  may  be  o'  care,  man? 

An'  sklent  on  porerty  their  joke 

Then  catoh  the  momenta  aa  they  fly, 

Wi'  bitter  sneer. 

And  use  them  aa  ye  ought,  man ! 

Wi'  yon  nae  friendship  I  will  iroke, 

Believe  me,  happiness  is  shj. 

Nor  oteap  nor  dear. 

And  comea  not  ay  ivlieu  sought,  man. 

But  if,  as  rm  informed  weel. 

Ye  hate  as  ill's  the  very  deil 

The  flinty  heart  that  canna  feel- 

LXXIV- 

Come,  Sir,  here's  tae  jou! 

[The  sontimeat  which  these  lines  express,  wes  on° 

Hae,  there's  my  haun,  I  wiss  you  weel. 

CsmiliTir  lo  Bums,  in  the  B-ji\y,as  ixbII  ss  concluding 

And  gude  be  wi'  you. 

days  or  his  life,] 

ROBEKT    BUESESS. 

TnouGH  fickle  Fortune  has  deceived  me, 

Mossgid,  8  Mari:h,  1786. 

She  promised  fair  and  pcrform'd  but  ill ; 

Of  mistresa,  friends,  and  wealth  beroav'd  mo, 

Yet  I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  mo  still— 

I'll  act  witl!  prudence  aa  far's  I'm  ahle. 

LXXVI. 

But  if  success  I  must  neyer  fintJ, 

Then  come  misfortune,  I  bict  thee  welcome. 

TO   JOHN  KENNEDY. 

I'll  meet  thee  with  an  undaunted  miad. 

Fabbwell,  dear  friend !  may  guid  luck  hit  you 

And  'mang  her  favourites  admit  you ! 

If  e'er  Detraction  shore  to  smit  you. 

May  nane  believe  him ! 

IX  XV. 

And  ony  deil  that  thinks  to  get  you. 

TO  JOHN   KENNEDY. 

GoodLorddeceiTehimI 

R.  B. 

[Tha  John  Kennedy  to  whom  these  Tersea  and  tha  sue- 

Eilmomoch,  Augiist,  178li 

house,  and  hia  taste  was  so  much  esteoraed  by  the  poet, 

tlist  he  aubmilted  his  "  Cotter's  Saturday  Night"  and  the 

"Mountain  Daisy"  to  hia  judgment.-  he  seems  to  have 

been  of  u  social  disposition.] 
Now,  Kennedy,  if  foot  or  horse 

LXXVIt. 

E'er  bring  you  in  by  Mauchline  Croaa, 

L— d,  man,  there's  lasaes  there  wad  force 

[Cromefc  found  these  charactorislio  lines  omofig  the 

A  hermit's  fancy. 

poet's  papers . J 

And  down  the  gate  in  faith  they're  worse 

There's  naethin  like  the  honest  nappy ! 

And  miur  unchancy. 

Whaur'll  ye  e'er  see  men  sae  happy. 

Or  women,  sonaic,  eaft  an'  sappy, 

But  aa  I'm  sayin',  pleaso  atep  to  Dow'a, 

'Tween  morn  an'  morn 

And  tasto  aic  gear  aa  Johnnie  brews. 

As  them  wha  like  to  taste  the  drappie 

Till  some  bit  oallan  bring  me  uewa 

In  glass  or  horn? 

That  ye  are  there, 

And  if  we  dinna  hae  a  bouze 

I've  Been  me  daezt  upon  a  time  ; 

I'se  ne'er  drink  mair. 

I  scarce  could  wink  or  see  a  styme; 
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Just  ae  hauf  muditin  does  me  prime. 

Ought  less  ia  little, 
Iken  buck  I  rattle  on  the  tlijme, 

As  gleg's  a,  wHttle. 

LXXX, 

IMPROMPTU. 

[The  lumhlar  on  which  thesa  verses  are  inscribed  by 
the  liiamond  o!  Burns,  found  iia  way  to  tlie  hands  of  Sii 

ford.] 

Yon'EE  welcome,  Willie  Stewart, 

LXXVIII. 

You'ra  welcome,  Willie  Stewart; 

There's  ne'er  a  flower  that  blooms  in  May, 

OH   THE   BLANK  USkf 

That's  half  sae  welcome's  thou  art. 

WORK  BY   HANNAH   MORE. 

Come  bumpers  high,  express  your  joy, 
The  bowl  we  maun  renew  it; 

Tltotj  flattering  work  of  frienilBliip  kind. 
Still  may  thy  pages  call  to  mind 

Tioagh  sweetly  female  every  part, 
ifet  auoh  a  head,  and  more  the  heart, 

The  tappit-hen,  gae  bring  her  ben, 
To  welcome  Willie  Stewart. 

My  foes  be  Strang,  and  friends  be  slack, 
lik  action  may  he  rae  it, 

Does  both  the  sexes  honour. 

May  woman  on  him  tarn  her  back, 

She  showed  her  taste  refiaed  aad  jusl, 

That  wrongs  thee,  Willie  Stewart 

When  she  selected  thee. 

For  soapproTingmel 

But  kind  still,  I'll  mind  still 

The  giver  ia  the  gift ; 
I'll  bleaa  her,  mid  vriaa  her 

LXXXr. 

A  Friend  above  tlie  Lift. 

PRAYER  FOR  ADAM  ARMOUR. 

Hossgid,  April,  1786. 

[The  origin  of  this  prayer  ia  cnrimjs.    In  1783,  the 

mnid-aervant  of  an  innkeeper  nl  Manehlioe,  iiaving  been 
caught  in  what  old  killnd-makers  delicately  call  "  the 
dead  of  shame,"  Aduni  Armour,  the  brother  of  the  poet's 

LXXIX. 

cated  a  ™»lic  oel  of  ju.tice  upon  her,  by  paradii^  her 
perforce  Ibrough  the  village,  placed  on  n  rough,  un- 
called "  Riding   the  Hlang."     This  was  resented   hy 
Gcordie  and  Naoae,  the  girl's  master  and  mistreat  :.law 

OF  TBE 

was  resorted  to,  and  o>  Adam  hud  Lo  bide  till  the  matter 

MASONIC  LODGE  AT  TARBOLTON. 

waa  settled,  he  durst  not  venture  home  till  lata  on  the 
Saturday  nights.    In  one  of  these  home-comings  lie  met 

WiTuis  your  dear  mansion  may  wayward  con- 
tentioo. 

Enrns,  who  l.iughed  when  he  heard  the  story,  and  said, 
"  You  have  need  of  some  one  lo  prav  for  you."    "  No 
one  can  do  that  belter  than  yourself,"  was  the  reply,  and 

Or  withering  envy  ne'er  enter: 
May  secrecy  round  be  the  mystical  bound, 
And  brotherly  love  be  the  centre. 

this  humorous  intercession  was  made  on  the  instant,  and, 
as  it  is  said,  "  clean  off  loof."    Froiu  Adam  Armour  I 

EdinhuTgh,  23  Augml,  1787. 

Lord,  pity  me,  for  I  am  little. 

An  elf  of  mischief  and  of  mettle. 

That  can  like  ony  wabater's  shuttle, 

Jink  there  or  here, 

Though  scarce  as  lang'a  a  gudc  kale-whittle. 

I'm  unco  queer. 

by  Google 


OF  EOBEKT  BUENS                                        Wl 

Lord  pity  now  our  waofn'  case, 

When  Death  oonies  in  wi'  glimmering  blink. 

For  Geordie'a  Jurr  we're  in  disgrace, 

And  tips  auld  drunken  Nause  the  wink' 

Because  we  stang'd  her  through  the  place, 

Gaur  Satan  gie  her  a~e  a  clink 

'Mang  haudreds  laaghin'. 

Behint  his  yett, 

For  wHeh  we  daurna  show  our  face 

And  fill  her  up  wi'  brimstone  drink. 

Within  the  elachan. 

Red  reeking  het! 

And  now  we're  dem'd  iu  glens  and  hallowa. 

There's  Jockie  and  the  Jiav'rel  Jenny, 

And  hunted  as  was  William  Wallace, 

Some  devil  seize  them  in  a  hun-y, 

And  waft  them  in  th'  infernal  wherry. 

And  hailies  baith. 

Strauglit  through  the  lake, 

0  Lord,  preserve  us  frae  tlie  gallows ! 

And  gie  their  hides  a  noble  curry. 

That  cursed  death. 

Wi'  oil  of  aik. 

Auld,  grim,  hlaok-bearded  Geordie's  sel'. 

As  for  the  lass,  lascivious  body, 

0  shake  him  ewre  the  mouth  o'  hell. 

She's  had  mischief  enough  already. 

And  let  hira  hing  and  roar  and  jell, 

Wee!  stang'd  by  market,  mill,  and  smiddie. 

Wi'  hideous  din, 

She's  suffor'dsiur; 

And  if  he  offers  to  rebel 

But  may  she  wlntle  in  o  widdie. 

Just  heave  him  in. 

If  she  mh-ro  mair. 

SONGS   ANI 

)   BALLADS. 

^ 

But  without  some  better  qualitiea 

HANDSOME    NELL. 

Tune. — "  T  am  a  man  unmarried." 

IV. 

r"Th                 -     "          B         ■    h-    "C 

But  Nelly's  looks  are  blithe  and  sweet. 

p.oce  Book,"  "  WDS  Uie  first  of  my  potforminces,  nnd 

Aud  what  is  beat  of  a'. 

dons  at  an  eaiiy  period  in  life.  whGn  my  heart  glowed 

Her  reputation  is  complete, 

wiCi  honeBl,  wscm  simplicity;  uiuicquointed  snd  unoor- 

And  fair  without  a  flaw. 

mpleJwitli  tbflwayaof  BWicliedworld.    The  BUbJBCt 

pf  il  was  u  yoai^  gltl  who  roally  deserved  all  the  piaisei 

y. 

Iliavebssiowedonhet."] 

She  dresses  ay  sae  clean  and  neat. 

1. 

Both  decent  and  genteel : 

0  OKCE  I  lov'd  a  bonnie  lass. 

And  then  there's  something  in  her  g^t 

Ay,  and  I  love  her  stil! ; 

Gars  ony  dress  look  weel. 

And  whilst  that  honour  warms  my  breast. 

A  gaudy  dress  and  gentle  air 

May  slightly  touch  the  heart; 

As  bonnio  lasses  I  hae  seen. 

But  it's  innocence  and  modesty 

And  raony  full  as  hraw  ; 

That  polishes  the  dart. 

But  for  a  modest  gracefu'  mien 

Tlie  like  1  nerer  saw. 

'Tis  this  in  Nelly  pleases  me. 

'Tis  this  enchants  my  soul ; 

A  bounie  lass,  I  will  confeas. 

For  absolutely  in  my  breast 

la  pleasant  to  the  e'e, 

She  rdgns  without  control 
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11. 

IV. 

LUCKLESS    FOETUNE. 

TIBBIE,   I   HAE   SEEN  THE   DAT. 

[Those  lines,  as  Burns  informs  ns,  were  writlen  to  a 

Tuae—"Invercald's  Seel." 

tune  of  Ins  own  compnsing,  cooaisling  of  Uitee  parw, 
Bad  the  words  weto  Uis  eclio  of  the  air.] 

[The  Tibhie  who  "  spak  na,  but  gaed  by  like  stonte," 

0  sAarsa  fortune's  irithcring  blast 

Has  laid  my  leaf  full  low,  0 1 

put  on  airs  m  consequence.] 

0  raging  fortune's  withering  blast 

CHOEtrS. 

Hfts  laid  my  leaf  fall  low,  0  ! 

0  Tibbie,  I  bae  seen  the  day, 

My  stem  was  fair,  my  bud  was  green. 

Yewadnabeenaaeshy; 

My  blossom  sweet  did  blow,  0; 

For  lack  o'  gear  ye  lightly  me, 

The  dew  fell  fresh,  the  sun  rose  mild, 

But,  trowtb,  I  care  na  by. 

And  made  my  branches  grow,  0. 

But  luckless  fortune's  northern  storms 

Laid  a'  my  blossoms  low,  0 ; 

Yestkeen  I  met  you  on  tte  moor. 

Butlucliless  fortune's  northern  storms 

Ye  spak  na,  but  gaed  by  like  stoure ; 

Laid  a'  my  blossoms  low,  0. 

Ye  geek  at  me  because  I'm  poor. 

But  fient  a  hair  care  I. 
I  doubt  na,  lass,  but  ye  may  think, 

Because  ye  hae  the  name  o'  clink. 

III. 

That  ye  can  please  me  at  a  wink. 

TVhene'er  ye  like  to  try. 

r   DREAM'D   I  LAT. 

ITIiese  melancholy  verses  were  wrilton  when  the  poet 
was  some  seven  [ecu  years  old :  Lis  early  days  u-ere  lypi- 

But  sorrow  tak  Mm  that's  sae  mean. 

caiofhislatlerO 

Altho'  his  pouch  o'  coin  were  clean. 

Wha  follows  ony  sauoy  quean, 

I. 

That  looks  sae  proud  and  high. 

I  drbam't>  I  lay  where  flowers  were  sprin^ng 

Gaily  in  the  sunny  beam  ; 

IT, 

List'ning  to  the  wild  birds  singing. 

Altho'  a  lad  were  e'er  sae  smart, 

By  a  falling  crystal  stream: 

If  that  he  want  the  yellow  dirt, 

Straight  the  sky  grew  black  and  daring; 

Ye'U  cast  your  head  ttnither  ^rt. 

Thro'  the  woods  tio  whirlwinds  raye  ; 

And  answer  him  fu'  dry. 

Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warring, 

T. 

But  if  he  hae  the  name  o'  gear. 

O'er  the  swelling  drumlie  wave. 

Ye'll  fasten  to  him  like  a  brier. 

II. 

Tho'  hardly  he,  for  sense  or  Icar, 

Such  was  my  life's  deceitful  morning. 

Be  better  than  ttie  kye. 

Such  the  pleasure  I  enjoy'd : 

But  lang  or  noon,  loud  tempests  storming, 

TI. 

A'  my  flowery  bliss  deatroy'd. 

But.  Tibbie,  lass,  tak  my  advice. 

Tho'  fickle  fortune  has  deoeiv'd  mo. 

Your  daddie's  gear  maks  you  eae  nice  ; 

She  promis'd  fair,  and  perform'd  but  ill ; 

Tho  deil  a  ane  wad  spier  your  price. 

Of  mony  a  joy  and  hope  boreay'd  me. 

Were  ye  as  poor  as  I. 

I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  mo  still. 

YIl 

There  liyes  a  laaa  in  yonder  park, 

I  would  nae  gie  hor  In  her  eark. 
For  thee,  wi'  a'  thy  thousan'  mark; 

Ye  need  na  look  sae  high. 
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V. 

To  plough  and  sow,  to  reap  and  mow, 

My  father  bred  me  early,  0  ; 

MY  PATHER  WAS  A  FARMER. 

For  one,  ho  said,  to  labour  bred. 

Tnne— "  Tki  Weavrrr  and  his  Shuttle,  0." 

Was  a  match  for  fortune  fairly,  0. 

["Tlie  following  song,"  nys  Ihe  poet,  "is  a  wild 

thapEOd;:,  misotolilj'  deficienl  in  verElficalion,  but  a»  Ihe 

VI. 

reason  I  haTS  a  patlioulat  pleasure  in  coimiog  it  over."] 

Thus  all  obscure,  unknown,  and  poor. 

Thro'  life  I'm  doom'd  to  wander,  0, 

'■ 

Till  down  my  weary  bonea  I  lay, 

My  father  was  a  farmer 

In  eterlasting  slumber,  0. 

Upon  tlie  Cairitk  border,  0, 

No  view  nor  care,  but  slmn  whate'er 

And  cacefullj  lie  bred  me. 

Might  breed  me  pain  or  sorrow,  0;  ■ 

In  decency  and  order,  0  i 

X  live  to-day  as  weU's  I  may, 

He  bade  me  act  a  manly  part. 

EegardlesE  of  to-morrow,  0. 

Though  I  had  ne'er  a  farthing,  0 ; 

For  irithout  an  bonest  manlj  heart, 

No  man  was  worth  regarding,  0. 

Til. 

But  cheerful  still,  I  am  as  well. 

II. 

As  a  monarch  in  a  palace,  0, 

Then  out  into  the  world 

Tho'  Fortune's  frown  still  hunts  me  dowiv 

My  concse  I  did  determine,  0 ; 

With  all  her  wonted  malice,  0 : 

Tho'  to  be  rici  was  not  my  wish, 

I  make  indeed  my  daily  bread. 

Tet  to  be  great  was  charming,  0: 

But  ne'er  can  make  it  farther,  0  ; 

My  talents  they  were  not  the  worst, 

But,  as  daily  bread  is  all  I  need, 

Nor  yet  my  education,  0  ; 

I  do  not  much  regard  her,  0. 

Eesolv'd  was  I,  at  least  to  try, 

To  mend  my  situation,  0. 

VIII. 

nr. 

When  sometimes  by  ray  labour 

In  many  a  way,  and  vain  essay. 

I  earn  a  little  money,  0, 

I  courted  fortune's  favour,  0 ;     , 

Some  unforeseen  misfortune 

Some  cause  unseen  still  stept  between. 

Comes  gen'rally  upon  me,  0  : 

To  frustrate  each  endoayour,  0: 

Jlischanoe,  mistake,  or  by  neglect. 

Sometimes  liy  foes  I  was  o'erpower'd. 

Or  my  goodnatur'd  folly,  0; 

Sometimes  by  friends  forsaken,  0, 

But  come  what  will,  Pve  sworn  it  stiU, 

And  when  my  hope  was  at  the  top. 

I'll  ne'er  be  melancholy.  0. 

I  Btill  was  worst  mistaken,  0. 

All  you  who  follow  wealth  and  power. 

Then  sore  hacags'd,  and  tir'd  at  laat. 

With  fortune's  vaio  delusion,  0, 

With  unremitting  ardour,  0, 

I  dropt  my  schemes,  like  idle  dreams, 
And  came  to  this  conclusion,  0  : 

The  more  in  this  you  look  for  bliss. 
You  leave  your  view  the  farther.  0( 

The  past  was  bad,  and  the  future  Md ; 

Its  good  or  ill  untried,  0; 
But  the  present  liour,  was  in  my  pow'r 

And  so  I  would  enjoy  it,  0. 

Had  you  the  wealth  Potosi  boaslfi, 
Or  nations  to  adore  you,  0, 

A  cheerful  lion est-h carted  clown 
I  will  prefer  before  you,  0. 

No  help,  nor  hope,  nor  view  had  I, 
Nor  person  to  befriend  me,  0 ; 

So  I  must  toil,  and  sweat  and  broil, 

And  labour  to  sustara  me,  0 : 
1                » 
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VI. 

IX. 

JOHN  BARLEYCORN: 

They  filled  up  a  darksome  pit 
With  water  to  tlie  brim  ; 

A   BALLAD. 

They  hea-ved  in  John  Barleycorn, 

There  let  him  sink  or  snim. 

Folunie  of  Moliical  Tales.] 

s. 

i. 

They  laid  him  out  npon  the  floor. 

TaEEB  were  three  kings  into  the  east, 

To  work  him  farther  woe ; 

Tfaroe  kings  both  great  and  high  ; 

And  sUll,  as  signs  of  life  appear'd. 

And  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

They  toas'd  Mm  to  and  fro. 

John  Barleycorn  should  die. 

11. 

They  wasted  o'er  a  scorching  flame 

They  took  a  plough  and  plongh'd  him  down. 

The  marrow  of  his  Ijones; 

Put  clods  upon  his  head; 

But  ft  miller  us'd  him  worst  of  all— 

And  they  lia'e  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

He  crushed  him  'tween  two  stonea. 

John  Barleycorn  was  dead. 

Xll 

111 

And  they  ha'e  ta'en  his  very  heart's  blood. 

But  the  cheerful  spring  came  kindly  on, 

And  show'ra  began  to  fall ; 
John  Barleycorn  got  up  again. 

And  drank  it  round  and  roand; 
And  still  the  more  and  more  they  drank, 
Theirjoy  did  more  abound. 

And  sore  Burpris'd  them  all. 

XI 1 1. 

John  Barleycorn  was  a  hero  bold. 

Of  noble  enterprise ; 

The  sultry  suns  of  summer  came, 

For  if  you  do  but  taste  his  blood, 

And  he  grew  thiolt  and  strong ; 

'Twill  make  your  courage  rise. 

His  head  weel  arm'd  wi'  pointed  speara 

That  no  one  should  him  wrong. 

XIV. 

'Twill  make  a  man  forget  his  woe; 

■'■ 

■Twill  heighten  all  his  joy: 

The  Eober  autumn  enter'd  mild, 

'Twill  make  the  widow's  heart  to  sing. 

When  he  grew  iran  and  pale ; 

Tho'  the  tear  were  in  her  eye. 

Hia  beading  joints  and  drooping  head 

Show'd  he  began  to  fail. 

XT. 

Then  let  us  toast  John  Barleycorn, 

TI. 

Each  man  a  glass  in  hand ; 

His  colour  eioken'd  more  and  more. 

And  may  his  great  posterity 

He  faded  into  age; 

Ne'er  fail  in  old  Scotland  1 

And  then  his  enemies  began 

To  show  their  deadly  rage. 
They've  ta'en  a  weapon,  long  and  sharp. 

vn. 

And  oat  him  by  the  knee  ; 

THE  BIGS  0'   BARLEY. 

Then  ty'd  him  fast  upon  a  cart. 

Tunc — "  Com  rig!  ere  boanie." 

Like  a  rogue  for  forgerie. 

viir. 

Anne  Bliir,  hive  each,  by  the  districl  IradjlioiiB,  fc*en 
claimed  IE  tho  heroine  of  thia  early  Bontf.] 

They  \s\d  him  ilovin  upon  his  back. 

And  oudgell'd  him  full  sore  ; 

1. 

Thoy  hang  him  up  before  the  storm. 

It  was  upon  a  Laramaa  night. 

And  turn'd  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

When  corn  rigs  are  bonuie, 
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Eenoath  the  moon's  nnolouded  light, 

oloQuence  of  Ihs  poet,  poured  out  in  niuny  an  interview. 

Iheldawa  to  Annie: 

The  time  flew  bj  wi'  tentless  heed, 

engaged  to  onoUier.J 

'Till  'tween  the  lata  and  early. 

'■ 

■Wi'  sma'  persuasion  she  agreed. 

Aliho'  my  hed  were  in  yon  muir. 

To  see  me  through  the  barley. 

Amang  the  heather,  in  my  plaidie. 

Yet  happy,  happy  would  I  be. 

11. 

Had  I  my  dear  Montgomery's  Peggy. 

The  sty  was  blue,  the  wind  was  still. 

The  moon  was  shining  clearly; 

II. 

[  set  her  down  wi'  right  good  will, 

When  o'er  the  hill  beat  surly  storms. 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley: 

And  winter  nights  were  dark  and  rainy  j 

I  ten't  her  heart  was  a'  my  ain; 

I'd  seek  some  dell,  and  in  my  arms 

I  lOT'd  her  most  sincerely ; 

I  kias'd  her  owre  and  owre  again, 

Amacg  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

III. 

Were  I  a  baron  proud  and  high, 

III. 

And  horse  and  servants  waiting  ready, 

Ilock'dherinmyfondemhracel 

Then  a'  'twad  gie  o'  joy  to  me, 

Her  heart  was  beating  rarely : 

The  aharin't  with  Montgomery's  Peggy. 

My  blessings  on  that  happy  place. 

Amang  tlie  rigs  o'  barley  ! 
But  by  the  moon  and  stars  so  bright, 

That  shone  that  hour  bo  clearly  t 

She  ay  shall  bless  tliat  happy  night. 

IX, 

Amang  the  riga  o'  barley! 

THE   MAUCHLINE   LADY. 

IT. 

Tune— ■'/Sorfa/wrM,/Aflrf  naemoir." 

I  hae  been  blithe  wi'  comrades  dear  ; 

I  haeheen  merry  drinltin'; 

[ThB  Maur^hlins  lady  wbo  won  the  poet's  heart  wa. 

I  hae  been  joyfii'  gath'rin'  gear; 

acqLl"l^oe':hiBd^Tara"mMe^TehL'!i'we™wh^c^ 

I  hae  been  happy  thinkin' : 

ehe  wae  ble:.chins  among  Mauchlioo  gowane,  and  he 

But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw. 

Bpologized  ao  hundaomsly  that  ahe  look  another  look  sC 

Tho' three  times  doubled  fairly. 

hLm.    To  this  interview  the  world  owee  some  of  ou. 

That  happy  night  was  worth  them  a'. 

Amang  tho  rigs  o'  barley. 

Wbek  first  1  came  to  Stewart  Kyle, 

My  mind  it  was  nae  steady ; 

CHORira. 

Where'er  I  gaod,  where'er  I  rade, 

Com  rigs,  an'  barley  rigs. 

A  mistress  still  I  had  ay; 

An'  corn  rigs  are  bonnie : 

But  when  I  came  roun'  by  Manchline  town. 

rii  ne'er  forget  that  happy  nighty 

Not  dreadin'  any  body. 

Amang  the  rigs  wi'  Annie. 

My  heart  was  caught  before  I  thought. 

AndbyaMauchlinelady. 

vm. 

MOSTGOMERY'S   PEGGY. 

X. 

Tune—"  Galla-Waler." 

THE   HIGHLAND   LASSIE. 

["MyMonlBomery'B  Peg«y,"  nays  Bnrn,,  ■■wa.  my 

Tune—"  The  deuk,  dang  o'er  my  daddy  1" 

style  of  Lifs  lalher  elSBiml:  it  ouBt  me  some  lieart-aohe. 

["  The  Highland  IjassiB''  was  Mary  Camphcll,  whose 

lo  tel  tid  of  Iho  affair."    Tlio  yoiins  lady  listened  B  Ibe 

too  eatly  deith  the  poet  eiing  .p  etraine  that  w,ll  endure 
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Nae  gentle  damee,  tho'  e'er  bm  fair. 
Shall  ever  be  my  muse'fl  care: 
Their  titles  a'  are  empty  siiow  ; 
Gic  me  my  Highland  lassie,  0, 
Witliin  the  glen  sae  bushy,  0, 
Aboon  the  plains  aio  rushy,  0, 
I  Bet  me  down  wi'  riglit  good-will. 
To  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 


Oh,  were  jon  hills  and  valleya  mine, 
Yon  palace  and  jon  gardens  fine, 
The  world  then  the  love  should  know 
I  bear  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 


But  fickle  fortune  frowns  on  me, 
And  I  maun  cross  Ihe  raging  sea 
But  while  my  crimson  currents  fl 
riJ  love  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 


Altho'  thro'  foreign  climes  I  range, 
I  know  her  heart  will  never  change. 
For  her  bosom  bums  with  honour's  g 
My  faithful  Highland  lassie,  0. 


For  her  I'll  dare  the  billows'  roar, 
For  her  I'll  trace  a  distant  shore, 
That  Indian  wealth  may  lustre  throw 
Around  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 


She  has  my  heart,  she  has  my  hand, 
By  sacred  (ruth  and  honour's  band  ! 
'Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  me  loi 
I'm  thine,  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 
Farewell  the  glen  sae  bushy,  0  ! 
Farewell  tho  plain  sae  rushy,  0  I 
To  other  lands  I  now  must  go, 
To  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 


Tone— "  I  had  a  horse,  I  had  ni 


Now  westlin  winds  and  slaughtering  guns 
Bring  autumn's  pleasant  weather; 

The  moorcock  springs,  on  whirring  wings, 
Amang  the  blooming  heather  : 

Now  waving  grain,  wide  o'er  the  plain, 
Delights  the  weary  farmer; 

And  the  moon  shines  bright,  when  I  rove  a 

To  muse  upon  my  charmer. 


Tho  partridge  loves  the  fruitful  fells ; 

The  plover  loves  the  mountains; 
The  woodcock  haunts  tho  lonely  dells; 

The  soaring  hern  the  fountains; 
Thro'  lofty  groves  the  cushat  roves 

The  path  of  man  to  sliun  it; 
The  hiiel  bush  o'erhangs  the  thrush. 

The  spreading  thorn  the  linnet. 


Thus  eVry  kind  theit-  pleasure  fi. 

The  savage  and  the  tender  ; 
Some  social  join,  and  leagues  cm 

Some  solitary  wander: 
Ayaunt,  away!  the  cruel  sway, 

Tyrannic  man's  dominion; 
The  sportsman's  joy,  the  murd'ri 

The  flutt'ring,  gory  pinion. 


But  Peggy,  dear,  the  ev'ning's  clear. 

Thick  flies  the  skimming  swallow; 
The  sky  is  blue,  the  fields  in  view. 

All  fading-green  and  yellow : 
Come,  let  us  stray  our  gladsome  way. 

And  view  the  charms  of  nature  ; 
The  rustling  com,  the  fruited  thorn, 

And  every  happy  creature. 


We'll  gently  walk,  and  sweetly  talk. 
Till  tho  silent  moon  shine  clearly ; 

I'll  grasp  thy  waist,  and,  foadly  prest, 
Swear  how  I  love  thee  dearly: 
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Not  Temal  show'rs  to  budding  flow'rs 
Not  autumu  to  the  farmer, 

So  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me, 
Mj  fair,  mj  lovely  charmer  I 


THE  BANTIN'  DOG,   THE  DADDIE  O'T. 

Tune— "East  nook  o'  Fife." 
[The  heroine  of  lliia  humotoiia  ditty  waa  Ihe  raothe 


0  WHA  my  babie-olouta  will  buy  ? 
0  wha  will  tent  me  when  I  cry  ? 
Whi  will  liiss  me  "wbere  I  lie  ?— 
The  f.iqIJd'  dog,  the  daddio  o't 


0  wha  will  own  he  did  the  fan't! 
0  wha  will  buy  the  groanin'  maut  t 
0  wha  will  tell  me  how  to  oa't  ! 
Tbe  rantin'  dog,  the  daddie  o'L 


When  I  mount  tlie  oreepie  chair, 
Wha  will  sit  beside  me  there  ? 
Qie  me  Rob,  I'll  seek  me  mair, 
Tlio  rantin'  dog,  the  daddio  o'l 

Wha  will  crack  to  me  my  lane! 
Wha  will  make  ma  fidgin'  fain? 
Wba  will  kiss  me  o'er  again  ? — 
The  cantin'  dog,  the  daddie  o' 


xiir. 

MT 

HEART 

WAS 

ANCB. 

Tune—"  To 

the  weavers  gin  !/e  go." 

|"Tl.ei;hor 
FalBoflliep 

a  of  111 

ealTe 

VoJoI 

utna,inhi8 
B  lifen  one 

My  heart 

was  a 

ice  a 

3  bljthe 

and  free 

But  a  bonnie,  westlin  weaver  lad 
Has  gart  me  change  my  sang. 
To  the  weavers  gin  ye  go,  fair  maJda, 

To  the  weavers  gin  ye  go  ; 
I  rede  you  right  gang  ne'er  at  night. 
To  the  weavers  gin  ye  go. 


My  mither  sent  me  to  the  town. 
To  warp  a  plaiden  wab  ; 

But  the  weary,  weary  warpin  o't 
Has  gact  me  sjgtt  and  sab. 

A  bonnie  westlin  weaver  lad. 
Sat  working  at  his  loom  ; 

He  took  my  heart  as  wi'  a  net. 
In  every  knot  and  thrum. 


sat  beside  my  warpin-wbeel. 
And  ay  I  ca'd  it  roun' ; 
iut  every  shot  and  every  knock. 
My  heart  it  gae  a  stoon. 


le  moon  wa 

sinking  in  tbe  wes 

Wj'  visage  pale  and  wan. 

s  my  bonnie 

westlin  weaver  lad 

Convoy' d  m 

e  thro'  the  glen. 

ut  what  was 

said,  or  what  was  done, 

Shame  fa'  r 

ae  gin  I  tell ; 

ut,  oh!  I  fear  the  kintra  soon 

Will  ken  as 

weel's  mysei. 

To  the  w 

avers  gin  ye  go,  fai 

maids, 

To  the 

weavers  gin  ye  go; 

I  rede  yc 

a  right  gang  ne'er  a 

tnigfit, 

To  the 

weavers  gin  ye  go. 

XIV. 

NANNIE. 

Tune 

—'•Mymnnif,  0." 

Behisd  yon  hills,  where  Lugar  Sows, 
'Mang  moors  an'  mosses  many,  0, 
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The  wiEtcy  sun  the  day  has  closed, 

I  sat  me  down  to  ponder. 

And  I'll  awa  to  Nannie,  0. 

Upon  an  auld  tree  root ; 

Auld  Ayr  ran  by  before  mo. 

II. 

And  hicker'd  to  the  seas ; 

The  weatlin  wind  blawa  loud  an'  ehrill ; 

A  cushat  crooded  o'er  me, 

The  night's  baith  mirk  and  rainy,  0; 

That  echoed  thro'  the  braes. 

But  I'll  get  my  plaid,  an'  out  I'll  steal, 

An'  owre  the  hUla  to  Nannie,  0. 

III. 

XVI. 

My  Nannie's  charming,  sweet,  an'  young  ; 

Naeartfu' wiles  towlnye,  0: 

BONNIE   PEGGY  ALISON. 

May  ill  bafa'  the  flattering  tongue 

That  wad  beguile  my  Nannie,  0. 

[On  tliose  whom  Burns  loved,  hs  poured  out  song. 

without  limit,    Peggy  AliaDn  la  said,  by  a  western  Ira- 

Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true. 

m.] 

Aa  spotless  as  she's  bonnie,  0: 

The  op'ning  gowan,  wat  wi'  dew, 

Nao  purer  is  than  Nannie,  0. 

I'll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet. 

An' I'll  kiss  thee  o'er  again; 

T. 

An'  I'll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet, 

A  country  lad  is  my  degree, 

My  bonnie  Peggy  Alison! 

An'  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  0  ; 

But  what  care  I  how  few  tUey  be  J 

'- 

I'm  welcome  ay  to  Nannie,  0. 

Ilk  care  and  fear,  when  thou  art  near. 

I  ever  mair  defy  them,  0  ; 

TI, 

Toung  kings  upon  their  hansel  throne 

My  riches  a's  my  penny-fee. 

Arc  no  sae  blest  as  I  am,  0! 

An'ImauQguideitcannie,  0; 

But  warl's  gear  ne'er  troubles  me, 

II. 

My  thoughts  are  a'  my  Nannie,  0- 

When  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  thy  charms, 

I  clasp  my  countless  treasure,  0, 

I  seek  nae  mair  o'  Heaven  to  share 

Onr  auld  guidman  delights  to  view 

Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure,  0! 

His  sheep  an'  kye  thrive  bonnie,  0; 

But  I'm  as  blytJie  thai  hands  his  pleugh, 

iir. 

An'  has  nae  care  bnt  Nannie,  0. 

And  by  thy  een,  sae  bonnie  blue, 

I  swear,  I'm  thiue  for  ever,  0  !— 

Come  weel,  come  woe,  I  care  na  by. 

And  on  t!iy  lips  I  seal  my  vow, 

I'll  tak  what  Ileav'n  will  sen'  me,  0 : 

And  break  it  shall  I  never,  0! 

Nae  ither  care  in  life  have  I, 

I'll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet. 

But  live,  an'  love  my  Nannie,  0. 

An' I'll  kiss  thee  o'er  again; 

An'  I'll  kiss  tbee  yet,  yet, 

My  bonnie  Peggy  Alison  1 

A   FRAGMENT. 

xvn. 

Tune — "John  Anderson  mi/ Jo." 

[Thia  versa,  WTln„n  e^rlj.,  »nd  pmbibly  intended  for 

THEEB'S   NOUGHT   BUT   CAEE. 

the  Btartii^  verse  of  a  Gong,  was  found  among  the  papers 

Tune—"  Green  groic  ike  rashes." 

oflhepofltO 

["ManwaamadewhennalurevmabiitanapprBntiQei 
but  woman  ii  Ihe  lust  and  most  perfefi  work  of  na. 

One  night  aa  I  did  wander. 

When  corn  be^oa  to  shoot. 

turD,"sayaaooldwriUf,lnatarflold  book:  apaiEaga 
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Which  «pr«33=9  .he  «pliment  of  Burns;  yel  il  i,  all  but 

Her  dear  idea  round  my  heart, 

■Cnpid'B  Wbirlyg^,"  whore  theeo  words  ota  lo  ba 
fuiud.] 

Should  tenderly  enlwino. 
Though  mountains  rise,  and  desorta  howl. 

And  oceans  roar  between; 

OH  ORB  8. 

Tet,  dearer  than  my  deathless  soul. 

Green  groTf  the  rashes,  0  I 

I  still  would  love  my  Jean 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  0! 

The  sweetest  hours  tliat  e'er  I  spend 

Are  spent  amang  the  lasses,  0. 

I. 

XIX. 

There's  nought  but  care  on  ev'rj  han'. 

ROBIN. 

lu  every  hour  that  passes,  0  : 

What  signifies  the  life  o'  man. 

Tune—"  Daintie  Davit." 

An'  'twere  na  for  (he  lasses,  0. 

[Slolhsrd  painled  a  clever  litUs   pietnre  from  tlill 

ohiiaoleristio  dilty^  the  caBnie  wife,  it  wn»  evident, 

The  warly  race  may  riches  chase, 

An'  riflhoa  still  may  fly  them,  0  ; 

r. 

An'  tho'  at  last  thej  catch  them  fast. 

There  was  a  lad  was  born  in  Kyle, 

Theii  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them,  0. 

But  whatna  day  o'  whatna  style 

I  doubt  it's  hardly  worth  the  while 

III. 

To  be  sae  nice  wi'  Robin. 

But  gie  me  a  canny  hour  at  e'en. 

Rohin  was  a  rovin'  boy. 

My  arms  about  my  dearie,  0 ; 

Rantin'  rovin',  rantin'  rovin' ; 

An'  warly  cares,  an'  warly  men. 

Robin  was  a  rovin'  boy. 

May  ft'  gae  tapsalteerie,  0, 

Kantin' rovin'  Robin! 

For  you  sae  douce,  ye  sneer  at  this. 

Out  monarch's  hindmost  year  bot  ane 

Ye're  nought  but  senseless  asses,  0  ; 

Was  five-and-twenty  days  begun. 

The  wisest  man  the  warl'  e'er  saw. 

'Twas  then  a  blast  o'  Janwar  win- 

He  dearly  lov'd  the  lasses,  0. 

Blew  hansel  in  on  Robin. 

Auld  Nature  aweara  the  lovely  dears 

The  gosap  teetit  in  his  !oof, 

Her  noblest  work  she  classes,  0 : 

Quo'  she,  wha  lives  will  see  the  proof, 

Her  'prentice  lian'  she  try'd  on  man. 

This  waly  boy  will  be  nae  eoof, 

An'  then  she  made  tbo  lasses,  0. 

I  think  we'll  oa'  him  Robin 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  01 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  0  ! 

The  sweetest  hours  that  e'w  I  spend 
Are  spent  amang  the  lasses,  0. 

He'll  hae  misfortunes  great  and  sma'. 

But  ay  a  heart  aboon  them  a' ; 
He'll  be  a  credit  U,  m  a'. 

We'll  a'  be  proud  o'  Robin. 

XVlil. 

But  sure  as  three  times  three  mak  nine, 

MY   JEANI 

I  see  by  ilka  score  and  line. 

Tune—"  The  Northern  Lass." 

This  chap  will  dearly  like  oar  kin', 

So  leeze  me  on  thee,  Robin. 

[The  lafly  on  whom  this  pasEionate  var^e  was  wtiHen 

wns  Jean  Amour. 

yi. 

Thomh  oruel  fate  bIiouM  bid  us  part, 

Guid  faith,  quo'  she,  I  doubt  you  gar. 

Far  as  the  pole  and  line. 

The  bonnie  iasses  lie  aspar, 
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But  twenty  fauts  ye  may  hie  waur. 

That  feeling  heart  hut  acts  a  part— 

So  bleesin's  od  thee,  Kobin  I 

■Tis  rakish  art  in  Rob  Mossgiel. 

Eobiii  was  a  roTin'  boy, 

BantJn'  rovin',  rantin'  royin' ; 

Robin  was  a  rovin'  hoy, 
RanUn'  rovin'  Robin ! 

The  frank  address,  the  soft  caress. 

Are  worao  than  poiaon'd  darts  of  steel  i 

The  frank  address  and  politesse 

Are  all  finesse  in  Rob  Mossgiel. 

XX. 

HER  FLOWING  LOCKS. 

TQne-(unlinown.) 

XXII. 

[Ono  daj— It  ie  tmdiSion  that  Bpeeks— Burns  bad  his 

YOUNG   PEGGY. 

Tune— "£as!  time  I  mm  o'er  the  mmr." 

a  young  My  of  great  beanty  rode  up  to  the  inn,  nnd  or- 

dered TSfieshinei.ts  for  her  servants :  he  made  tliese  Hnes 

SI  the  moment,  to  keep,  ha  said,  so  much  baanly  in  his 

Hek  flowing  locks,  the  raven's  wing, 

gomery'B  Peggy.] 

Adown  her  oeok  and  bosom  hing  ; 

How  Bweet  unto  tliat  breast  to  cling. 

YousG  Peggy  blooms  our  bonniest  lass. 

And  round  tliat  neelt  entwine  lier ! 

Her  blush  is  like  the  morning. 

Her  lips  are  rosea  wat  wi'  dew. 

The  rosy  dawn,  the  springing  grass. 

0,  wliat  a  feast  her  bonnia  mou'  1 

With  early  gems  adorning: 

Her  cheeks  a  majr  celestial  hue. 

Her  eyes  outshone  the  radiant  beams 

A  crimson  stiil  diviner. 

That  gild  thepassing  shower, 

And  glitter  o'er  the  crystal  streams. 

And  cheer  each  fresh'ning  flower. 

XXI. 

u. 

0  LEAVE   NOVELS. 

Her  lips,  more  tlian  the  cherries  bright. 

1aae~"  MaueMine  belles." 

A  riclier  &ye  bas  graced  tliem  ; 

They  charm  th'  admiring  gazer's  sight. 

[Who  theae  Mauchline  belles  weio  the  baid  in  other 

And  sweetly  tempt  to  taste  them  : 

ToreBlnfomiHUfl:— 

Her  smile  is,  as  the  evening  mild, 

"Mies  Miller  is  fine,  Mias  Markland's  divine, 

MiSB  Smim,  she  lias  wit,  and  Miaa  Betty  ia  bvaw; 
TherH^H  heanty  and  fortune  to  get  with  Miss  i^orton, 

When  feather'd  tribes  are  courting, 
And  little  lamhkins  want«n  wild, 

Bnt  Armour's  the  jewel  for  me  o'  them  «.'."! 

In.  plajfnl  bands  disporting. 

0  LEATE  novels,  ye  Mnuehline  belles, 

Were  fortune  lovely  Peggy's  foe. 

Ye're  safer  at  your  spinning-wheel; 

Such  sweetness  would  relent  her. 

Saoh  witoliing  books  are  baited  hooks 

As  blooming  spring  unbends  the  brow 

For  rakish  rooks,  like  Rob  MossgieL 

Of  surly,  savage  winter. 

Detraction's  eye  no  aim  can  gain. 

II. 

Her  winning  powers  to  lessen ; 

Tour  fine  Tom  Jones  and  Grandiaona, 

And  fretful  envy  grins  in  vain 

They  make  your  youthful  fancies  reel ; 

The  poison' d  toot^  to  fasten. 

They  heat  your  brains,  and  iiro  jour  veins. 

And  then  you're  prey  for  Rob  Mossgiel. 

IV. 

Ye  powers  of  honour,  love,  and  truth, 

From  every  ill  defend  her; 

Beware  a.  tongue  that's  smoothly  hung. 

Inspire  the  highly-favour'd  youth. 

A  heart  thai,  warmly  seems  to  feel ; 

The  destinies  intend  her  : 
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Still  fan  the  sweet  eoiinubial  flame 

And  faith  I  agr«e  with  th'  old  prig  to  a  hair  ; 

EeaponsLve  in  each  bosom, 

For  a  big-beUied  bottle's  a  heav'n  of  care. 

And  bless  the  dear  parental  name 

With  many  a  filial  blossom. 

Then  fill  up  a  bumper  and  make  it  o'erflow. 

xxiir. 

The  honours  masonic  prepare  fcr  to  throw; 
May  every  true  brother  of  the  compass  and 

THE   CURE   FOR   ALL   CAKE. 

square 

Tune — "  Fr^iare,  mil  dear  breihrea,  to  the  tavern 

Have  a  big-bellied  bottle  when  harass'd  with 

let's  fiy." 

care  I 

W03  no«d  for  its  BDcialilies.    MuBoaic  lyrics  are  all  of  o 
Jark  and  mjalic  ofcleri  and  those  of  Burns  oto  ewroely 

an  exception.! 

XXIV. 

Ko  churchman  am  I  for  to  rail  and  to  write. 

No  statesman  aor  soldier  to  plot  or  to  fight, 

ELIZA. 

No  sly  man  of  businesa,  contriving  to  anartj^ 

Tune — "  GUderoy." 

For  a  big-bellied  bottle's  the  whole  of  my  care. 

[My  late  ex^llent  friend,  John  6nlt,  infomed  mo  that 

tho  Eliza  of  this  aong  was  his  relative,  nnS  lliat  her  nnioo 

The  peer  I  don't  envj,  I  give  Mm  Ma  bow ; 

I  scorn  not  the  pcaaant,  tho'  ever  so  low; 

1- 

But  a  club  of  good  fellows,  like  those  that  are 

F»OM  thee,  Eliza,  I  must  go. 

here. 

And  from  my  native  shore; 

And  a  bottle  like  this,  are  my  glory  and  care. 

The  cruel  Fates  between  us  throw 

A  boundless  ocean's  roar : 

Here  passes  the  squire  on  his  brother — his  horse; 

Between  my  lOTO  and  me, 

There   centum   per   centum,   the  cit  with  his 

They  never,  never  can  divide 

purse  ; 

My  heart  and  soul  from  thee  ! 

Cut  aee  you  The  Crown,  how  it  waves  in  the  air ! 

There  a  big-bellied  bottle  still  eases  my  care. 

II. 

IT 

Farewell,  farewell,  Eliia  dear, 

The  wife  of  my  bosom,  alas !  she  did  die ; 

The  maid  that  I  adore  ! 

For  sweet  consolation  to  church  I  did  fly ; 

A  boding  voice  is  in  mine  ear. 

We  part  to  meet  no  more! 

That  a  big-bellied  bottle's  a  cure  for  all  care. 

The  latest  throb  that  loavea  my  heart. 

While  death  stands  victor  by. 

V. 

That  throb,  Eliza,  is  thy  part. 

I  once  was  perauaded  a  Tontare  to  make ; 

And  thine  that  latest  sigh! 

A  letter  inform'd  me  that  all  was  to  wreck  ;— 

But  tho  pursy  old  landlord  juat  waddled  up 
With  ft  glorious  bottle  that  ended  my  cares. 

vr 

XXV. 

"Life's  cares  they  are  comforts,'"— a  maiim 

THE   SONS   OP   OLD   KILLIE. 

laid  down 

By  the  bard,  what  d'ye  call  him,  that  wore  the 

Tune — "  Sharcnboy ." 

black  gown; 

[•'  This  song,  wrote  by  Mr.  Burns,  w=s  sung  by  bim 

1  Young's  Night  Thcughta. 

by  him  10  Mr.  Parker,  who  wua  Masler  of  the  Lodge." 
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Ye  sons  of  old  Killie,  assembled  by  Willie, 

To  follow  the  noble  vocation; 
Yonr  thrifty  old  mother  has  scarce  such  another 

To  sit  in  that  honoured  atation. 
I've  little  to  say,  but  only  to  pray, 

As  prajlDg'a  the  ton  of  your  fashion ; 
A  prayer  from  the  muse  you  well  may  excuse, 

'Tis  seldom  her  favourite  passion. 


Ye  powers  who  preside  o'er  the  wind  and  the 
tide, 

Who  marlied  eaoii  element's  border; 
Who  formed  this  frame  with  tenefieent  aim, 

Whose  sovereign  statute  is  order; 
Within  tliis  dear  mansion,  may  wayward  con- 

Or  withered  envy  ne'er  enter ; 
May  eeereoy  round  be  the  mystical  bound. 
And  brotherly  love  be  the  centre. 


XXVI. 

M  E  N  I  E. 

t-a-at!.—"  Johnny's  grey  breeks.' 


Aqaih  r^oicing  nature  sees 

Her  robe  assume  its  vernal  hues, 
Her  leafy  looks  Wave  in  the  breeze. 
All  freshly  stcep'd  in  morning  dewa. 
And  maun  I  still  on  Menie  doat, 

And  bear  the  scorn  that's  in  her  e'e  7 
Forit's  jet,  jet  black,  an' it's  like  a  hawk, 
An'  it  winna  let  a  body  ba. 


e  the  cowslips  Maw, 

mette 

vi'lets  spring; 

e,  >n  file 

a  or  shaw. 

and  til 

lintwhite  sing. 

The  merry  plougliboy  cheers  his  team, 
Wi'  joy  the  tectie  seedsman  stalks  ; 

But  life  to  rae's  a  weary  dream, 
A  dream  of  ane  that  never  wauks. 


Amang  the  reeds  tho  ducklings  cry. 
The  stately  swan  majestic  swims. 
And  every  thing  is  blest  but  1. 

The  sheep-herd  steeks  his  faulding  slap. 
And  owre  the  moorland  whistles  shrill ; 

Wi'  Willi,  unequal,  wand'ring  step, 
1  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hill. 

And  when  the  lark,  'tween  light  and  dark, 
Blythe  waukens  by  the  daisy's  side, 

And  mounts  and  sings  on  flittering  winga, 
A  woe-worn  ghaist  I  hameward  glide. 


Come,  Winter,  with  thine  angry  how!, 

And  raging  bend  the  naked  tree; 
Thy  gloom  will  sooth  my  cheerless  soul. 
When  nature  all  is  sad  Eke  me  I 
And  maun  I  still  on  Menie  doat. 

And  hear  the  scorn  that's  in  her  e'l 
For  it's  jet.  jet  black,  an'  it's  like  a  hawk, 
An'  it  winca  let  a  body  be. 


THE    FAREWELL 
BRETHREN  OF   ST.    JAMES'S  LODGE, 


Tune — "  Good-niyht,  and  joy  he  icV  yo'a  a'." 
[Buins,  H  ia  aaid.  sung  IIiIb  aong  in  the  91.  Jameai 


!e.] 


le  sSeeted  Ihe  wliol' 


Adieu  I  a  heart-warm,  fond  adien ! 

Dear  brothers  of  the  mystic  tie  I 
Te  fnvour'd,  ye  enlighten'd  few, 

Companions  of  my  social  joy! 
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Tho'  I  to  foreign  lands  must  hie. 

I.. 

Pursuing  Fortune's  slidd'ry  ba', 

She's  sweeter  than  the  morning  dawn 

With  melting  heart,  and  brimful  eye. 

When  risjig  Phrebus  first  is  seen. 

I'U  mind  jou  still,  tho'  far  awa'. 

And  dew-drops  twinkle  o'er  the  lawn  ; 

An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een 

Oft  hare  I  met  your  social  band, 

.1.. 

And  spent  the  cheerful,  festive  night  ( 

She's  stately  like  yon  youtliful  ash, 

Oft,  honoiir'd  with  supreme  command. 

That  grows  the  cowslip  braes  between, 

Presided  o'er  the  sons  of  light : 

And  drinks  tho  stream  with  vigour  fresh ; 

And  by  that  hieroglyphic  bright, 

An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Which  none  but  craftsmen  evor  saw! 

Strong  mem'ry  on  my  heart  shall  write 
Those  happy  scenea  when  far  awa'. 

She's  spotless  like  the  flow'ring  thorn. 

With  flow'rs  so  white  and  leaves  so  green, 

When  purest  in  the  dewy  mom; 

An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

May  freedom,  harmony,  and  love 

Unite  you  in  the  grand  design. 

^ 

Bcnoath  th'  Oniiiisclent  Eye  above. 

Her  looks  are  like  the  vernal  May, 

The  glorious  Architect  divine  ! 

When  evening  Phiebus  shines  serene. 

That  you  may  keep  th'  unerring  line. 
Still  rising  ijy  tho  plummet's  law. 

While  birds  rejoice  on  every  spray— 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Till  order  bright  completely  shine. 

Shall  be  my  praj'r  when  far  awa'. 

VI. 

Her  hair  is  like  the  ourliag  mist 

That  climbs  the  mountain-sides  at  e'en. 

And  you  farewell  1  whose  merits  claim. 

When  flow'r-reviving  rains  are  past; 

Justly,  that  highest  badge  to  wear! 

An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Heav'n  bless  youp  honour'd,  noble  name, 

To  masonry  and  Scotia  dear  I 

Tir. 

A  last  request  permit  me  here, 

Her  forehead's  like  the  show'ry  bow. 

Whan  yearly  ye  assemble  a', 

When  gleaming  snnbeams  intervene. 

One  round— I  ask  it  with  a  tear,— 

And  gild  the  distant  mountain's  brow  ; 

To  him,  the  Bard  that's  far  awa'. 

An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Her  cheeks  are  like  yon  crimson  gem. 

The  pride  of  all  the  flow'ry  scene, 

Just  opening  on  its  thorny  stem; 

xxviir. 

An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

ON   CESSNOCK  BANKS. 

IX. 

ng,  which  was 
qinunicntion  of 
31,  iu  early  Ufa, 


On  Cessnock  banks  a  lassie  dwells  ; 

Could  I  describe  her  shape  and  miei 
Our  lasses  a'  she  far  excels, 

An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  ei 


Her  teeth  are  like  the  nightly  snow 
When  pale  the  morning  rises  keen, 

While  Md  the  murmuring  streamlets  flow; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een 


Her  lips  are  like  yon  cherries  ripe, 
Tiiat  sunny  walls  from  Boreas  screei 

They  tempt  the  taste  and  charm  the  si 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  ei 
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Her  teeth  are  like  a  flock  of  sheep. 
With  fleeces  newly  washen  clean, 

That  slowly  mount  tie  rising  steep; 
An'  she  has  twa  (■lancin'  roguish  6' 


Her  trcath  is  like  the  fragrai 
Tliat  gently  stirs  the  blosst 

Whan  PhfBbua  dnks  behind  the  spi 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rognii 


Mhea 


XXX. 

THE  LASS  OF  BALLOGHMYIB. 

Taiie~"Miss  Forties's  FareweU  to  Banff." 

let,  of  Ballochmjie,  aa  Iha  poet  tsLIa  h»i 
:8d  lo  meet  her  in  one  nf  his  fayonritB 


thel 


Kcr  voice  is  like  the  ev'ning  thrush 
Tliat  siDgs  on  Ccssnock  banks  unseen, 

While  Ills  mate  sits  nestling  in  lie  bush ; 
Au'  she  lias  twa,  spiirkling  roguish  een. 

Biit  It's  not  her  air,  her  form,  her  face, 
Thu'  matching  beauty's  fabled  queen, 

'Tis  the  mind  tliat  shines  in  ev'ry  grace, 
An'  chiefly  in  her  roguish  een. 


'TwAs  even — the  dewy  fields  were  green. 

On  every  blade  the  pearls  hang, 
The  zephyr  wanton'd  round  the  bean. 

And  bore  its  fragrant  sweats  alang: 
In  ev'ry  glen  tte  mavis  sang. 

All  nature  listening  seem'd  the  while, 
Escept  where  greenwood  echoes  rang 

Amang  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle  ! 


XXIX. 

MARY! 

Tune— "Sine  Bonnets.' 


With  careless  step  I  onward  stray'd, 

Mj  heart  rejoic'd  in  nature's  joy, 
When  musing  in  a  lonely  glade, 

A  maiden  fair  I  chano'd  to  spy; 
Her  look  was  like  the  morning's  eye. 

Her  air  like  nature's  vernal  smile. 
Perfection  whisper'd  passing  by, 

Beiiold  the  lass  o'  Balloehmjle! 


PoK'tBS  celestial !  whose  protection 
Ever  guards  the  virtuous  fair, 

Willie  in  distant  climes  I  wander, 
Let  my  Mary  be  your  care  :    - 

Let  her  form  sae  fair  and  faultless. 

Let  my  Mary's  kindred  spirit 
Draw  your  choicest  influence  down. 


Fair 


I  the 


iw'ry  Moy, 

And  sweet  is  night  in  autumn  mil 
When  roving  thro'  the  garden  guy. 

Or  wand'ring  in  the  lonely  wild  ; 
But  woman,  nature's  darling  child  ! 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  cor 
Even  there  her  other  works  are  loll' 

By  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Ballochmjlo 


Make  the  gales  you  waft  around  her 

Soft  and  peaceful  as  her  breast; 
Breathing  in  the  breeze  that  fans  her. 

Soothe  her  bosom  info  rest: 
Guardian  angels!     0  protect  her, 

When  in  distant  lands  I  roam  ; 
To  realms  unknown  while  fate  esiies  mi 

Make  her  bosom  still  my  home. 


0,  had  she  been  a  country  maid, 

And  I  the  happy  country  swain, 
Tho'  shelter'd  iu  the  lowest  shed 

That  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plain. 
Thro'  weary  winter's  wind  and  rain, 

With  joy,  with  rapture,  I  would  toil ; 
And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain 

The  bonnio  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 
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Then  prido  miglit  climb  the  slippery  steep, 

Whore  fame  and  honours  lofty  shine  ; 
And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep 

Or  downward  aeck  the  Indian  mine  ; 
Give  me  the  cot  below  the  pine, 

To  tend  the  QocltB,  or  till  the  soil, 
And  ev'rj  day  have  joys  diyina 

Witli  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Balloohmyle. 


THE   GLOOMY   NIGHT. 
lune—"  EosUn  Caatle." 


'Tba  gloomy  n%lit  is  gathering  foal.' "] 

The  gloomy  night  is  gath'ring  fast, 
Loud  roars  tho  wild  inconstant  biaat ; 
Yon  murlty  cloud  is  foul  with  rain, 
I  see  it  driTing  o'er  tho  plain ; 
The  hunter  now  has  left  the  moor, 
The  acatter'd  coreys  meet  secure  ; 
While  here  I  wander,  prest  with  care, 
Along  the  lonely  banlis  of  Ayr. 


The  Autamn  monrns  her  rip'ning  cor 
By  early  Winter's  ravage  torn ; 
Across  her  placid,  azure  sky, 
She  acos  the  scowling  tempest  fly  ; 
Chill  iTina  my  blood  to  hear  it  rare— 
I  think  upon  the  stormy  wave. 
Where  many  a  danger  I  must  dare, 
Far  from  the  bonoie  banks  of  Ayr. 


'Tis  not  the  surging  billow's  roar, 
'Tis  not  that  fatal  deadly  shore  ; 
Tho'  death  in  ov'ry  shape  appear, 
The  wretched  have  no  more  to  fear  ! 
But  round  my  heart  the  ties  are  bound, 
That  heart  transpiere'd  with  many  a  wound 
These  bleed  afresh,  those  ties  I  tear, 
To  leave  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr. 


Farewell  old  Coila's  hills  and  dales. 
Her  heathy  moors  and  winding  Tales  ; 


The  scenea  where  wretched  fancy  roves, 
Pursuing  past,  unhappy  loves! 
Farewell,  my  friends !  farewell,  my  foes 
My  peace  with  these,  my  love  with  thos' 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare; 
Farewell,  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr! 


XXXII. 

3  WHAB  DID   YE   GET 

Tune— ".Sonnie  Dundee." 


0,  WHAK  did  ye  get  that  hauver  meal  bannock 

0  silly  blind  body,  0  dinna  ye  soe  ? 
I  gat  it  frae  a  young  brisk  sodger  laddie. 

Between  Saint  Johnaten  and  bonnie  Dundee. 
0  gin  I  saw  the  laddie  that  gae  me't! 

Aft  has  he  doudl'd  me  np  on  his  knee  ; 
May  Heaven  protect  my  bonnie  Scots  laddie, 

And  send  him  safe  hame  to  his  babie  and 


My  blessin's  upon  thy  sweet  wee  lippie. 

My  blessin's  npon  tby  bonnie  e'e  brie  [ 
Thy  smiles  are  sao  like  myblythe  sodger  laddie, 

Thou's  ay  the  dearer  and  dearer  to  me  L 
But  I'll  big  a  bower  on  yon  bonnie  banks, 

Wliere  Tay  rins  wimplin'  by  sae  clear  ; 
And  I'll  deed  thee  in  the  tartan  sae  line. 

And  mak  thee  n  man  like  thy  daddio  dear 


XXXIII. 

THE  JOYFUL   WIDOWER. 
Tune — "  MaggD  Lauder." 


lof  m. 


1  joy  or 

B1-] 


nith  a  scolding  wife 
Tho  fourteenth  of  November  ; 
She  made  roe  weary  of  my  life. 
By  one  nnruly  member. 
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Long  did  I  bear  the  heayy  yoke, 

XXXV. 

And  many  griefs  attended; 

But  to  my  comfort  be  it  spoke, 

I  AM  MY  MAMMY'S  AB  BAIEK. 

Now,  now  her  life  is  ended. 

Tune—"  Pm  o'er  yrmng  to  marry  yet." 

ir. 

[The  tills,  and  part  of  tha  chorua  only  of  this  song,  or* 

We  liv'd  full  one-and-twentj  yeara 

old ;  tlia  real  is  by  Burns,  aiid  was  written  for  JohnBOn.J 

A  man  and  wifu  together; 

I. 

At  length  from  me  her  course  she  steer'd, 

I  AM  my  mammy's  ae  bairn. 

And  gone  I  know  not  whither: 

Wi'uncofolkl  weary,  Sir; 

Would  1  could  gvioss,  I  do  profess, 

And  lying  in  a  man's  bed. 

I  speak,  and  do  not  flatter. 

I'm  fley'd  it  make  me  eerie,  Sir. 

Of  all  the  woman  in  the  world. 

I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet; 

I  neTer  could  come  at  her. 

I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet ; 

I'm  o'er  young— 'twad  be  a  sin 

Her  body  is  bestowed  well, 

To  tak'  me  frae  my  mammy  yet. 

A  handsome  grave  does  hide  her ; 

But  sure  her  soul  ia  not  in  hell, 

The  deil  would  ne'er  abide  her. 

Hallowmas  is  come  and  gane, 

I  rather  think  she  is  aloft. 

The  nights  are  long  in  winter,  Sir; 
And  you  an'  I  in  ae  bed, 
In  trouth,  I  dare  na  venture.  Sir. 

And  imitating  thunder; 

Tearing  the  clouds  asunder. 

III. 

Fu'  loud  and  shrill  thefrosty  wind, 

Blaws  tlirough  the  leafless  tiramer,  Sir; 
But,  if  ye  come  this  gate  again. 

I'U  aulder  be  ^n  simmer.  Sir. 

XXXIV. 

Tm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet ; 

COME  DOWN  THE  BACK  STAIRS. 

I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet; 

I'm  o'er  young,  'twad  be  a  sin 

Tune—"  Whistle,  and  FU  come  to  you,  my  lad," 

To  tak  me  Arae  my  mammj  yet. 

Dinnfriaa  Bditlar.    Burns  gave  anothsr  nud  happier  vet- 
tic  to  the  work  of  T).oiasoi. ;  tlii»  waa  wrilten  for  the 

i^uuam  of  Johnson,  whore  it  waa  B«t  published.] 

CHOItCfl. 

XXXVI. 

0  whistle,  and  I'U  come 

BONNIE   LASSIE,   WILL  YE   GO. 

To  you,  my  lad  ; 

0  whistle,  and  I'll  come 

Tune—"  The  hirki  of  Aherfddy." 

To  you,  my  lad : 

{AnolJslrain,cFiLlBd  "The  Dirks  of  Abergel<lie."wa« 

Tho'  father  and  mither 

Should  baith  gae  mad, 
0  whistle,  and  HI  come 

poet  Bays,  Blanding  under  thB  Falls  of  Alicrfeldy,  rear 
made  to  the  north,  in  Uie  year  17S7.] 

To  you,  my  lad. 

Come  down  the  hack  stairs 

Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go. 

When  ye  eome  to  court  me ; 

Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go; 

Come  down  the  baolt  stairs 

Bonuie  lassie,  will  ye  go 

When  ye  conie  to  court  me ; 

Tothebirksof  Aberfeldy? 

Come  down  the  back  stairs. 

And  let  naebody  see. 

I- 

And  eome  as  ye  were  na 

Now  simmer  blinks  on  flowery  braes. 

Coming  to  me. 

And  o'er  the  crystal  streamlet  plays; 

by  Google 


OF  ROBERT  BURNS.                                       223 

Come  let  us  spend  the  lightsome  dajs 

II. 

InthebirksofAberfeldy. 

Oh,  what  is  death  hut  parting  breath  T 

Ou  many  ft  bloody  plain 

II. 

I've  dar'd  his  face,  and  in  this  plftce 

The  little  birdies  blithely  sing, 

Iscorahimyetagain! 

While  o'er  their  heida  the  baieU  hiog. 

Or  lightly  flit  on  wajiton  ning 

III. 

111  the  birks  of  Abeifeldj. 

Untie  these  banda  from  off  my  hands. 

And  bring  to  me  my  sword  ; 

III. 

And  there's  no  a  man  in  all  Scotland, 

The  braes  ascend,  like  lofty  wa'a, 

But  I'll  hrave  him  at  a  word. 

The  fonmy  stream  deep-roaring  fo's, 

O'erhung  m'  fragrant  spreading  aliawa, 

The  birks  of  Aherfeldy. 

I'Te  iiy'd  a  life  of  sturt  and  strife; 

I  die  by  treaeherle  : 

IT. 

It  bums  my  heart  I  must  depart, 

The  hoary  cliffs  are  crown'd  wi'  fiowera. 

And  Dot  avenged  be. 

White  o'er  the  linns  the  burnie  pours, 

And  rising,  wcets  vV  misty  showers 
The  birke  of  Aberfeldj. 

Now  farewell  light— thou  sunshine  bright. 
And  all  beneath  the  sky! 

May  coward  shame  distain  his  name. 

The  wretch  that  dares  not  die  • 

Let  Fortane'a  gifts  at  random  flee. 

Sao  rantingly,  sae  wantonly. 

They  ne'er  shall  draw  a  ulsh  frae  me, 

Sae  dauntingly  gaed  he  ; 

Supremely  blest  wi'  love  and  (iee. 

He  play'd  a  spring,  and  danu'd  it  round, 

In  the  birks  of  Aherfeldy. 

Below  the  gallows-tree. 

Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go. 

Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go ; 
Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go 

■Eothebirksof  Aberfeldy! 

xxxvm. 

BRAW  LADS   OF   QAILA  WATER, 
Tune—"  Oalla  Water. 

[Bums  foiinii  this  >oi^  in  II.b  ct.ll8eli..n  of  Held; 

XXXVII. 

Ddded  the  first  verse,  made  other  but  n-il  inttierlal  eiqen- 

MACPHERSON'S   FAREWELL. 

anolher  version  for  Thomson.] 

Tune—"  M'Pherson's  Rant." 

Braw,  braw  lads  of  Galla  Water; 

0  braw  lads  of  Galla  Water  ; 

oldBt  and  Lnferior  strain,  recor.ling  tlie  feelinss  of  a  noted 

I'll  kilt  my  coats  aboon  my  knee, 

ffBfbooter  when  liroughl  (o  "justify  his  deads  on  the 
f  allows-ttOB"  at  Intemess.J 

And  follow  my  love  thro'  the  water. 

Fakewell,  ye  dungeons  dark  and  strong, 

Sae  fair  her  hair,  sae  brent  her  brow' 

The  wretch's  desiijiie! 

Sae  honny  blue  her  sen,  my  dearie; 

Maophcrsoc's  time  will  not  be  long 

Sae  white  her  teeth,  sae  sweet  her  mou". 

On  yon,der  gallows-tree. 

The  mair  I  kisa  she's  ay  my  de»rie. 

Sae  ranlingly,  sae  wantonly. 

Sae  dauntingly  gaed  he ; 

II. 

He  play'd  a  spring,  and  dano'd  it  round. 

O'er  yon  bank  and  o'er  yon  brae, 

Below  the  gallows-tree. 

O'er  yon  mosa  amang  the  heather  ; 
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I'll  kilt  raj  coats  aooon  mj  knee, 

II. 

And  follow  mj  loie  thro'  tho  water. 

Bus;  haunts  of  base  mankind, 

Western  breezes  softly  blowing. 

Down  amang  the  broom,  the  broom, 

Down  amang  tho  broom,  mj  dearie. 

The  lassie  lost  a  silken  snood, 

III. 

That  coat  her  mony  a  blirt  and  bleary. 

In  the  cause  of  Eight  engaged. 

Braw,  braw  lads  of  Galla  Water ; 

Wrongs  injurious  to  redress, 

0  braw  lads  of  Galla-Water  : 

Honour's  war  we  strongly  waged, 

I'll  kilt  my  eoata  aboon  my  knee. 

But  the  hoarens  denied  suceess. 

And  follow  my  love  thro'  the  water. 

„. 

STAY,  MY  CHARMER. 
Tune— "  Jn  Gille  duih  eiar  dkubk." 


Btki,  my  charmer,  can  you  leave  me  t 

Cruel,  cruel,  to  deceive  me! 

Well  you  know  how  much  you  grieve  mi 

Cruel  charmer,  cau  yon  go  ? 

Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go  1 


By  my  love  so  ill  requited; 

By  the  faith  you  fondly  plighted; 

By  the  pangs  of  lovers  slighted  ; 
So  Dot,  do  not  leave  me  so  i 
Do  not,  do  not  leave  me  soi 


THICKEST   NIGHT,  O'ERHANG  MY 

DWELLING. 

Txm^^-"  Slratkttllan' 3  Laiaent." 


Thiceest  night,  surround  my  dwelling  1 
Howling  tempests,  o'er  me  rave  ! 

Tarhid  torrents,  wintry  swelling. 
Roaring  by  my  lonely  cave! 


Ruin's  wheel  has  driven  o'ci 
Not  a  hope  that  dare  attend, 


MY    H  0  G  G  I  E. 
TuQe^"JFiai  will  I  do  gin  my  Moggie  die?" 


enm:  the  first  lino  oaly  Isold.] 
Wjut  will  I  do  gin  my  Hoggie  die  1 

My  joy,  my  pride,  my  Hoggie! 
My  only  beast,  I  had  nae  mae. 

And  vow  but  I  was  vogie ! 
The  lee-lang  night  we  watch' d  the  fauld. 

Me  and  my  faithfn'  doggie; 
We  heard  nought  but  the  roaring  lina, 

Amang  the  braes  aae  aoroggie  ; 
But  the  houlet  cry'd  frae  the  castle  wa'. 

The  blitter  frae  fie  boggie, 
The  tod  reply'd  upon  the  hill, 

I  trembled  for  my  Moggie. 
When  day  did  daw,  and  cocks  did  craw, 

The  morning  it  was  foggie ; 
An'  uneo  tyke  lap  o'er  the  dyke. 

And  maist  has  kill'd  my  Hoggie. 


XLII, 

HER   DADDIE   FORBAD. 

Tune — "Jiimpin'  John." 

lis  is  ODS  of  the  old  Eongs  which  Kllson  c 
I  of  amenaing  for  tha  Museum :  Lilllo  of  it 
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Heb  daddic  forbad,  ber  ininnie  forbad; 

Forbidden  she  wadoa,  be: 
8Iie  wadna  trow't,  Iho  browst  she  brew'd 
Wad  taste  sae  bkterlie. 

The  lang  lad  they  ca'  jumpin'  John 

Beguiled  the  bounie  lussie, 
The  lang  lad  thej  ca'  Jumpin'  John 
Beguiled  the  bonnie  lassie. 

A  cow  and  a  cauf,  a  jowe  and  a  hauf, 

And  thretty  gude  shillin'a  and  three ; 
A  TSta  glide  tocher,  a  cotter-man's  doehtor. 
The  lass  ni'  tho  bonnie  black  e'e. 

The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jumpin'  Jolin 

Beguiled  the  bonnie  lassie. 
The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jumpin'  John 
Beguiled  che  bonnie  lassie. 


UP   IN   THE   MOKNING  EARLY 
Tune—"  Cold  Ihics  the  icmd." 


Up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me, 

Up  in  the  morning  early  ; 
When  a'  tte  hills  are  cOTor'd  wl'  anaw, 

I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 


Ca[jlu  blaros  tho  wind  frae  east  to  nest, 

Tlie  drift  is  driving  sairly  ; 
Sim  loud  and  shill  I  hear  the  bla^t, 

I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 


The  birds  sit  ehittering  in  the  tbar 

A'  day  they  fare  but  sparely ; 
And  lang's  the  night  frae  e'en  to  m 
I'm  sure  it's  wintct'  fairly. 
Up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me 

Up  in  the  morning  early  ; 

IVhen  a'  the  hills  are  eover'd  v 

I'm  snre  it's  winter  fairly. 


YOUNG   UIGHLAND   ROVER. 
Tune — "  Morog." 


S  Highla 

il  Rover  o 

by  some  to 

by  others,  t 

oflht^P 

Tv^vLl 

song  was  ciim]ioaBd  b 

Loud  blaw  tho  frosty  breezes, 


Since  my  young  Highland  rover 

Whera'er  he  go,  where'er  he  stray, 
May  Heaven  be  his  warden  : 

Return  him  safe  to  fair  Strathspey, 
And  bonnie  Castle-Gordon  [ 


The  trees  now  naked  groaning, 
Shall  soon  wi'  leaves  be  hinging. 

The  bicdiea  dowie  moaning. 
Shall  a'  be  blithely  singing. 
And  every  flower  be  springing. 

Sae  I'll  rejoice  the  lee-lang  day, 
When  by  hla  mighty  Warden 

My  youth's  returned  to  fair  Strathspey, 
And  bonnie  Castle- Gordon. 


XLV- 
HEY,   THE   DUSTY   MILLB 
Tune—"  The  Dusty  MiiUr." 
[The  DuetyMilleiis  an  old  stiab,  mndifisd 


Hbt,  the  dusty  miller. 

And  his  dusty  coat; 

He  will  win  a  shilling. 

Or  ho  spend  a  groat. 

Dusty  was  tJio  coat, 

Dvisty  was  the  coloor 
Dusty  was  the  liiss 
That  I  got  frae  tho  a 
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Hey,  the  duaty  miller, 

And  bis  dusty  sack  ; 

Leezo  me  on  the  calling 

Fills  the  dusty  peck. 

Fills  tJie  dusty  peck. 

Brings  the  dusty  siller 
I  wad  gie  my  ooatie 
For  the  duaty  miller. 


XL  VI. 
THERE   WAS   A  LASS 
Tunc — "  Duncan  Davison." 


Thehr  was  a  lass,  they  ca'd  her  Meg, 

And  she  held  o'er  the  moors  to  spin; 
There  was  a  lad  that  follow'd  her. 

They  oa'd  him  Duncan  Davison. 
The  moor  was  driegh,  and  Mug  was  skit 

Her  fayonr  Duncan  could  na  win  ; 
For  iri'  the  roke  she  wad  him  knock. 

And  ay  she  shook  the  temper-pin. 


.  As  o'er  the  moor  they  lightly  fnor, 

A  burn  was  clear,  a  glen  was  green, 
Upon  the  banks  they  eas'd-their  shanks. 

And  ay  she  set  the  wheel  between: 
But  Duncan  swore  a  haly  aith, 

That  Meg  should  bo  a  bride  the  mom. 
Then  Meg  took  up  her  spinnin'  graith. 

And  flaog  them  a'  out  o'er  the  burn. 


Well  big  a  house, — a  woe,  wee  house, 

And  we  will  live  like  king  and  queen 
Sae  hijthe  and  merry  we  will  he 

When  ye  set  by  the  wheel  at  o'en. 
A  man  may  drink  and  no  be  drunk; 

A  man  may  fight  and  no  be  slain; 
A  man  may  kisa  a  boniiie  lass. 

And  ay  ha  welcome  back  again. 


XLVir. 

THENIEL  MENZIES'  BONNIE  MARY. 

Tune.—"  The  RuMait's  Bant." 


In  coming  by  the  brig  o'  Dye, 

At  Darlet  we  a  blink  did  tarry  ; 
As  day  waa  dawiu  in  the  sky. 
Wo  drank  a  health  to  bonnie  Mary. 

Thoniel  Meniics'  bonnie  Ma.ry; 

Theniel  Meniiee'  bonnie  Mary; 
Charlio  Grcgor  tint  his  plaidie, 
Kissin'  Theniel'a  bonnie  Mary. 


Her  een  eae  bright,  her  brow  sae  white, 
Her  haffet  locks  as  brown's  a  berry ; 

And  ay,  they  dimpl't  wi'  a  smile. 
The  rosy  checks  o'  bonnie  Mary. 


We  lap  and  danood  the  lee  lang  day. 

Till  piper  lads  were  wae  and  woary ; 
But  Charlie  gat  the  spring  to  pay. 
For  kisiin'  Theniel's  bonnie  Mary. 

Theniel  Menzioa'  bonnie  Mary; 

Theniel  Meniiea'  bonnie  Maryj 
Charlie  Gregor  tint  hia  plaidie, 
Kissin'  Theniel's  bonnie  Mary. 


JiLVIII. 

THE   BANKS   OP   THE   DEVON. 

Tune. — ■"  Bhannerach  dhon  na  chri." 


s  frie 


m  the  founc^  of  Clacl.m=nmn.] 

How  pleasant  the  banka  of  the  clear  winding 
Devon, 
With    green    spreading  bushes,    and  flowi  r? 
blooming  fair! 
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Bat  the  bonniest  flower  on  the  banks  of  the 

III. 

Devon 

But,  Duncan,  ^n  ye'U  keep  your  aith— 

Vfas  once  a  svect  bud  on  the  braea  of  the 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o'tl 

Ayr. 

I'so  bless  you  wi'  my  hindmost  breath- 

Mild  be  the  sun  on  this  sweet  blnaliing  flower, 

lla,ba,  the  girdin  o't! 

In  the  gay  rosy  morn,  as  it  bathes  in  tbe 

Duncan,  gin  ye'll  keep  your  aith, 

dew; 

The  beast  again  can  bear  us  baith. 

And  gentle  the  fall  of  tie  soft  vernal  shower, 

And  auld  Mess  John  will  mend  the  ekaith, 

That  stealH  on  the  evening  eaoh  leaf  to  re- 

Ajid  clout  the  bad  girdin  o't. 

0  spare  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breeiea. 

With  chill  hoary  wing,  as  ye  usher  the  dawn ; 

And  far  be  thou  distant,  thou  reptile  that  seizes 

T^ 

The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  and 

lawnl 

THE   PLOUGHMAN. 

Lot  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gay  gilded  Lilies, 

Tune — ' '  Up  ipi'  the  ploughman. " 

And  England,  triumphant,  display  her  proud 

[Th8  old  wordH,  of  wh!sh  Ihcsc  in  the  M„.a„n,  are  a. 

A  fairer  than  either  adorns  the  green  valloys. 

Herd,! 

Where  Devon,  sweet  Devon,  meandering  flows. 

I. 

His  mind  is  ever  true,  jo. 
His  garters  knit  below  bis  knee. 

His  bonnet  it  is  blue,  jo. 

XLIX. 

Then  up  wi'  bim  my  ploughman  lad. 

WEARY   PA'    YOU,  DUNCAN  GEAY, 

Of  a'  the  trades  that  I  do  ken, 

Tune— "-Ouncon  Orai/." 

Commend  me  to  the  ploughman. 

(The  original  Duncan  Gray,  oul  of  which  Ihe  preeenl 

jj 

•train  Wiiaeitracted  for  Johnenn,  hodnn  right  lo  he  called 
B  lad  of  grace !  anollier  vorBion,  and  in  a  happier  mood, 

My  ploughman  he  comes  hame  at  e'en. 

He's  aflcn  wat  and  weary; 

Cast  off  the  wat,  put  on  the  dry, 

Waisr  fa'  yon,  Duncan  Gray— 

And  gae  to  bed,  my  dearie  I 

Ha,  ha,  thegiriiino't! 

III. 

Wae  gac  by  you,  Duncan  Gray— 

I  will  wash  my  ploughman's  hose. 

na,  ha,  thegirdino't! 

And  I  will  dress  his  o'erlay; 

When  a'  the  lavo  gae  to  their  play. 

I  will  mak  my  ploughman's  bed. 

Then  I  mauQ  sit  the  lee  lang  day. 

And  cheer  him  late  and  early. 

And  jog  the  cradle  wi'  my  tae. 

And  a'  for  the  girdin  o't! 

IT. 

I  hae  been  east,  I  hae  been  wesi^ 

II. 

I  hae  been  at  Saint  Johnston; 

Bonnie  was  the  Lammas  moon— 

The  bonniest  sight  that  e'er  I  saw 

Ha,  ha,  thegiitlino't! 

Glowrin'  a'  the  hills  aboon— 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't  I 

V. 

Tbe  girdin  brak,  the  beast  cam  down, 

Snaw-whito  etockins  on  his  legs. 

I  tint  my  curoh,  and  baith  my  shoonj 

And  siller  buckles  glancitt'; 

Ah  !  Duncan,  yc're  an  unco  loon- 

A  gudo  blue  bonnet  on  his  head— 

Waeonlhebadgirdino-tl 

And  0,  but  he  was  handsome  1 
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VI. 

death  of  har  Bister,  add  the  »liLl  more  melancholy  death 

Commend  me  to  the  bam-yard, 

of  horsisler's  husband,  II18  late  Earl  orly)i:don,  inl79S.""J 

And  the  oorn-mou,  man; 

1. 

I  never  gat  my  ooggie  fou. 

Ravi  NO  winds  around  her  blowing, 

Till  I  met  wi'  the  ploughman. 

Yellow  leares  the  woodlands  strowing. 

Up  wi'  him  my  ploughman  lad, 

By  a  river  hoarsely  roaring, 

And  hey  my  merry  ploughman! 

Isabella  stray' d  deploring— 

Of  a'  the  trades  that  I  do  ken, 

"  Farewell  hours  that  late  did  measure 

Commend  me  to  the  ploughman. 

Sunshine  daya  of  joy  and  pleasure; 

Hail,  thou  gloomy  Dight  of  aoirow. 

Cheerless  night  that  knows  no  morrow! 

LI. 

LANDLADY,   COUNT   THE   LAWIN. 

"O'er  the  past  too  fondly  wandering. 

On  the  bopeless  future  pondering; 

Tune—"  Hes  luUi,  taOL" 

Chilly  grief  my  life-blood  freezes, 

[Of  this  song,  Ihe  first  end  sefnad  versss  ars  by  Bums ; 

Fell  despair  my  fancy  seizes. 

the  closing  verw  hsLonEs  to  a  Blmin  tKreateniiis  Britain 

Life,  thou  soul  of  erery  blessing, 

Load  to  misery  most  distressing. 

ofthesLns.l 

Gladly  how  would  I  resign  thee. 

And  to  dark  oblivion  join  thee!" 

Landladt,  count  the  lawin. 

The  day  ia  near  the  dawin; 

Ye're  a'  blind  drunk,  boys. 

And  I'm  but  jolly  fou. 

How  tutti,  taiti— 

■ 

Wha'sfounowt 

HOW  LONG  AND  DREARY  IS  THE  NIGHT. 

To  a  Gaelk  air. 

11. 

Cog  an'  ye  were  ay  fou, 

strain  is  true  Highland  :  Burns,  though  not  a  musician. 

Cog  an'  ye  were  ay  fou, 

had  a  fine  natural  taste  in  the  matter  of  national  meio 

I  wad  sit  and  sing  to  yon 

di»s,l 

If  ye  were  ay  foa. 

I. 

Ill 

How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night 

Wlien  I  am  frae  my  dearie  ! 

Weel  may  ye  a'  be  L 
ni  may  we  never  seel 
God  bleaa  the  king. 
And  the  companie! 

I  sleepless  lie  itae  e'en  to  morn, 

Tho'  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary. 
I  sleepless  lie  frae  e'en  to  mom, 

Hey  tutti,  taiti. 

Tho'  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary. 

How  tutti,  taiti— 

' 

Wha'sfounow? 

When  I  think  on  the  happy  days 

I  spent  wi'  you,  my  dearie. 
And  now  what  lands  between  us  lie. 

How  can  I  but  be  eerie  ! 

LIl. 

And  now  what  lands  between  us  lie. 

BAVINQ  "WlffDS  AROUND  HER  BLOWING. 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie  ! 

Tune—' '  MacgregoT  of  Sura's  lammt." 

III. 

t"I  compoeea  thesB  veraee,"  »ij>  Bums,  "on  Miss 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours, 

Isabella  M> Leod,  of  Raza,  alluding  Id  bfi  ■  feeiiags  on  llie 

As  ye  were  wae  and  weary! 
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It  was  na  sae  jo  glinted  by, 

I. 

When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 

By  Auchtertyre  grows  the  aik, 

It  WIS  na  sao  je  glinted  by, 

On  Yarrow  baoka  the  birken  shaw ; 

When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 

But  Pheraie  was  a  bonnier  lass 

Than  braes  of  Yarrow  ever  saw. 

LIV, 

Her  looks  were  like  a  flow'r  in  May. 

MUSING  ON  THE  ROAEING  OCEAN. 

Her  smile  was  like  a  simmer  morn ; 

Tune— "  JJrujmion  dubh." 

She  tripped  by  the  banks  of  Ern, 

As  light  '3  a  bird  upon  a  thorn. 

[Tiie  ait  of  this  song  is  fcomllie  Highlands:  thevsrsss 

w-oro  wriltsp  in  cumpiimput  lo  the  ftelinga  of  Mm. 

M'Lanohlan,  whose  husband  was  an  offieet  setving  in 

Her  bonnie  face  it  was  as  meek 

J 

As  ony  lamb  upon  a  lea; 

MnsiNQ  on  tlie  roaring  ocean, 

Aa  was  tie  blink  o'  Phemie's  ee. 

Which  divides  my  love  and  me ; 

Wearying  heaven  in  warm  devotion. 

IV. 

For  his  weal  where'er  he  be. 

The  Highland  hills  I've  wander'd  wide, 

And  o'er  the  Lowlands  I  hae  been; 

But  Phemie  was  the  blithest  lass 

Hope  and  fear's  alternate  billow 

That  ever  trod  the  dewy  green. 

Yielding  late  to  nature's  law. 

Blithe,  blithe  and  merry  was  she. 

Whisp'ring  epirits  round  my  pillow 

Blithe  was  aho  but  and  ben  ; 

Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa. 

BEthe  by  the  banks  of  Em. 

III. 

And  blithe  in  Glenturit  glen. 

Ye  wbom  sorrow  never  wounded. 
Ye  who  never  shed  a  tear, 

Care-nntroubled,  joy-snrrouaded. 

Gaudy  day  to  you  is  dear. 

Lvr. 

THE   BLUDE    RED   EOSE   AT   YULE 

IV. 

MAY   BLAW. 

Gentle  night,  do  thon  befriend  me ; 

Downy  sleep,  the  curtain  draw; 

Tune — "  To  daunton  iBe." 

Spirits  kind,  again  attend  me. 

[The  Jacobita  strain  of'To  daunton  me,"niort  hare 

Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa! 

heen  in  the  mind  of  the  poet  wiisn  ha  wrote  this  pithj 

lyric  for  the  Mu  Benin.] 

The  blude  red  rose  at  Yule  may  blaw. 

LV. 

The  simmer  lilies  bloom  in  snaw, 

BLITHE   WAS   SHE. 

The  frost  may  freeze  the  deepest  sea ; 

Tune — '■  Andro  and  his  ciitty  gurt." 

But  an  auld  man  shall  never  dannton  me. 

[The  heroins  of  Uiis  BOnp,  Eupliemia  Murray,  of  Lin- 

To  daunton  me,  and  me  so  young. 

Wi'  his  fause  heart  and  flatt'ring  tongue. 

That  is  the  thing  you  ne'er  ahall  see ; 

judges,  and  mother  of  a  fine  fomUy.    Tlie  song  was 

For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 

wtitlen  at  Ochtortyre,  in  June  VSl.} 

CHOKTTS. 

II. 

Blithe,  blithe  ond  merry  was  she, 

For  a'  his  meal  and  a'  his  maut, 

Blithe  was  she  but  and  ben: 

For  ft'  ilia  il-esh  beef  and  his  saut. 

Blithe  by  the  banks  of  Ern, 

For  a'  his  gold  and  wliite  monie. 

And  blithe  in  Glenturit  glen. 

An  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
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His  gear  may  buj  liiin  kye  and  yo^res, 
His  gear  may  bay  him  glens  and  knowes; 
But  me  he  shall  not  buy  nor  fee, 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 


Hb  Mrplea  twa  fauld  as  he  dow, 
Wi'  his  teethless  gab  and  his  auld  beld  pow, 
And  tie  rain  rains  down  frae  his  red  bleer'd  ee — 
That  anld  roan  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  dauntoD  me,  and  mc  sac  young, 
Wi'  his  fause  heart  and  flatt'ring  tongue. 
That  ia  the  thing  yon  ne'er  shall  see; 
For  an  auld  roan  shall  never  daunton  me. 


LVir. 

COME  BOAT  ME  O'ER  TO  CHAELIE. 

Tune — "  O'er  the  water  to  Charlie." 


Comb  boat  me  o'er,  come  row  me  o'er. 

Come  boat  me  o'er  io  Charlie; 

I'll  gie  John  Ross  another  bawbee. 

To  boat  me  o'er  to  Charlie. 

We'll  o'er  the  water  and  o'er  tbe  sea. 

We'll  o'er  the  water  to  Charlie ; 
Come  weal,  eome  woe,  we'll  gather  and  go. 
And  live  or  die  wi'  Charlie. 


I  lo'e  weel  my  Charlie's  name. 
The'  some  there  be  abhor  hiir 

Bnt  0,  to  see  auld  Nick  gaun  hi 
And  Charlie's  faes  before  him 


And  sun  that  shines  so  early, 
If  I  had  twenty  thousand  lives, 
I'd  die  as  aft  for  Charlie. 

We'll  o'er  the  water  and  o'er  the  sea. 

the  CroohaHan  corps— ,1 
Wthetimeoftsisiogth 

0  sattlin',  r 

We'll  o'er  the  water  to  Charlie; 
Come  weal,  come  woe,  we'll  gather  and  go. 
And  lire  or  die  wi' Charlie  1 

0,  te  held 
An'  for  to  sel 

tvin. 

I  ROSE-BUD  BY  MY  EARLY  WALK. 

Tune — "  The  Rose-bud." 


ualty  8v 


't.J 


A  BOsr.-Bun  by  my  early  walk, 
Adown  a  oorn-encloscd  hawk, 
Sae  gently  bent  its  thorny  stalk, 

All  on  a  dewy  morning. 
Ere  twice  the  shades  0'  dawn  are  fled, 
In  a'  its  crimson  glory  spread, 
And  drooping  rich  the  dewy  head, 

It  scents  the  early  morning. 

Within  the  busli,  her  covert  nest 
A  little  linnet  fondly  prest. 
The  dew  sat  chilly  on  her  breast 

Sae  early  iu  the  morning. 
She  soon  shall  see  her  tender  brood. 
The  pride,  the  pleasure  0'  the  wood, 
Amang  the  fresh  green  leaves  bedew'd, 

Awake  the  early  morning. 

80  thou,  dear  bird,  young  Joany  fair. 
On  trembling  string  or  vooal  air, 
Shall  sweetly  pay  the  tender  care 

That  tends  thy  early  morning. 
So  thou,  sweet  rose-bud,  young  and  gay, 
Shalt  beauteous  blaze  upon  the  day. 
And  bless  the  parent's  evening  ray 

That  watch'd  thy  early  raoming. 


RATTLIN',   EOARIN'   WILLIB 
ToDe—"Ratilm',  roaria'  WHKe." 


■utgh,  and  Colonel  o. 
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But  parting  wi'  Jiis  Gildle, 


Ye' re  welcome  tar 


0  Willie,  come  sell  your  fiddle, 
0  sell  jour  fiddlo  Bae  fine; 

0  Willie,  come  Bell  your  fiddle. 
And  buy  a  pint  o'  wine  ! 

If  I  sliould  sell  my  fiddle, 

The  wflrf'  would  think  I  was  m 

For  mony  a,  ranlin'  day 

My  fiddle  and  I  hae  hai). 


As  I  cam  by  Crocliallan, 

I  cannily  keekit  ben — 
Rattlin',  roarin'  Willie 

Waa  sittln'  at  yon  board  e. 
Sitting  at  yon  board  en'. 

And  amang  good  oompanie 
Rattlin',  roarin'  Willie, 

Te're  welcome  hame  to  m« 


BRAVIKG  AKGBY  WINTER'S  STORMS. 
Tune — "Neil  Goic'e LamentaiUm  for  Alercairny.' 


Wkeke,  braving  angry  winter's  storms. 

The  lotty  OohelB  rise. 
Far  in  their  shade  my  Peggy's  charms 

First  blest  my  wondering  eyes  ; 
As  one  who  by  some  savage  stream, 

A  lonely  gem  surveys, 
Aetonish'd,  doubly  marks  ila  beam, 

Wit^  art's  most  polish'd  blaze- 
Blest  be  the  wild,  sequcater'd  shade. 

And  blest  the  day  and  hour, 
Whore  Peggy's  charms  I  first  survey' d. 

When  first  I  felt  their  power  I 
The  tyrant  Death,  ■with  grim  control. 

May  seize  my  fleeting  breath ; 
-    But  tearing  Peggy  from  my  soul 

Must  be  a  stronger  death. 


TIBBIE   DUNBAR. 
Tune— "  7oAniij/  M'Gill." 


0,  will  thou  go  wi'  me. 
Sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar! 

O,  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me. 
Sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar? 

Wilt  thou  ride  on  a  horse, 

Or  walk  by  my  side, 
0,  sweet  Tibbie  Dnnbarl 


I  care  na  tby  daddio. 

His  lands  and  his  money, 
I  care  na  thy  Mndred, 

Sae  high  and  sae  lordly: 
But  say  thoi\  wilt  hae  me 

For  better  for  waur— 
And  come  in  t)ty  coatie, 

Sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  I 


Tun©—"  Morag." 
se  voTses  l(  tbs  loo  bTief  visit  whii 


Streams  that  glide  in  orient  plains. 
Never  bound  by  winter's  obaina  ; 

Glowing  here  on  golden  sands. 
There  commii'd  with  foulest  stains 

From  tyranny's  empurpled  bands ; 
These,  their  richly  gleaming  naves, 
I  leave  to  tyrants  and  their  slaves; 
Give  me  the  stream  that  sweetly  laves 

The  banks  by  Castle-Gordon. 

Spicy  forests,  ever  gay. 
Shading  from  the  burning  ray. 
Hapless  wretches  sold  to  toil. 
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Or  the  ruthless  native's  way, 
Bent  on  slaughter,  blood,  acd  epoil: 
'        Woods  that  ever  vardant  wave, 
I  leare  the  tyrant  and  the  slave, 
Qite  me  the  gvoTea  that  lofty  brave 
The  Btorma  by  Castle- Gordon. 


LXIV. 

THE   TAILOR. 

Tune—"  The  Tailor  fell  Ihro'   ike  bed,  thimbles 


and  fou: 


B,  the  1 


Wildly  here  -without  control. 
Nature  reigns  and  rules  the  whole ; 

la  that  sober  pensive  mood. 
Dearest  to  t!ie  feeling  Boul, 

She  plants  the  forest,  pours  the  flood; 
Life's  poor  day  I'll  musing  rave, 
And  find  at  night  a  sheltering  cave, 
Where  waters  flow  and  wild  wooda  wave, 
By  bonuie  Castle -Go  rdoQ. 


The  Tailor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimbles  an'  a 
The  Tailor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimbles  an'  a' 
The   blankets  were  thin,  and  the   sheets  they 

The  Tailor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimbles  an'  a' 


The  sleepy  bit  lassie,  she  dreaded  nae  ill, 
The  sleepy  hit  lassie,  she  dreaded  nae  ill ; 
The  weather  was  cauld,  and  the  lassie  lay  still. 
She  thought  that  a,  tailor  coatd  do  her  nae  ill. 


Lxm. 

MY  HARRY  WAS   A  GALLANT   GAY. 

Tnne — "Eighl(mder'>  Lament." 

["The«bnnia,"BayaBunTB,  "Iplckednpfromaoi 
woman  in  Bumblane :  therestofllie  soi^iBmine."  ] 
sompoBsd  il  for  JohoEoa:  tha  tuse  is  Jacobilical.J 

Mr  Hnrry  was  a  gallant  gay, 

Ftf  stately  strode  he  on  the  plain: 

But  now  he's  banish'd  far  away, 
I'll  never  see  him  back  again. 

0  for  him  back  again ! 

0  for  him  baek  again  '. 

1  wad  gie  a'  Enockhaspic's  land 

For  Highland  Harry  back  again. 

Wlian  a'  the  lave  gae  to  their  bed, 

I  wander  dowie  up  the  glen  ; 
I  Bet  me  down  and  greet  my  fill, 

And  fty  I  wish  him  hack  again. 


Gie  me  the  groat  again,  canny  young  m 
Gie  me  the  groat  again,  canny  young  m 
The  day  it  is  short,  and  the  Jijght  it  ia  ] 
The  dearest  siller  that  ever  I  wan  1 


There's  somebody  weary  wi'  Ijing  her  lane ; 
There's  somebody  weary  wi'  lying  her  lane  ; 
re's  some  that  are  dowie,  I  trow  would  be 


SIMMER'S   A   PLEASANT   TIME. 
Tune — "At/    toaulciti  o'." 


O  were  some  villains  liangit  high. 
And  ilka  body  had  their  ain  ! 

Then  I  might  see  the  joyfu'  sight, 
My  Highland  Harry  back  again. 

0  for  him  back  again  ! 

0  for  him  back  again! 

1  wad  gie  a'  Knookhaspie's  land 
For  Highland  Harry  hack  aRain. 


Simmer's  a  pleasant  time, 
Flow'rs  of  ev'ry  colour; 
The  water  rlns  o'er  the  heugli. 
And  I  long  for  my  true  lover. 
Ay  waukin  O, 

Waukin  still  and  weavie  r 
Sleep  I  can  get  nana 
For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 
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jj 

the  work  of  Burns.    Ever?  Irailo  had,  in  other  daja,  an 

Wben  I  sleep  I  droam, 
When  I  wauk  I'm  eerio ; 

of  worting-raen's  heads.] 

Sleep  I  can  get  nane 

For  thinting  on  my  dearie. 

I. 

When  rosy  May  cornea  in  wi'  flowers, 

III. 

To  deck  her  gay  green-spreading  lowers. 

Lacely  night  comca  on, 

Then  basy,  busy  are  his  hours— 

A'  the  laye  are  sleeping; 

The  garii'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 

I  think  on  my  honnie  lid 

The  crystal  waters  gently  fa' ; 

And  I  bleer  my  een  witii  greetin". 

The  merry  birds  ace  lovers  a' ; 

Ay  waukin  0, 

The  scented  breezes  round  him  blaw — 

Waufcin  still  and  weavie: 

The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 

Sleep  I  can  get  nane 

For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 

II. 

When  purple  morning  starts  the  hare 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare, 

LXVI 

Then  thro'  tie  dews  he  maun  repair — 

The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 

BEWARE   0'   BONNIE   ANN. 

When  day,  expiring  in  the  west. 

Tune—"  Ye  gaUanli  briffht." 

The  curtain  draws  of  nature's  rest. 

He  flies  to  her  arms  ho  lo'as  best^ 

d.l.gMr  oTZn  Ma'tr,ln,  !!nZ^t  tt"aif  Js"^^ 

The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 

nUan'B  Lament;  Blie  is  nnw  Mta.  Doibistiira,  and  re- 
Bides  in  Loudop,] 

Ye  gallants  bright,  I  red  ye  rigiit. 

IXVIII. 

Beware  o'  bonnio  Ann  ; 

Her  comely  face  sae  fu'  o'  graco. 

BLOOMING   NELLY. 

Your  heart  she  will  trepan. 

Tuue- '■On  a  bank  of  /lowers." 

Her  een  sae  bright,  like  stars  by  nigiit, 
Her  (skin  is  like  the  swan ; 

teCtti!f:i?:^n''d'i,rB'ir;'h:r!lt';er™ 

Sae  jimply  lao'd  har  genty  waist, 

tlie  worda  and  air  are  in  the  Mageum.] 

Tliat  sweetly  ye  might  span. 

J 

II. 

On  a  bank  of  flowers,  in  a  summer  day, 

Youth,  grace,  and  Ioto  attendant  move, 

For  summer  lightly  drest, 

And  pleasure  leads  the  Tan: 

The  youthful  blooming  Nelly  lay, 

With  love  and  sleep  opprest ; 

They  wait  on  bonoie  Ann. 

When  Willie  wand'ring  thro'  the  wood. 

The  captive  bands  may  chain  the  hands. 

Who  for  her  favour  oft  had  sued, 

But  lore  enslaves  the  man ; 

He  gai'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blush'd, 

Ye  gallants  braw,  I  red  you  a'. 

And  trembled  where  he  stood. 

Beware  o'  bonnie  Ann! 

ir 

Her  dosed  eyes  like  weapons  sheath'd. 
Were  seal'd  in  soft  repose  ; 

LXVII. 

Her  lips  still  as  she  fragrant  breath'd. 

WHEN  ROSY  MAY. 

It  richer  dy'd  the  rose. 
The  springing  lilies  sweetly  prest. 

Tune—"  Me  gardener  loi'  hispaidle." 

Wild— wanton,  kiss'd  her  rival  hreast; 

[Tlie  aif  of  this  BOng  la  piayed  ennu.illy  3t  the  procee- 

He  gai'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  Le  Wush'd- 

fiion  of  liie  Ganlener. :  llie  lilJe  oiUy  la  M  ;  Ihe  teat  ia 

His  bosom  ill  at  rest. 
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,11. 

keep  their  plnce  :  the  tille  is  old.    Both  words  and  aU 

Her  robes  light  waving  in  the  breeze 

areintheMasicalM^sean,,] 

Hor  tender  limbs  embrace  ] 

,_ 

Her  lovely  form,  her  native  ease. 

Mv  love  she's  but  a  lassie  yet, 

All  harmony  and  grace: 

My  love  she's  hut  a  lassie  yet. 

Tumultuous  tides  his  pulses  roll, 

We'll  lei  her  stand  a  year  or  twa. 

A  faltering,  ardent  kiss  he  stole; 

She'll  no  bo  half  so  sanoy  yet. 

He  gai'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  be  bluah'd. 

I  me  the  day  I  sought  her,  0  ; 

And  sigb'd  his  very  soul. 

I  rue  the  day  I  sought  her,  0  ; 

IV. 

Wha  gets  her  needs  na  say  he's  woo'd. 

As  flics  tlio  partridge  from  the  brake, 

But  he  may  say  he's  bought  her,  0  ! 

Oq  fear-inspired  ninga, 

So  Nelly,  starting,  half  awake, 

Away  affrighted  springs : 

Come,  draw  a  drap  o'  the  best  o't  yet; 

But  Willie  follow'd,  as  be  should. 

Come,  draw  a  drap  o'  the  best  o't  yet; 

He  overtook  her  in  a  wood; 

Gae  seek  for  pleasure  where  ye  mill. 

He  vow'd,  he  pray'd,  be  found  the  moid 

But  here  I  never  miss'd  it  yet. 

Forgiving  all  and  good. 

We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinking  o't; 

We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinking  o't; 

The  minister  kiss'd  the  fiddler's  wife. 

LXIX. 

An'  eould  oa  preach  for  thinkin'  o't. 

THE   DAY  KETURNS. 
Tane—"  Seiienth  of  Novimiir" 

I.XXI. 

mnrriQEfl  of  Ml.  and  Mre.  Riddel,  of  Ptiats-Carae,  and 

these  verses  were  coinposeil  in  conmlimenl  to  tba  day.] 

JAMIE,    COME    TRY    ME. 

I. 

Tune- ■' J"amy,  come  try  me." 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  burns, 

[B,a„,  in  these  verses  cau  hi  u    the  sWrtin    nola  of 

The  blissful  day  we  tTfa  did  meet, 

Tho'  winter  wild  in  tempest  toil'd, 

deserve  to'be  re  me  inhered :  the  words  and  air  are  ia  tha 

Ne'er  summer-sun  was  half  sae  sweet. 

Mnsital  Musanm.] 

Than  ft'  the  pride  that  loads  the  fide, 

CHOBUS. 

And  crosses  o'er  the  sultry  lice  ; 

Jamie,  come  try  me, 
Jamie,  come  try  me  ; 
If  thou  would  win  my  love. 

Than  kingly  robes,  than  crowns  and  globes. 

Heaven  gave  me  more— it  made  thee  mine  f 

11, 

Jamie,  come  try  me. 

^hile  day  and  night  can  bring  delight, 

Or  nature  aught  of  pleasure  give. 

While  joys  above  my  mind  can  move, 

If  thou  should  ask  my  love. 

For  thee,  and  thee  alone  I  live. 

Could  I  deny  thee? 

When  that  grim  foe  of  life  below. 

If  thou  would  win  my  love, 

Comes  in  between  to  make  us  part, 

Jamie,  come  try  me. 

The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band, 

It  breaks  my  bllas— it  breaks  my  heart. 

If  thou  should  kiss  me,  love, 

Wha  could  espy  thee  ! 

LXX. 

If  thou  wad  be  my  love. 

Jamie,  come  try  me. 

MY  LOVE  SHE'S  BUT  A  LASSIE  TET. 

Jamie,  come  try  me. 

Tune— "iarfy  Bandinacoth't  Reel." 

Jamie,  come  try  me; 

[These  verses  had  Iheir  origin  in  an  olden  strain, 

Ifthou  would  win  my  love, 

equally  lively  and  lesa  delicate :  some  of  the  old  Imes 

Jamie,  come  try  me. 
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11. 

How  long  have  I  liv'd,  but  how  much  liv'd  in 

Mr   BONNIE   MARY. 

vain! 

Tune—"  OofOch  to  me  apint  o'  mne." 

How  little  of  life's  scanty  span  may  remain ! 

What  aspects,  old  Time,  in  his  progress,  haa 

mis  air  it  UewiIiJ'h  :  Ihe  Brat  buir-etaiiznof  LkeEOng  is 

What  ties  cruel  Fate  in  my  bosom  has  torn ! 

hnleofll.esoiiBJBfroml..aliand:  inHoggandMother- 

How  foolish,  or  worse,  till  our  summit  is  gain'dl 

And  downward,  how  weakeo'd,  how  darkcn'd, 

oni  ap  olJen  slrain;  but  Boms  of  tlie  old  slraina  in  lliat 

howpain'd! 

ork  ara  to  be  regarded  wiLii  suBpicrun.J 

Life  is  not  worth  having  with  all  it  can  give — 

!■ 

For  something  beyond  it  poor  man  sure  must 

Go  fetch  to  me  a  pint  o'  wine, 

live. 

Au'  fill  it  in  a  silver  lassie  ; 

That  I  may  drink,  before  I  go. 

A  aervioE  to  my  hounie  lassie; 

The  boat  roeks  at  the  pier  o'  Leith ; 

LXXIV. 

Fu'  loud  the  wind  blaws  frae  the  ferry ; 

THE   CAPTAIN'S   LADY. 

The  ship  rides  by  the  Berwick-law, 

Tna^—"  0  meant  and  1,0." 

And  I  maun  leave  my  bonnie  Mary. 

[Fart of  tliiaBungbeloDBa  loan  old  mnritimB  etrain, 

II. 

with  the  aame  titles  it  was  coinmum.:3t«d.  alonj  with 

The  trumpets  sound,  the  hanners  fly, 

The  glittering  spears  are  ranked  ready ; 
The  sboats  o'  war  are  heard  afar. 

The  battle  closes  thick  and  bloody ; 
It's  not  the  roar  o'  sea  or  shore 

Wad  make  me  langer  wisli  to  tarry; 
Nor  shouts  o'  war  that's  heard  afar — 

It's  leaying  thee,  my  bonnie  Mary. 


LXXin. 

THE    LAZY    MIST. 

Tune^"  The  las'j  mist." 

[All  that  Burna  saj-a  about  the  anlhonhip  of  The  Laz- 
Mist,ia,"TbiaB0Dglamin9."  TlioaLr,wlii(jhis  by  Oa 
walil,  together  with  tbs  wotda,  ia  in  the  UnaicBl  MiiBe- 


m.J 


The  laiy  mist  hangs  from  the  brow  of  the  hill. 
Concealing  the  course  of  the  dark  winding  rill ; 
How  languid  the  scenes,  late  so  sprightly,  ap- 

As  Autumn  to  Winter  resigns  the  pale  year. 
The  forests  are  leafless,  the  meadows  are  brown, 
Aod  all  the  gay  foppery  of  summer  is  flown : 

,rt  let  me  wander,  apart  let  me  muse. 
How  quick  Time  is  flying,  bow  keen  Fate  pur- 


3  mount  and  go, 

Mount  and  make  you  ready ; 
3  mount  and  go. 

And  be  the  Captain's  Lady. 


When  the  drums  do  beat. 
And  the  cannons  rattle. 

Thou  shall  sit  in  state. 
And  see  thy  love  in  battle. 


When  the  ranquish'd  foe 

Sues  for  peace  and  quiet, 
To  the  siiades  we'll  go. 
And  in  love  enjoy  it. 
0  mount  and  go. 

Mount  and  make  you  ready ; 
0  mount  and  go. 
And  be  the  Captain's  Lady. 


IXXV. 

OF  A'  THE  AIRTS  THE  WIND  CAN  BLAW 
Tune — "Mm  AdmiTol  Oordon's  Strathipey." 
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olden  Elrain,  ore  -wholly  by  Bums,  and  right  bittei  onei 

i.  from  the  manus;riptB  of  llie  poel.] 

Ihej  =re.    T],e  words  and  -ir  ara  in  .1,8  Mue^um.] 

Of  a'  the  airts  the  Tvind  can  blaw. 

First  when  Maggy  was  my  care, 

I  dearly  like  tho  west, 

Heaven,  I  thought,  was  in  her  air; 

For  there  the  bonnie  lassie  lives. 

Now  we're  married— spier  nae  mair— 

The  lassie  I  lo'o  best; 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't.— 

There  Tvild-wciods  grow,  and  rivers  row, 

Meg  was  meek,  and  Meg  was  mild. 

And  niony  a  hiU  between  ; 

Bonnie  Meg  was  nature's  child  j 

But  day  aad  night  m  j  fancy's  flight 

Wiser  men  than  me's  beguii'd— 

Is  ever  wi'  mj  Jean. 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowers, 

How  we  live,  my  Meg  and  me. 

I  see  her  sweet  and  fair  : 

How  we  love,  and  how  we  'gree. 

I  hear  her  in  the  tirnefa'  birds, 

I  care  na  by  how  few  may  see  ; 

I  hear  her  charm  the  air  : 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't.— 

There's  not  a  bonnie  flower  ttat  springs 

Wha  I  wish  were  maggot's  meat, 

By  fountain,  shaw,  or  green. 

Dish'd  up  in  her  winding  sheet, 

There's  not  a  boiin{e  bird  that  sings. 

I  could  write— but  Meg  maun  aee't  - 

But  Diinda  me  o'  mj  Jean 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

0  blaw,  ye  westlin  winds,  blaw  saft 

Amang  the  leafy  trees. 

Wi'  balmy  gale,  frae  hill  and  dale 

0   WERE   I   ON   PARNASSUS   HILL. 

Bring  hame  tie  laden  bees  ; 

Tone- "JTy  love  is  lust  to  me." 

And  bring  the  lassie  back  to  me 

That's  aye  sae  neat  and  clean ; 

[The  iwel  wclcomfld  with  Ihis  oiquisile  song  IiiB  Wlfa 
toNiliisdale:  the  sine  one  of  Oawald's.] 

Ae  smile  o'  her  wad  banish  care, 

Sae  charming  is  mj  Jean. 

1- 

0,  WERE  I  on  Parnassus'  hill ! 

IV. 

Or  had  of  Helicon  my  fill ; 

What  elglis  and  vows  amang  the  knowes 

That  I  might  cat^h  poetic  skill. 

Hae  passed  atween  ns  twa  1 

To  sing  bow  dear  I  love  theo. 

How  fond  to  meet,  how  wae  to  part. 

But  Nith  maun  be  my  Muse's  well ; 

That  night  she  gaed  awa  ! 

My  Muse  maun  be  thy  bonnie  sel': 

The  powers  aboon  can  only  ken, 

On  Corsincon  I'll  glow'r  and  spell. 

To  whom  the  heart  is  seen, 

And  write  how  dear  I  love  thee. 

That  nano  can  be  sae  dear  to  me 

As  my  sweet  lovely  Jean! 

Then  come,  sweet  Muse,  inspire  my  lay  1 

For  a'  the  lee-lang  simmer's  day 

I  ooudna  sing,  I  ooudaa  say. 

How  much,  how  dear,  I  love  tiee. 

I  see  thee  dancing  o'er  the  green, 

LXXVI. 

Thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  sae  clean. 

'first   when    MAGGY   WAS    MT 

Thy  tempting  lips,  thy  roguish  een  — 

CABE. 

By  heaven  and  earth  I  leva  thee ! 

Tune—"  WhiHle  o'er  the  lave  o'l." 

III. 

[ThB  uit  of  lliiB  song  was  com]iossil  by  John  Biuca,  of 
Dumfries,  ni  isician :  tlio  words,  lliough  originaling  in  on 

By  night,  by  day,  a-field,  at  hame, 

Tho  thoughts  o'  thee  my  breast  inSame ; 
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And  aje  I  mose  and  sing  tliy  name— 

on  tlat  collection,  "  The  firat  h.Jf-..a«za  of  this  ^^g  i» 

I  only  live  to  lore  thee. 

old  i  tho  rest  mine."    Of  the  obi  strain  no  ens  has  re- 

Till)' I  were  doom'd  to  maJiiier  on 

corded  any  reiaenib ranee.] 

Bejond  the  sea,  beyond  tlie  sun, 

I. 

Till  my  last  weai-y  Bind  was  run ; 

My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not 

Till  then— and  tlien  I  love  thee. 

here; 

My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a^hasing  the  deer ; 

A-cliasing  the  vild  deer,  and  following  tl>e  roe— 

My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 

Lxxvni. 

Farewell  to  the  Highlands,  farewell  to  the  North, 

THERE'S  A  YOUTH   IN   THIS   CITY. 

The  birth-place  of  valour,  the  country  of  worth ; 

Wherever  I  wander,  wherever  I  rove. 

To  a  Gaelic  Air. 

The  hills  of  the  Highlands  for  ever  I  love. 

(■•  This  air,"  say.  Bums,  "ia  cUimed  by  Nell  Gow, 

who  CiillB  itaLamepl  fot  hia  BroUier.    The  first  half. 

II. 

telh  m  the  MuBeiTni.] 

I. 

Farewell  to  the  straths  and  green  valleys  below : 

There's  a  youth  in  this  city, 

Farewell  to  the  forests  and  wild-hanging  woods ; 

It  were  a  great  pity 

Farewell  to  the  torrents  and  loud-pouriag  floods. 

That  he  frae  our  lasses  shou'd  wander  awa : 

My  heaH's  in  tho  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not 

For  he's  Bonnie  an'  braw, 

hero, 

Weel-faTouv'd  an'  a,           . 

My   heart's  in   the   Highlands   a-chasing  tho 

And  bis  hair  has  a  natural  buckle  an'  a'. 

deer; 

His  coat  is  the  hue 

Chasing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe— 

Of  his  bonnet  saa  blue  ; 

My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 

Hie  feck  it  is  white  as  the  new-driven  sniw; 

His  hose  they  are  blae. 

And  his  ahoon  like  tlio  slac, 

And  his  clear  siller  buckles  they  dazzle  us  a'. 

LXXX. 

jj 

JOHN  ANDERSON. 

ForliEiuty  and  fortune 

Taae^"  JoJm  Anderson,  my  j'o." 

The  laddie's  been  coartin' ; 

Weel -featured,  weel-tooher'd,  we  el-mo  unfed  and 

Miscclloniaa  of  Broah  nnd  Rf  id,  of  Glasgow,  i^onlainad 

braw; 

what  was  called  an  improved  John  Anderson,  froia  ths 

But  chiefly  the  siller, 

none  of  Ihe  now  matter  looked  liko  his  banrt. 

Tliat  gars  him  gang  till  her. 

"John  Anderson,  my  jo,  Jalm. 

The  pennie's  the  jewel  that  beautifies  a'. 

When  nature  first  liegiiii 

There's  Meg  wi'  the  mailon 

To  try  her  caunie  band,  John, 

That  fain  wad  a  haen  him; 

Her  niaster-pieco  was  man; 

And  Susie,  whose  daddy  was  laird  o'  the  ha' ; 

There's  lang- tocher' d  Nancy 

She  proveii  to  lie  nao  journeywork. 

Maist  tatters  his  fsjicj— - 

JohnAndetson,niyjo.] 

But  the  laddie's  dear  sol'  he  lo'es  dearest  of  a'. 

j^ 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 
When  we  were  first  acquent. 

Yonv  locks  were  like  the  raven. 

Tour  bonnio  brow  was  hrent ; 

MY  HEART'S  IS  THE  HIGHLANDS. 

Bnt  now  your  brow  is  held,  John, 

Tune— "J'oii's  na  Mksff." 

Tour  locks  are  like  the  snaw  ; 

[The  words  nnd  the  air  ate  io  the  Mueeqin,  to  wlilth 
flwywera  conttibalod  by  Burns.    JlB  saya,  in  his  notes 

But  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 
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John  Acderson,  my  jo,  John, 

We  clamb  the  hill  thegither; 
And  mony  a.  oantj  daj,  John, 

We've  had  wi'  ane  anither  ; 
Now  we  mauD  totter  down,  John, 

But  hand  in  hand  we'll  go; 
And  sleep  thegitlier  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 


OUR    THRISSLES    FLOURISHED 
FRESH   AND   FAIR. 


LXXXII. 

CA'   THE   EWES. 
Tune—"  Co'  the  imta  to  the  kno 


:  of  til 


al  JH  of  Dthe 
and  added  t 


Ca'  the  ewes  to  the  knowes, 
Ca'  tliem  whare  the  heather  grows, 
Ca'  them  whare  the  burnie  rowes. 
My  bonnie  dearie  1 

Aa  I  gaed'down  the  water-aide. 

There  I  met  my  sliepherd  lad. 

He  row'd  nie  sweetly  in  his  pldd, 

An'  he  ca'd  me  his  dearie- 


Will  ye  gang  down  the  water-side, 

And  see  tlie  wavea  sae  sweetly  gUile, 

Beneath  the  hazels  spreading  wide! 

The  moon  it  shines  fu'  clearly. 


OnB  thrissles  3ouvlaH'd  fresh  and  fair. 
And  bonnie  bloom'd  our  roses  ; 

But  Whigs  came  like  a  frost  in  June, 
And  wither'd  a'  our  posies. 


I  was  bred  np  at  nac  sic  school. 
My  shepherd  lad,  to  play  the  fool. 
And  a'  the  day  to  sit  in  dooi. 
And  naebody  to  see  me. 


Oar  ancient  crown's  fa'n  in  the  dust — 
Doil  blin'  them  wi'  the  stoure  o't; 

And  write  their  names  in  Lis  black  beuk, 
Wha  gao  the  Wliigs  the  power  o't. 


Te  sail  get  gowns  and  ribbons  meet, 
Cauf-leather  shoon  upon  your  feet. 
And  in  my  arms  ye'se  lie  and  sleep. 
And  ye  sail  be  my  dearie. 


Oar  sad  decay  in  Church  and  State 
Surpasses  my  deseriving; 

The  Whigi  came  o'er  us  for  a  curse, 
And  we  hae  done  wi'  thriylng. 


If  yo'Il  but  stand  to  what  ye're  said, 
I'se  gang  wi'  you,  my  shepherd  lad. 
And  ye  may  rowe  me  in  your  plaid. 
And  I  shaU  he  your  dearie. 


Grim  rengeanoe  lang  ha'a  taen  a  nap, 

But  we  may  see  liira  waukea ; 
Qude  help  the  day  when  royal  heads 
Are  hunted  like  a  maukin. 
Awa  Whigs,  awal 

Awa  Whigs,  awa! 
Te're  but  a  pack  W  traitor  louns, 
Ye'll  do  nae  gude  at  a'. 


While  waters  wimplo  to  the  sea; 
While  day  blinks  in  the  lift  sac  hie  ; 
'Till  clay-cauld  death  sail  blin'  my  e' 
Ye  sail  be  my  dea 


Ca'  the 


0  the  kno 


Ca'  them  whare  the  heather  grows, 
Ca'  them  wliare  tha  burnie  rowes. 
My  bonnie  dearie. 
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LX  XXIII. 

MERRY  HAE  I  BEEN  TEETHIN'  A  HECKLE. 
Tnne — "  Lord  Breadalhon^a  March." 

0  MEKEY  iiae  I  been  teetliin'  a  heckle. 

And  merry  hae  I  been  ahnpin'  a  epoon; 
O  merry  hae  I  been  eloutin  a  kettle, 

And  kisain'  my  Katie  when  a'  was  done. 
O  a'  the  lang  day  I  en'  at  my  hammer, 

An'  a'  the  lang  day  I  whistle  and  sing, 
A'  the  lang  niglit  I  cuddle  my  kimmer. 

An'  a'  the  lang  night  as  happy's  a  king, 

0'  marrying  Beaa  to  gie  her  a  sla\;e; 
est  he  the  hour  she  cool'd  in  her  linens. 
And  biytlie  be  the  bird  that  sings  on  her  grave, 
irac  TO  my  arms,  my  Katie,  my  Katie, 
An'  eome  to  my  arras  and  kiss  me  again! 
Drnnken  or  sober,  here's  to  theo,  Katie  ! 
nd  blest  be  the  day  I  did  it  agaia. 


LXXXIV. 

THE    BRAES    0'   BALLOCHMYLE, 
Tune—"  Tht  Braes  o'  Ballochmyk." 
hrj  Whilefoord,  eldBBt  danghler  of  8[r  John  Wriite- 


inflh 


thst 
ItieMuiiouD.,  V 


jl  family  le 


Bong :  i 


>n.l 


.    Hi! 


The  Catrine  woods  were  yellow  seen, 

The  flowers  dccay'd  on  Catrino  lea, 
Nae  lav'rook  sang  on  hillock  green, 

But  natare  eicken'd  on  tlie  e'e. 
Thro'  faded  grovea  Maria  sang, 

Herael'  in  beauty's  bloom  the  while. 
And  ay  the  wilJ-wooi!  eelioea  rang, 

Fareweel  the  Braes  o'  Ballochmyle ! 

Low  in  your  wintry  beds,  yc  flowers, 
Again  yo'll  flourish  freah  and  fair; 

Ye  birdies  dumb,  in  with'ring  bowers. 
Again  ye'Il  charm  the  vocal  air. 


But  here,  alas !  for  me  nae  mair 

Shall  birdie  charm,  or  floiTcret  smile  ; 

Fareweel  the  bonnle  banks  of  Ayr, 
Fareweel,  fareweel!  sweet  Ballochmyle  1 


LXXXV. 

TO 

MARY 

IN 

HEAVEN. 

Tune 

-"Dealh 

of  Cajitain  Cook." 

[This   BublinjB  ana   affe 

oling 

Oils  was  compo 

BSd 

i«la 

of  HighlMd  Mary's  doa 

11  the  day  h«  ha 

thmighlful,  ai 

down  by  Ihe 

ar^c 

corn-ricks,  and  V 

und 

his  wifo,  whi 

[oaght  him  in  I 

cliill  midnight 

air.    ThflB. 

ns« 

■as  already  compn 

ed,a 

Thou  iing'ring  star,  with  less'ning  ray, 

That  loT'st  to  greet  the  early  mom, 
Again  then  ushereat  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
0  Mary  I  dear  departed  shade! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest  ? 
Seest  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ! 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  hisbreastt 


That  sacred  hour  can  I  forgot. 

Can  I  forget  the  hallow'd  grove, 
Wtiero  by  the  winding  Ayr  we  met, 

To  live  one  day  of  parting  love ! 
Eternity  cannot  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past; 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace  ; 

Ah  !  little  tliought  we  'twas  our  last! 


Ayr,  gurgling,  kiss'd  his  pebbled  shore, 

O'crhung  with  wild  woods,  thiok'ning  green; 
The  fragrant  birch,  and  hawthorn,  hoar, 

Twin'd  am'rous  round  the  raptur'd  scene; 
The  flow'rs  sprang  wanton  to  be  prcst. 

The  birds  sang  love  on  every  spray — 
Till  too,  too  soon,  the  glowing  west 

Proelaim'd  the  speed  of  winged  day. 


Still  o'er  these  scenos 
And  fondly  broods  ' 
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Time  tut  th'  impression  stronger  makes, 
A9  Btreama  their  chaunels  lieepcr  wear. 

My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade  ! 
Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest! 

Seest  tJioa  thy  lorec  lowly  laid  ? 
Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast! 


I  gaw  the  battle,  sair  and  tougJi, 
And  reekin'  red  ran  mony  a  slieugh. 
My  heart,  for  fear,  gaed  sough  for  soagh, 
To  hear  tlie  thuds,  and  see  tlie  cluds, 
0'  elans  frae  woods,  in  tartan  duds, 
Wba  glaum'd  at  kiagdoms  tbree,  man. 


EPPIE    ADAIR 

Tnne^ — "My  Sj>pie," 

I"  This  song,"  Bays  Sir  Harris  Nicola 


An'  0  I  my  Eppie, 
My  jewel,  my  Eppie 


Bylo 
By  In 


'adna  be  happy 
Eppie  Ad  air  T 
e,  and  by  beauty, 
',  aod  by  duty. 


My  Eppie  Adair  1 

An'  0 1  luy  Eppie, 
My  jewel,  my  Eppie ! 
Wha  wadna  be  happy 

Wi'  Eppie  Adair  ? 
A'  pleasure  exile  me, 
Dishonoar  defile  me. 
If  e'er  I  beguile  thee. 

My  Eppie  Adair  1 


LXXXVII, 
THE  BATTLE   OF  SHERIFF-MUIR. 

Tune^"  C'ameroaiaii  Sanl," 
rOne  Ba 


The  red-coat  lads,  wi'  black  cockades. 

They  msli'd  and  push'd,  and  blude  outgash'd. 

And  mony  a  bouk  did  fa',  man: 
The  great  Argyll  led  ou  his  files, 

it  they  glanc'd  for  twenty  miles : 
They  hough'd  the  clans  likenlne-pin  kyles, 
They  haok'd   and  hash'd,  while  broad-swords 

clash'd, 

And  thro'  they  dash'd,  and  hew'd,  and  smash'd, 
'Till  fey  mou  died  awa,  mau. 


But  had  you  seen  the  philibegs. 

And  skyrin  tartaji  trews,  man  ; 
When  in  the  teeth  they  dar'd  our  Whiga 

And  eoyeiiant  true  blues,  man  ; 
In  lines  extended  iang  and  large, 
n  bayonets  opposed  the  targe, 
And  thousands  hasten'd  to  the  charge, 
Wi'  Highland  wralh  they  frae  the  slieath, 
Drew  blades  o'  death,  'till,  out  0'  breath, 
They  fted  like  frighted  doos,  man. 


"  0  how  deil,  Tam,  can  that  be  trae  J 
The  cbase  gaed  frae  the  north,  man ; 

[  saw  myself,  they  did  pursue 

The  horsemen  hack  to  Forth,  man; 

And  at  Damblane,  in  my  ain  sight. 

They  took  the  brig  wi'  a'  their  might, 
nd  straught  to  Stirling  winged  their  flight; 

But,  cursed  lot!  the  gates  were  shut; 

And  mony  a  huntit,  poor  red-coat, 
For  fear  amaist  did  swarf,  man  I" 


s,  on  lite 


"  O  CAsi  ye  hero  the  fight  to  shun, 
Or  herd  the  sheep  wi'  me,  man? 

Or  were  ye  at  the  Sherra-muir, 
And  did  the  battle  see,  man?" 


She  swore  she  saw  some  rebels  run 

Frae  Perth  unto  Dundee,  man; 
Their  left-hand  general  had  nao  skill. 
The  Angus  lads  had  nae  good-will 
That  day  their  neebors'  blood  to  spill ; 
For  fear,  by  foes,  that  thoy  should  lose 
Their  cogs  0'  brose — thoy  sear'd  at  blows 
id  so  it  goes,  you  see,  man. 
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TbeyVe  lost  some  gallant  gcntlemea, 
Amacg  the  HigMaud  clans,  mim  1 

I  fear  my  Lord  Panmara  ia  slain, 
Or  fallen  in  Whiggisli  hands,  man : 

Now  wad  JO  sing  thig  double  fight, 

Sonio  fell  foe  wrang,  and  some  for  right ; 

And  mony  bade  the  woi-ld  guid-night ; 

Then  ye  may  tell,  how  pell  and  melf, 

By  red  olajmorea,  and  muslteta'  knell, 

Wi'  dying  yell,  the  Tories.fcU, 
And  WMgs  to  hell  did  flee,  man. 


Lxxxvin. 

YOUNG  JOCKEY. 
Tune — "  Young  Jockf^." 


YouNO  Jockey  was  the  bljtheat  lad 

Fu'  blythe  he  whistled  at  the  gaud, 
Fn'  lightly  danced  he  in  the  ha'. 


e  blue. 


genty  si 


He  roos'd  my  w 
And  ay  my  heart 
When  ne'er  a  body  heard  or 


My  Jockey  toils  upon  the  plain, 

Thro'  wind  and  weet,  thro'  frost  and  si 
And  o'er  the  lea  I  leuk  fu'  fain. 

When  Jockey's  owsen  hameward  ca'. 
An'  ay  the  night  comes  ronnd  again. 

When  in  his  arms  he  takes  me  a'. 
An'  ay  he  tows  he'll  be  my  ain. 

As  lang'a  he  has  a  breath  to  draw. 


LXXXIX. 
ILLIE   BREW'D. 
Itlie  lireio'd  <i peck  o'  mu'it," 

a  Nithsdale, : 


MsBlertOD  and  I  agresil,  cnth  in  out  own  wey,  to  cele- 
brate the  bUBinesB."  The  Willie  wlio  nimlo  the  browol 
waa,  therefore, Will i:iin  NicoL;  IJie  Allan  who  compoBed 
the  air,  Allan  Masterton  \  and  he  who  wtole  tins  cLuicast 
of  convivial  Bongs,  Robert  Biimi  J 

0,  WiiLiE  brew'd  a  peck  o'  maut. 

And  Itob  and  Allan  came  to  see : 
Three  blither  hearts,  tliat  lee-lang  night 
Ye  wad  na  find  in  Christendie, 

We  are  na  fon,  we're  no  that  fou. 
But  just  a  drappio  in  our  e'e; 
The  cock  may  craw,  the  clay  may  daw. 
And  aye  we'll  taste  the  barley  bree. 

ere  are  we  met,  three  merry  hoys. 
Three  merry  boys,  I  trow,  are  wo  ; 
And  mony  a  night  we've  merry  been. 
And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  he  ! 


t  is  the  moon — I  ken  her  horn, 
Tbat'a  blinkin  in  the  lift  sae  hie ; 

liie  shines  sae  bright  to  wjle  us  hame. 
But,  by  my  Booth,  she'll  wait  a  wee  1 


Wha  first  ahall  rise  to  gang  awa', 

A  cuckold,  coward  loon  is  he  1 

Wha  last  beside  his  chair  shall  fa'. 

He  ia  tie  Iting  amang  ua  three ! 

We  are  na  fon,  we're  no  that  fou, 
But  just  a  drapple  in  our  e'e  ; 
The  cock  may  craw,  the  dsiy  may  daw, 
And  aye  we'll  taste  the  barley  bree. 


h  Nioi 


bought  by  tli 


xc. 

WHARE 

HAE   YE   BEEN 

Tune 

—Killiecrankie." 

["Th 

fS£ 

a  Sir  Hanla  Nicolas,  " 

KillJecmnkis,  and  sent  in 
m:  hepulaitiolo  ths  mo 

Whahe  hae  yo  been  sae  braw,  lad? 

Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  brantie,  OT 
0,  whare  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad? 

Cam  ye  by  Killiecrankie,  0  f 
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An'  je  ha.a  been  whure  I  line  been, 

.he  Ch.t.eri='a  and  .he  bet.er  pnni.n  to  the  Ma,weU. . 

Y«  wad  Da  been  so  cantie,  0  : 

the  Scolu  prevail.] 

An'  JO  had  seen  what  I  hae  seen. 

On  tlie  bra,es  o'  Eilliecrankie,  0. 

I. 

The  Thames  flows  proudly  to  the  sea, 

n. 

Where  royal  eitiea  stately  stand; 

I  fought  at  land,  I  fought  at  sea; 

But  sweeter  flows  the  Nith,  to  me. 

At  linme  I  fought  my  auntie,  0  ; 

Whore  Comyna  anee  had  high  command: 

But  I  met  the  Devil  an'  Dundee, 

When  shall  I  see  that  honour'd  land, 

On  the  braes  o'  KiUieorankie,  0. 

That  winding  stream  I  lo^e  so  dear ! 

The  bauld  Pitcur  fell  in  a  fu.T, 

Must  wayward  Fortune's  adverse  hand 

An'  Clarewi  got  a  clankie,  0 ; 

For  ever,  ever  keep  me  here? 

Or  I  had  fed  on  Athole  gled. 

On  the  braes  o'  Killiocrankie,  0. 

How  lovely,  Nith,  thy  fruitful  vales, 

Where  spreading  hawthorns  gaily  bloom  1 
How  sweetly  wind  thy  sloping  dales. 

xcr. 

Where  lambkins  wanton  thro'  the  broom  I 

Tho'  wandering,  now,  must  be  my  doom, 

I  GAED  A  WAEFU'  GATE  YESTREEN. 

Far  from  thy  bonnie  banks  and  braes, 

Air—"  The  hlue-eyed  lass." 

May  there  my  latest  hours  consume, 

[Thia  bliie-eyod  Insa  was  Jean  Joffoty,  daughler  Hi  the 

Amang  the  fcienda  of  early  days  1 

Slie  iM  noii  Mra.  Konwisli,  and  lives  in  New  York.] 

I. 

XCIII. 

I  QAED  a  waefu'  gate  yestreen. 

MY  HEART  IS  A-BREAKING,  DEAR  TITTIE. 

A  gate,  I  fear,  I'll  dearlie  rue  ; 

Tune—"  Tarn  Glen." 

I  gat  my  death  frae  twa  sneet  een, 

Twa  lovely  ecn  o'  bonnie  blue. 

[Tarn  Glen  Ifi  the  tills  of  an  old  ScoltishBOng.and  older 

'Twas  not  her  golden  ringlets  bright ; 

* 

Her  lipa,  lilse  roses,  wat  wi'  dew. 

Her  heaving  hoaora,  lily-white- 
It  was  her  een  sae  honnie  blue. 

Mt  heart  ia  a-breaking,  dear  Tittle  1 

II. 

To  anger  tliem  a'  is  a  pity. 

She  taJk'd,  she  smil'd,  my  heart  she  wyl'd; 

But  what  will  I  do  wi'  Tam  Glen  ! 

She  charm'd  my  soul— I  wist  na  liow : 

jj 

And  ay  the  stound,  the  deadly  wound, 

I'm  thinking  wi'  sio  a  braw  fellow, 

Cam  frae  her  een  sae  bonnie  blue. 

In  poortith  I  might  make  a  fen' ; 

But  spare  to  speak,  and  spare  to  speed; 

What  care  I  in  riches  to  wallow. 

She'll  ftiblina  listen  to  my  vow: 

If  I  maunna  marry  Tam  Glen  ? 

Should  she  refuse.  111  lay  ray  dead 

To  hor  twa  een  sae  bonnie  blue. 

III. 

There'a  Lowrie  the  laird  o'  Dumeller, 

"  Gude  day  to  you,  brute!"  ho  comes  ben; 

He  brags  and  he  blaws  o'  his  siller. 

xcir. 

But  when  will  he  danee  lilie  Tam  GlenJ 

THE    BANKS    OF    NITH. 

IV. 

Tana — "  Robie  donna  Goraeh." 

And  bids  me  beware  o'  young  men ; 

(Th«  command  which  the  Comyna  held  on  the  NIth 

They  fiattor,  she  says,  to  deeoi-ue  me, 

iownf^ll  of  Uial  proud  wiiue,  wae  <Iivided ;  purl  went  to 

But  wba  can  think  so  o'  Tam  Glen! 
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Mj  daddie  says,  gin  I'll  forsite  liim, 

XCV. 

He'll  gie  me  guid  hunder  marks  ten: 

SWEET   CLOSES   THE   EVENING. 

But,  if  it's  ordamM  I  maun  take  him, 
0  wha  will  I  get  but  Tarn  Glea  1 

Tune—"  Craigie-bum-wood." 

[This  is  one  of  sovornl  fine  snags  in  honour  of  Jsan 

Yestreen  at  the  Valcutine's  dealing, 

time  Lived  OD  the  banlCBorCiuigie-Outn,  near  Mrfot.    It 

My  heart  to  my  inou'  gied  a  steu  ; 

was  composed  in  aid  of  Ihe  eloquence  of  a  Air.  Gi.Ibsiiie, 

For  thrice  I  drew  ane  without  failing. 

ehe  married  an  officer  i>f  the  onme  of  Whelpdale,  lived 

And  thricE  it  was  wvitton— Tam  Glen. 

wlthliimforamoDlhotso:  rcusuns  arose  on  both  sides 

her  residence  in  Dumfries,  where  she  had  manyoppor 

The  last  Halloween  I  was  waukin 

lunilies  of  scei,^  the  poel.    She  lived  lill  lately ,] 

My  droukit  sark-sleevo,  as  ye  ken; 

OHOBUS. 

His  likeness  earn  up  the  house  staukin. 

Beyond  thee,  dearie,  beyond  thee,  dearie. 

And  the  very  grey  breeks  o'  Tarn  Glen  1 

And  0,  to  be  lying  beyond  (iee  ; 

Come  counsel,  dear  Tittie!  don't  tarry— 

0  sweetly,  soundly,  weel  may  he  sleep 

That's  laid  in  the  bed  beyond  thoel 

I'll  gia  you  my  bonnio  black  lien. 

j_ 

Gif  ye  will  advise  me  to  marry 

The  lad  tliat  I  lo'e  dearly.  Tarn  Glen. 

Sweet  closes  the  evening  on  Craigie-b urn-wood, 
And  blithely  awaukens  the  morrow; 

But  the  pride  of  tte  spring  in  the  Craigie-bnrn- 

wood 

Can  yield  to  me  nothing  but  sorrow. 

XCIV. 
FKAE  THE   FBIEKDS  AND  LAND  I  LOVE. 

1  see  the  sproadiog  loaves  and  flowers. 

Air— "  Oarron  Side." 

I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing  ,- 

But  pleasure  they  hae  nane  for  me. 

[Burns  s-iya,  "  I  added  the  four  lost  lines,  by  way  of 
ThB  lesl  of  tilt  song  is  supjiOBed  to  be  from  the  aima 

While  care  my  heart  is  writhing. 

III. 

amd^lheUME  are  not  lobe  found  mearlier  collodions.] 

I  oanna  tell,  I  mamma  tell, 

I- 

I  darena  for  your  anger  ; 

Pkae  the  friends  and  land  I  love. 

But  secret  love  wiil  break  my  heart, 

Driv'n  by  fortune's  felly  spite. 

If  I  conceal  it  Janger. 

Frae  my  best  bfllov'd  I  rove, 

Never  malr  to  taste  delight ; 

IT. 

Never  mair  maun  hope  to  find, 

I  see  thee  graeefu',  straight,  and  tall. 

Ease  frae  toil,  relief  frae  care ; 

I  see  thee  sweet  and  bonnie  ; 

When  remembranee  wracks  the  mind. 

But  oh  !  what  will  iny  torments  be, 

PleaiSures  but  unveil  despair. 

If  thon  refuse  thy  Johnnie ! 

Brightest  elimes  shall  mirk  appear. 

To  BOB  Uiee  in  anither's  arms. 

Desert  ilka  blooming  shore. 

In  love  to  lie  and  languish. 

Till  the  Fates,  nae  mair  severe. 

'Twad  be  my  dead,  that  wUl  be  seen. 

Friendship,  love,  and  peace  restore  ; 

My  heart  wad  burst  wi'  anguish. 

Till  Revenge,  wi'  laurell'd  head. 

Being  our  banish'd  hame  again  ; 

yi. 

And  ilka  loyal  bonule  lad 

But,  Jeauie,  say  thou  wilt  be  mine. 

Cross  the  sea^  and  win  liis  aiu. 

Say,  thou  lo'es  nane  before  me ; 
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And  a'  my  days  o'  lil'e  to  come 

It's  a'  for  the  apple  he'll  nourisli  the  tree; 

I'll  gratefully  adore  tliee. 

It's  a'  for  the  hiney  he'll  cherish  the  bee  ; 

Beyond  thee,  dearie,  bejond  thee,  dearie, 

My  laddie's  sae  meikle  in  luve  wi'  the  siller. 

And  0,  to  be  lying  beyond  thee  ; 

He  canna  hae  Jure  to  spare  for  me. 

0  sweetly,  soundly,  weel  may  he  sleep 

That's  Uid  in  the  bed  beyond  thee ! 

J  J. 

Your  proffer  o'  Inve's  an  airl-penny, 

My  tocher's  the  bargain  ye  wad  buy ; 

XCVI. 

But  an  ye  he  crafty,  I  am  ounnin', 
S&o  ye  wi'  anither  jour  fortune  mann  try. 

COCK  UP   YOUR  BEAVER. 

Yc'rc  like  to  the  timmer  o'  you  rotten  wood, 

Tune—"  Cock  up  your  beaver." 

Ye're  like  to  the  timmer  o'  yon  rotten  tree. 

Ye'U  sUp  frae  me  like  a  knotless  thread. 

["  Prinlea,"  saya  Sir  Harris  Nicnlss,  "in  the  Musical 

And  ye'll  crack  your  credit  wi'  mae  nor  me 

Muaeum,buUiulwilhBurnB'anaraB."    It  iamiold  80i«, 

ErslverEe,  havefdt  his  ameuiling  hand:  lis  commuiii- 

=3W  it  (olhB  Museum,! 

I. 

XCVIII, 

When  first  my  brave  Johnnie  lad 

Came  to  this  town. 
He  had  a  blue  bonnet 

GANE   IS   THE   DAY. 

Tune—"  Gudmife  count  the  lawin." 

That  leanted  the  crown; 

[The  nir  ns  well  as  words  of  tliis  sung  were  furnishe* 

But  now  he  has  gotten 

to  the  Museum  by  Burns.    "  Tlie  elioroa,"  hfl  says,  "  it 

A  hat  and  a  feather,— 

partofanoldBong."] 

Hey,  brave  Johnnie  lad. 

■'      I. 

Cock  up  your  beaver : 

GiNE  is  the  day,  and  mirk's  the  night, 

But  we'll  ne'er  stray  for  fau't  o'  light. 

For  ale  and  brandy's  stars  and  moon, 

Cock  up  your  beaver. 

And  blude-red  wine's  the  rising  sun. 

And  ooek  it  fu'  Bprush, 

Then  gudewife  count  the  lawin, 

We'll  over  the  border 

The  lawin,  the  lawin  ; 

And  gie  them  a  brush; 

Then  gudewife  count  the  lawin, 

Thflro'9  somebody  there 

And  bring  a  eoggic  mair  ! 

We'll  teach  better  behaviour— 

Hey,  brave  Johnnie  lad, 

11. 

Cock  np  your  beaver! 

There's  wealth  and  ease  for  gentlemen. 

And  simple  folk  maun  fight  and  fen  ; 

But  here  we're  a'  in  ae  aceord. 

For  ilka  man  that's  drunk's  a,  lord. 

XCVII. 

MEIKLE    THINKS    MY    LUVE. 

III. 

My  cog^e  is  a  haly  pool. 

Tune—"  My  locher's  the  jewel." 

That  heats  the  wounds  o'  care  and  dool ; 

[TIjeE*  vetses  were  wrillen  "iiy  Buraa  fur  the  Mosegin, 

And  pleasure  is  a  wanton  trout, 

to  an  nir  by  Oswald :  but  he  wishad  them  lo  bo  sung  to 

An'  ye  drink  but  deep  je'll  find  him  out. 

a  tune  ealLed  "Leri  Elcbo's  favourlle,"  of  wliich  he 

Then  gudewife  count  the  lawin  ; 

was  an  sdmlrer.] 

The  lawin,  the  lawin. 

I. 

Then  gudewife  count  the  lawin. 

0  MEiKlE  thinks  wy  luve  o'  my  beauty, 

And  bring  a  coggie  mair  ! 

And  meikla  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  kin ; 

But  little  thinks  my  luve  I  ken  brawlie 

My  tocher's  the  jewel  Las  charms  for  him. 
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xcix. 

THERE'LL   NEVER   BE   PEACE. 

•S:iiae—"  There  are  fim  giiiia  fellows  whm  Willie's 


By  yon  castle  wa',  at  the  close  of  the  day, 

I  heard  a  mim  Brag,  though  hia  head  it  was 

gray; 
And  as  he  was  singing  the  tears  down  came, 
There'll  never  bo  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hamo. 
The  church  is  in  ruins,  the  state  ie  in  jars  ; 
Dolusiona,  oppressions,  anil  murderous  wars;  , 
We  darena  wed  say"!,  though  no  keu  wlia'a  to 

There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame  ! 

My  seven  braw  sons  for  Jamie  drew  sword, 
And  cow  I  greet  round  tlieir  green  beds  in  the 

It  brat  the  sweet  heart  of  my  faithfu'  auld 


There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes 
How  life  is  a  burthen  that  bows  me  dowi 


Since  I  tint  my  bairns,  and 
But  till  my  last  moments 


my  words  are  the 


There'll  11 


■r  be  peace  till  Jan 


HOW  CAN  I  BE  BLYTHE  AND  GLAD! 
Tune— "Wte  bonrtie  lad  thaSa  for  awa." 


0  now  can  I  be  blythc  and  glad. 
Or  how  can  I  gang  brisk  and  braw, 

When  the  bonnie  lad  that  I  lo'e  beat 
Is  o'er  the  hills  and  far  awa  ? 

When  the  bonnie  lad  that  I  lo'e  best 
Is  o'er  the  hills  and  far  awa. 


10  tho  frosty  winter  wind, 
s  nc  the  driviag  drift  and  s. 


Bat  ay  the  tear  comes  in  my  e' 
To  think  on  liira  that's  far  ai 

But  nj  the  tear  comes  in  my  e' 
To  think  on  him  that's  far  a' 


My  father  pat  me  frae 

his  door. 

My  friends 

Ihcy  bae 

disown'd  m 

But  I  hae  an 

will  tak 

my  part. 

The  bonnie 

lad  that' 

far  awa. 

But  I  hae  an 

will  tak 

my  part. 

Tlie  bonni 

lad  that 

s  far  awa. 

A  pair  o'  glo 

es  he  ga 

tome, 

And  silken 

snoods  h 

gae  me  tw 

And  I  wiil  w 

ar  them  for  his  sake. 

The  bonni 

lad  that 

3  far  awa. 

And  I  will  w 

ear  them 

or  his  sake 

The  bonni 

lad  that 

s  far  awa. 

0  weary  Winter  Soon  will  pass, 

And  sprin 

will  deed  the  birken 

And  my  young  babie  will  be  born, 
And  he'll  be  hame  that's  far  awa. 

And  my  young  babic  will  be  bom. 
And  he'll  be  hame  that's  far  awa. 


CI. 

1  DO  CONFESS  THOU  ART  SAE  FAIR. 

Tana— "I  do  confess  thou  arlmefair." 

"  that  I  have  imptoved  llio  Elmpliclts  )f  the  Bentimeni 


I  DO  confess  thou  art  sae  fair, 

I  wad  been  o'er  the  lugs  in  love, 
Had  I  na  found  the  slightest  prayer 

That  lips  could  speak  thy  heart  could 
I  do  confess  thee  sweet,  but  find 

Thou  art  sae  thriftless  o'  tliy  sweets, 
Thy  faTours  are  the  silly  wind, 

That  kisses  ilka  thing  it  meets. 


See  yonder 
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now  sune  it  IJDes  its  scent  and  hue 
When  pou'd  and  wom  a,  common  toy  1 

Sic  fate,  ere  ling,  shall  theo  betide, 
Thb'  thou  may  gaily  hloom  awhile; 

Yet  eune  thoa  shalt  be  thrown  aside 
Like  ojij  oommoQ  weed  and  vile. 


cir. 

yON   WILD   MOSSY   MOUNTAINS. 

Tune — "  Ton  mid  mossy  moxiaiains." 

["  This  song  olludss  to  a  part  of  my  prirale  hislory, 
rtiich  it  in  of  no  codSAquence  to  the  world  to  know." 
ssnt  tbe  emg  to  tha 


;   Ihs  he mi 


nr  the  Lugar.] 


Yon  wild  moasy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide, 
That  nurse  in  their  bosom  the  youth  o'   the 

Clyde, 
Where  tha  grouse  lead  their  coveys  thre'  iJie 

heather  to  feed, 
And  the  shepherd  tenta  hla  floek  as  he  pipes  on 
his  reed. 
Where  the  grouse  lead  their  eoTeys  thro'  the 

heather  to  feed, 
And  tha  shepherd  tents  his  floek  as  he  pipes 


Not  Cowrie's  rich  Talloys,  nor  Forth'a  sunny 

shores, 
To   me   bae   the  charms   o'   yon  wild,   mossy 

For  there,  by  a  laaely  and  sequester'd  streara. 

Resides   a  sweet  lassie,  my  thought  and  my 

dream. 

For  there,  by  alanely  and  aequester'd  stream. 

Besides  a  sweet  lassie,  my  thought  and  my 

dream. 


Amang  thae  wild  mountains  shall  still  be  my 

Ilk  stream  foaming  down  ita  ain  green,  narrow 

strath  ; 
For  there,  wi'  my  lassie,  the  day  lang  I  roye, 
IVhile  o'er  us  unheeded  flee  the  swift  hours  o' 
love. 
For  there  wl'  my  lassie,  the  day  lang  I  rove, 
While  o'er  ua  unheeded  See  the  swift  hours  o' 


She  ia  not  the  fairest,  alUio'  she  is  fair ; 
0'  nice  education  but  sma'  is  her  share; 
Her  parentage  humble  as  humble  can  be; 
But  I  lo'e  the  dear  lassie  because  she  lo'es  me. 

Her  parentage  humble  as  humble  can  bo ; 

But  I  lo'e  the  dear  lassio  because  she  lo'e) 


To  beauty  what  man  but  maun  yield  hiro  a 

In  her  armour   of  glances,   and  blushes,  and 

sighs  f 
And  when  wit  and  refinement  bae  poliab'd  her 

They  daiile  our  cen  aa  they  flee  to  our  hearts. 
And  when  wit  and  refinement  bae  polisL'd 

her  darts. 
They  dnzile   our   cen,   aa  they  flee  to  our 


But  kindness,  sweet  kiudnosB,  in  the  fond  spark- 
ling e'e. 
Has  lustra  outshining  the  diamond  to  me: 
And  the  heart  beating  love  as  I'm  clasp'd  in 

0,  these  are  my  lassie' a  all -conquering  charms! 
And  the  heart  beating  love  as  I'm  clasp'd  in 


IT  IS  NA,  JEAN,  THY  BONNIE  FACE. 
Tune--"  The  Maid'a  Complaint." 


It  ia  na,  Jean,  thy  bonnie  face, 

Nor  shape  that  I  admire, 
Altho'  thy  beauty  and  thy  grace 

Might  wcel  awake  desire. 
Something  in  ilka  part  o'  thee. 

To  praise,  to  love,  I  find ; 
But  dear  as  ia  thy  form  to  me, 

Still  dearer  is  thy  mind. 
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Sue  mair  ungen'rous  wish  I  hae, 

Laucly  nights  come  on, 

Not  stronger  in  my  breast, 

A'  the  house  are  sleeping. 

Tlian,  if  I  canua  niak  tliee  sae. 

I  think  on  my  bonnie  lad, 

At  leitet  to  see  tliee  blest. 

An'  I  blear  my  een  wi'  greetin' ' 

Content  am  I,  if  Leaven  aliail  giva 

Ay  waukin,  &o. 

And  aa  wi'  tliee  I'd  wish  to  live. 
For  thee  I'd  bear  to  die. 

cvr. 
I  MURDER   HATE. 

CIV. 

[These  verses  are  to  he  found  in  n  volume  whl-^h  may 

WHES  T  THINK  ON  THE  IIAPPY  DATS. 

Burns's  strains,  bojob  looser  Ihim  tlisM,  ara  to  be  found.] 

[Tlieae  verses  were  in  Lilter  jonrs  eipamled by Burna 

I. 

into  u  snns,  for  UiB  puiLcuttnn  of  Tli"in»on :  Uie  song  will 
be  round  in  ils  place  i  the  variations  are  wortliy  of  pra- 
■ecvalion.} 

I  MCRDEtt  hate  by  field  or  Bond, 
Tho'  glory's  name  may  screen  us: 

In  wars  at  hame  I'll  spend  my  blood. 

Life-giving  wars  of  Venus. 

When  I  think  on  the  hnppy  days 

I  spent  ni'  you,  my  dearie; 

11. 

And  now  what  lands  between  us  lie, 

The  deities  that  I  adore 

How  cau  I  be  but  eerie ! 

Are  social  Peace  and  Plenty, 

I'm  better  pleas'd  to  make  one  more. 

Than  be  the  death  of  twenty. 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hourfl. 

As  ye  were  wae  und  woarjl 
It  was  na  sae  ye  glinted  by. 

When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 

CVII. 

0   GUDE   ALE   COMES. 

CV. 

lTl>cse  verses  are  in  tl.e  .Miisaiim :  tl,o  first  Iwo  a 

old,  Ihe  conuludinj  one  is  Ijy  liiirns.] 

WHAN   I   SLEEP  I  BREAM. 

^ 

0  GUDE  ale  comes,  and  glide  ale  goes. 

Gude  ale  gars  me  sell  my  hose, 

Sell  my  hose,  and  pawn  my  shoon. 

Gude  ale  keeps  my  lioart  aboon. 

Whan  I  sleep  I  dream. 

Whan  I  waut  I'm  eerie, 

11. 

Sleep  I  canna  get, 

I  had  sax  owsen  in  a  pleugb, 

For  thinkin'  o'  my  dearie. 

They  drew  a'  weel  eneugh, 

I  sell'd  them  a'  just  ane  by  ane  ; 

II. 

Gude  ale  keeps  my  heart  aboon. 

Lanely  night  comes  on. 

A'  the  liouse  are  sleeping, 

III. 

I  think  on  the  bonnie  lad 

Gudo  ale  hauda  me  bare  and  busy, 

That  haa  my  heart  a  keeping. 

Gars  me  moop  wi'  the  servant  hiizio. 

Ay  Tvaaliiii  0,  waukin  ay  and  wcarie. 

Stand  i'  the  stool  when  I  hae  done, 

Sleep  I  eanna  get,  for  thinkin'   o'  my 

Gude  nle  keeps  my  heart  aboon. 

deavie. 

0  gude  n'-'j  comei!,  &o. 
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ROBIK   SHURE  IN   HAIKST. 


:i«d  ..nt  ,t  to  1 

Robin  sliure 

in  hairst, 

I  shuve  w 

'Mm, 

Fient  a  Lcii: 

had  I, 

Yet  I  stack  by  him. 

I  gnei  up  to 

Diinge, 

To  warp  a 

nab  o'  plaiden, 

At  Ills  dadili 

e's  yott, 

Wha  met  n 

e  but  Robin. 

Was  na  Kobin  baulJ, 

Tho'  r  wi 

a  cotter, 

Plaj'd  me  si 

afriok. 

And  mo  th 

e  clicr's  doolilflr  ? 

Robin 

sliure  in  hairst,  &o 

Robin 


A'  my  winter  Tittle  ; 
Fient  haet  he  had  but  threo 
Gooae  feathers  and  a  whittle. 
Robin  shure  in  hairst,  &o. 


Wi'  linlseii  hands,  we  took  tJie  san 
A-down  yon  winding  river; 

And,  oh  !  that  hour  and  broomy  b 
Can  I.  forget  it  over  ? 


GUDEEN   TO   YOU,   KIMMER. 


GuDEEN  to  you,  Kimmcr, 

And  how  do  jo  do  ? 
Hiccup,  quo'  Kiniraer, 
The  better  that  I'm  fou. 
We're  a'  noddin,  nid  nid  noddin. 
We're  a'  noddin,  at  our  house  at  liame 


Kate  sits  i'  the  neuk, 

Suppiu  hen  broo ; 
Deil  tak  Kate 

An'  she  be  na  noddin  toi 
We're  a'  noddin,  &c. 


CIX. 
BONNIE    PEG. 


How's  a'  wi'  you,  Kin 

And  how  do  ye  fan 

A  pint  o'  the  best  o't. 


As  I  earae  in  hy  our  gate  end. 
As  day  was  wasiu'  weary, 

0  wha  came  tripping  down  the  stree 
But  Bonnie  Peg  mj  dearie  ! 


Her  air  sae  sweet,  and  shape  complete, 
Wi'  naa  proporlion  wanting  ; 

Tlie  Queen  of  Lose  did  never  move 
Wi'  motion  mair  ench anting. 


How's  a'  wi'  yon,  Kimmer, 
And  how  do  ye  thrive ; 

IIow  many  bairns  haa  ye  ? 
Quo'  Kimmer.  I  hae  five. 


We'rt 


noddin 


Are  they  a'  Johnie's  ? 

Eh  !  atweel  no  : 
Twa  o'  them  nero  gotten 

When  Johnie  was  awa. 
We're  a  noddro,  &c. 
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Cats  like  milk, 

And  doga  like  broo  ; 
Lads  like  lasses  we  el, 

Aiid  lasses  lads  too. 
We're  a'  noddin.  &o. 


What  snya  alie,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  7 
What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ? 


All,  CHLOItIS,  SINCE  IT  MAY  NA  I 
Tune — "Major  Graham." 


Ah,  Chloris,  wnoe  it  may  na  be. 
That  thou  of  love  wilt  hear  ; 

If  from  the  loTCr  thou  maun  flee, 
Yet  let  the  friend  be  dear. 


Altho'  I  lore  my  Chloria  mair 
Than  ever  tongne  could  tell ; 

My  passion  I  will  ne'er  declare, 
I'll  say,  I  wish  thee  well. 


Tbo'  a"  my  daily  care  thou  irt, 
And  a'  my  nightly  dream, 

ril  hide  the  Btrngjle  in  my  heart, 
And  say  it  is  esteem. 


0   SAW  YE   MY  DEARIE. 
Tunc — "  Eppie  Maenah." 


She  lets  thee  to  wit,  that  she  has 

thee  forgot. 

And  for  e 

Ter  disowns  thee,  her  ai 

a  Joci  Bab. 

0  had  I  r 

e'er  seen  thee,  my  Epp 

e  M'Nab  ! 

0  bad  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Epp 

e  M'Nab  1 

As  light 

s  the  air,  and  fause  as 

hou'fl  fair. 

Thou'a  broken  the  beait  o'  thy  a 

in  Jock  Rab. 

ox.„. 

WIIA 

IS  TiI.\T  AT  My  BOWER-DOOR. 

T 

me—' '  Lass  an  I  corns  n 

or  thee." 

WhA  is  that  at  my  hower-door  ? 

0,  wha  is  it  but  Findlay  ? 
Then  gae  your  gate,  yc'se  nae  be  here  !- 

Indeed,  maun  I,  quo'  Findlay. 
What  mak  ye  aae  like  a  thief? 

0  come  and  see,  quo'  Findlay  ; 
Before  the  mom  ye'll  work  mischief; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 


Gif  I  rise  and  let  you  in? 

Let  me  in,  quo'  Findlay  ; 
Te'll  keep  me  waufcin  wi'  your  dii 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 
In  my  bower  if  you  ehould  stay? 

Let  me  stay,  quo'  Findlay  ; 
I  fear  ye'll  bide  till  break  o'  day ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 


and  sent  liia  omendeil  vi 


iK.n.] 


0  SAW  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab! 
O  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ! 
She's  down  in  the  yard,  she's  kissin'  the  laird, 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  nin  Jock  Rab. 
0  come  thy  ways  ta  me,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  1 
0  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  I 
Whate'ar  thou  hast  done,  be  it  late,  be  it  soo 
Thott's  welcome  again  to  thy  ain  Jock  Rab. 


Here  this  night  if  ye  rem^n;— 

I'll  remain,  quo'  Findlay; 
I  dread  ye'll  learn  the  gate  again ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 
What  may  pass  within  this  bower, — 

Let  it  pass,  quo'  Findlay ; 
Ye  maun  conceal  till  your  last  hour ; 

Iniiccd  will  I,  quo'  Findlay  1 
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CXIV. 

WHAT   CAN   A  TOUSa  LASSIE. 

Tune^"  What  can  a  young  lassie  do  vif  an  auU 


CXV. 
THE   BONNIE   WEE   THING. 
Tune — "  Bonnie  «■«  tMng." 
['■Comi 


ovflly  Dav. 


,."l 


Whs-T  can  a  young  lassie,  "wliat  shall  a  young 

What  can  a  young  lassie  do  ivi'  an  auld  mar 
Bad  luck  on  the  pennie  that  tempted  my  minn 

To  sell  har  poor  Jenny  for  siller  an'  Ian' ! 
Bad  luck  oa  the  pennie  that  tempted  my  minn 

To  Bell  het  poor  Jenny  for  siller  an'  Ian'  1 


He's  always  oompleenin'  firaa  momin'  to  e'enin', 
He  hosts  and  he  hirples  the  weary  day  langj 

He's  doyl't  and  he's  dozin',  his  hluiti  it  is  frozen, 
0,  Jreary's  the  night  wi'  a  crazy  auld  man  1 

He's  doyl't  and  he's  doiin',  his  bluid  it  is  frozen, 
0,  dreary's  the  night  wi'  a  crazy  auld  man  ! 


BoNKiB  mee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing. 

Lovely  wee  thing,  wert  thou  mine, 
I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom. 

Lest  my  jewel  I  shoulJ  tine. 
Wishfully  I  look  and  langaiah 

In  that  honnie  face  o'  thine  ; 
And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi'  anguish. 

Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 

Wit,  and  graee,  and  Ioto,  and  beauty 

In  ae  constellation  shine; 
To  adore  thee  is  my  duty. 

Goddess  o'  this  soul  o'  mine  I 

Lovely  wee  tiling,  wert  thou  mine, 
I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom. 
Lest  my  jewel  I  should  tine  I 


Ho  h^m3   and   he   hankers,   he   frets   and   he 

cankers, 

I  never  can  please  him,  do  a'  that  I  can  ; 

He's  peevish  and  jealous  of  a'  the  young  follows: 

-  0,  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man  ! 

He's  peevish  and  jealous  of  a'  the  young  fellon 

0,  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man! 


THE    TITHEil   MORN. 
Ta  a  mghland  Air. 


My  auld  auntie  Katie  upon  me  takes  pity, 
I'll  do  my  endeavour  to  follow  her  plan; 

I'll  cross  him,  and  wrack  him,  until  I  heart- 
break him. 
And  then  his  avid  brass  will  buy  me  a 


I'll 


s  him,  and  wrack  him,  until  I  heart- 

reak  him, 

hen  his  auld  brass  will  buy  me  a 


The  tifher  mom. 

When  I  foi-lorn, 

Aneath  an  oak  sat  moaning, 

I  did  na  li-ow 

Beside  me,  giiin  the  gloiiuiing. 
But  lie  sue  trig. 
Lap  o'er  the  rig, 

And  dawtingly  did  cheer  me. 
When  I,  what  reck, 
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His  bonnet  lio, 

A  thought  ajce, 
Cock'd  sptush  when  first  he  clasp'd  m 

And  I,  I  wat, 

Wi'  faianesa  grat, 
While  in  hia  grips  he  preBB'd  me, 

Deiltik'  the  war  I 

I  late  and  air 
Hae  wish'd  since  Jock  departed; 
,9  glad 


As  short  b; 


i'  my  lad, 

e  broken-hearted. 


Wi'  dancing  keen, 
When  a'  were  bljthe  and  merry, 

I  car'd  na  by, 

Sae  Ead  was  I 
In  absence  o'  my  dearie. 

But  praise  be  blest, 

I'm  happy  wi'  my  Johnny: 

At  kirk  and  fair. 

Fee  ay  be  there. 
And  be  as  canty's  ony. 


AE 

FOND 

KI 

3S. 

Tune- 

"E»ry  TJ 

all's 

Port 

[Believsaiorelat 

to  the  poet 

spa 

liTlBI. 

lie  Mu^o 

umj 

Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  serer; 
Ae  farewe'el,  and  then  for  ever! 
Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I'll  pledge  thee. 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  I'll  wage  thee. 
Who  shall  say  that  fortune  grieves  him 
While  the  star  of  hope  she  leaves  him  t 
Me,  nae  cheerfu'  twinkle  lights  me  ; 
Dark  despair  around  benights  me. 


ni  ne'er  blame  my  partial  fancy, 
Hoething  could  resist  my  Kaney  ; 
But  to  see  her,  was  to  love  her ; 
Love  but  her,  and  love  for  ever. — 


,e  kindly, 
le  blindly. 


r  been  broken  hearted. 


Fare  tbee  weel,  thon  first  and  fairest! 
Fare  thee  weel,  thou  best  and  dearesti 
Thine  be  ilka  joy  and  treasure. 
Peace,  enjoyment,  love,  and  pleasure! 
Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever; 
Ae  farewell,  alaa !  for  erer  ! 
Beep  in  heart-wrnng  tears  I'll  pledge'thee. 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  I'll  wage  thee  ! 


CXVIII. 

LOVELY   DAVIES 

Tnne — "Mist  Muir." 


0  HOW  shall  I,  unskilfii',  try 

The  poet's  occupation. 
The  tuncfu'  powers,  in  happy  hoars. 

That  whispers  inspiration? 
Even  they  maun  dare  an  efibrt  mair. 

Than  aught  thoy  ever  gave  us. 
Or  tbey  rehearse,  in  equal  verse, 

The  cbarraa  o'  lovely  Davies. 
Each  eye  it  cheers,  when  she  appears. 

Like  Phcohaa  in  the  morning. 
When  past  the  shower,  and  ev'ry  flower 

The  garden  is  adorning. 
As  tho  wretch  looks  o'er  Siberia's  shore, 

When  winter-bound  the  wave  is  ; 
Sae  droops  our  heart  when  wo  maun  part 
Frae  charming  lovely  Davies. 


Her  smile's  a  gift,  frae  'hoon  tie  lift. 

That  maks  us  mair  than  princes ; 
A  seepter'd  hand,  a  king's  command, 

Is  in  her  darting  glances  : 
The  man  in  arms,  'gainst  female  charms, 

Even  he  her  willing  slave  is; 
He  hugs  his  chain,  and  owns  the  reign 

Of  conquering,  lovely  Davies, 
My  rouse  to  dream  of  such  n.  theme. 

Her  feeble  pow'rs  surrender : 
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The  eagle's  gaze  alone  surveys 
The  Bun'a  inendiau  splendour; 

t  wad  in  yain  easa;  (lie  siraiu, 
The  deed  too  daring  brave  ia  1 

I'll  drap  the  lyre,  and  mate  admire 
The  charms  o'  lovely  Daviea. 


CXIX. 

THE   WEART   FUND   0'    TOW 

Tuue— "  The  teeary  Fund  o'  Tow." 

['<Thla  song,"  saya  Sir  Harris  Nlcolai,  "ii  i 


imlnBli^im  does  not  otate  upon  w 
s  had  pleated,  stilted  similar  iibj 

lat  aulhorily  he 
tnight  mighl 

bey  were  elaimed  for  Bums,  Cut 

m  my  edition, 
U.e  firei  time, 

oqfl  authority.    I,  howBver,  a> 
«i  the  song  wholly  for  the  poe 

t  happens,  did 
:  r  said  "the 

he  suns  is  old,  and  parliaps  some 

of  the  words." 
hisowahiiad. 

The  weary  pund,  tho  weary  puad. 

The  weary  pund  o'  tow: 
I  think  my  wife  will  end  her  life 

Before  she  spin  her  tow. 
I  bought  my  wife  a  stane  o'  lint 

As  gude  as  e'er  did  grow; 
And  a'  that  she  has  made  o'  that. 

Is  ae  poor  pund  a'  tow. 


There  sat  a  battle  in  a  bole, 

Beyont  the  ingle  low. 
And  ay  she  took  the  tither  souk, 

To  drouk  the  stowrie  tow. 


Quoth  I,  for  shame,  ye  dirty  dame, 

Gae  spin  your  tap  o'  tow ! 
She  took  the  rock,  and  wi'  a  knock 

She  brak  it  o'er  my  pow. 

At  last  her  feet — I  sang  to  sec't — 
Oaed  foremost  o'er  the  knowe  ; 
And  or  I  wad  anither  jad, 
I'll  wallop  in  a  tow. 

Tho  weary  pund,  the  weary  pund, 

The  weary  pund  o'  tow! 
I  think  my  wife  will  end  her  life 
Before  she  spin  her  tow. 


HAEBODY. 
lune — "  Naehiidy." 


I'll  partake  wi'  naebody ; 
ril  tak  enckold  frae  nane, 

I'll  gio  euckold  (o  naebody. 
I  hae  a  penny  to  spend. 

There — thanks  to  naebody  ; 
I  hae  naething  to  lend, 

I'll  borrow  frae  naebody. 


I  am  naebodj's  lord — 
I'll  be  slave  to  naebody; 

I  hae  a  guid  braid  sword, 
I'll  tak  dunta  frae  naebody. 

I'll  be  merry  and  free, 
I'll  be  sad  for  naebody  ; 


:iiry 


Kaebody  ei 


cxxr. 

0,  FOB  ANE-AND-TWENTV,    TAM 
Tune—"  The  Moudieviort." 

Bays  simply,  "This  song  Is  nuns,"    The  air  for  a 
befoie  had  to  hear  the  burthen  of  very  ordinary  words,!" 

An  0,  for  ane-aurl-twenty,  Tam, 

An'  hey,  sweet  an e-and. twenty,  Tam, 

I'll  learn  my  kin  a  rattlin'  sang. 
An  I  saw  ano-and-twenty,  Tam, 

They  snool  me  sair,  and  baud  me  doMn, 
And  gar  me  look  like  bluotie,  Tam  I 

But  three  short  years  will  soon  wheel  roun' 

And  then  comes  one.  and -twenty,  Tam. 

A  gleib  o'  Ian',  a  olaut  o'  gear, 

Was  left  me  by  my  auntie,  Tam  , 
At  kith  or  kin  I  need  na  spier. 

An  I  saw  an  e-and- twenty,  Tam, 
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III. 

cxxm. 

Thej'U  hae  me  weil  a  wealthy  coot. 

Tho'  I  mjsel'  hae  plenty,  Tani ; 

MY   COLLIER  LADDIE. 

But  hear'et  thoa,  laddie— there's  my  loof— 

Tune—"  The  Collier  Laddie." 

I'm  thine  at  ane-nnd- twenty,  Tarn. 

An  0,  for  an e-and- twenty,  Tam  ! 

An  hey,  sweet  ane-and- twenty,  Tam  ! 

compoaitiun,  Ihuugh  coloured  by  nu  oldei  ctiaiQ.J 

Fll  learn  my  kin  a  rattlin'  sang. 

An  I  saw  aiie-an J- twenty,  Tam. 

Where  live  ye,  my  bonmelass? 

An'  tell  me  what  they  ca' ye; 
My  name,  she  says,  ia  Mistress  Jean, 

CXXU. 

And  I  follow  the  CoUier  Laddie. 

0  KENMURE'S   ON  AND  AWA. 

My  name  she  says,  ia  Mistress  Jean, 

And  I  follow  the  Coliier  Laddie. 

Tune—"  0  Kenmure's  on  and  umni,  Willie." 

[The  BScond  miil  third,  und  cunclndinK  verses  of  IbiH 

II. 

Jacobile  slrain.  irete  writlen  by  Bams :  Ihe  wluile  wai 

See  you  not  yon  hills  and  dalea, 

The  san  shines  on  sae  brawlie! 

J 

They  a'  are  mine,  and  they  shall  be  thine, 

0  Kewhuke's  on  and  awa,,  Willie! 

Gin  ye'll  leave  your  Collier  Laddie. 

0  Kenmuro'a  on  and  awa  ! 

They  a'  are  mine,  and  they  shall  bo  tJiioe, 

And  Kcnmure's  lord's  the  bravest  lord, 

Gin  ye'll  leave  your  Collier  Laddie. 

That  over  Galloway  saw. 

iir 

Ye  shaO  gang  in  gay  attire. 

Success  to  Kenmure's  band,  Willie  ! 

Weel  buskit  up  sac  gaudy; 

Sucoesa  to  Kemnure's  band  ; 

And  ane  to  wait  on  every  hand, 

There's  no  a  heart  that  foars  a  Whig, 

Gin  ye'll  leave  your  Collier  Laddie. 

That  rides  by  Kenmure's  hand. 

And  ane  to  wait  on  every  hand. 

Gin  ye'll  leave  your  Collier  Laddie. 

Tho'  ye  had  a'  (he  sun  shines  on. 

Here's  Kenmure's  health  in  wino  ; 

And  the  earth  conceals  sae  lowly  ; 

There  ne'er  was  a  eoward  o'  Kenmure'a  blade. 

I  wad  turn  my  back  on  you  and  it  a'. 

Nor  jet  o'  Gordon's  line. 

And  embrace  my  Collier  Laddie. 

IV. 

I  wad  turn  my  back  on  jou  and  it  a'. 

And  embrace  my  CoUier  Laddie. 

0  Kenmure's  lads  ixre  men,  Willie  I 

0  Eenmure'a  lads  are  men ; 

y 

Their  hearts  and  swords  are  metal  trao— 

I  can  win  my  fire  penoiea  a  day. 

And  that  their  faes  shall  ken. 

And  spen't  at  night  fu'  brawlie ; 

And  make  my  bed  in  the  Collier's  neuk. 

And  lie  down  wi'  my  Collier  Laddie. 

They'll  live  or  die  wi'  fame,  Willie  I 

And  make  my  bed  in  the  Collier's  neuk. 

They'll  Uve  or  die  wi'  fame  ; 

And  lie  down  wi'  my  Collier  Laddie. 

But  soon  wi'  sounding  violerie, 

May  Kenmure's  lord  come  hame. 

VJ. 

Luve  for  luve  is  the  bargain  for  me. 

TI. 

Tho'  the  wee  cot-house  should  hand  me; 

Here's  him  that's  far  awa,  Willie, 

And  the  world  before  me  to  win  my  bread. 

Here's  him  that's  far  awa  ; 

And  fair  fa'  my  Collier  Laddie. 

And  here's  the  flower  that  I  love  besl^ 

And  the  world  before  me  to  win  my  bread. 

Tho  rose  that's  like  tho  snaw  1 

And  fair  fa'  my  Collier  Laddie. 
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CXXIV. 

III. 

NITHSDALE'S   WELCOME   HAME. 

Although  he  has  left  me  for  greed  o'  the  siller, 

I  dinna  envy  him  the  gains  lie  can  win ; 

LThBBe  venes  were  wrili™  by  BurnsforUie  MuEoum; 

I  rather  wad  bear  a'  the  lade  o'  my  sorrow 
Than  ever  hae  acted  sae  faithless  to  him. 

, 

Weel,  since  he  has  left  me,  may  pleasure  gae 
wi'  him, 
I  may  be  distress'd,  but  I  winna  complain; 

The  noble  Maiwells  and  tlieir  powers 

Are  coming  o'cc  the  border, 

I  flatter  my  fancy  I  may  get  anither. 

And  they'll  gae  bigg  Tcrreaglo'a  towers. 

My  heart  it  shall  never  be  broken  for  ane. 

An'  sut  them  a'  in  order. 

And  they  declare  Terrengles  fair, 
For  their  abode  they  chose  it; 

There's  no  a  heart  in  a'  the  laud, 

cxxvr. 

Bill's  lighter  at  the  news  o't. 

BESS  AND  HER  SPINNING -WHEEL. 

u. 

Tunc—"  The  sweet  iow  Ihal  lo'ei  me." 

Tho'  Btara  in  sltiea  may  disappear. 

[There  are  Eeveral  variatinnB  of  this  aong,  but  Ihoy 

And  angry  tempests  gather ; 

The  happy  hoar  may  aoon  be  near 

lion.] 

That  brings  us  pleasant  weather: 

The  weary  night  o'  care  and  grief 

May  haeajqyful  morrow; 

0  I.EEZG  me  ou  my  spinning-wheel. 

So  dawning  day  has  brought  relief— 

0  leeze  me  on  the  rook  and  reel; 

;                Pareweelonr  night  0' sorrow! 

Frae  tap  to  tae  that  deeds  me  bien, 

And  haps  me  Eel  and  warm  at  e'en  1 

I'll  set  me  down  and  sing  and  spin. 

WhUe  laigh  descends  the  simmer  sun, 

cxxV. 

Blest  wi'  content,  and  milk  and  meal— 

0  leeze  me  on  my  spinning- wheel! 

AS    I    WAS    A-WAND'RINS. 

Tune— "ifmn  Meiidial  mo  Mheallodk." 

II. 

On  iliift  hand  the  burnies  trot. 

[The  originnl  BOng  in  tie  G»el!(!  lai^uage  was  Irani- 

And  meet  below  my  theekit  cot; 

lots  veru,  and  sent  it  to  the  Huseum.] 

The  scented  birk  and  hawthorn  white. 

Across  the  pool  their  arma  unite. 

Alike  to  screen  the  birdie's  nest, 

Aa  I  was  a-waad'ring  ae  midsummer  e'enin'. 

And  little  fishes'  caller  rest : 

The  pipers  and  youngsters  were  making  their 

The  sun  blinks  kindly  in  the  blcl', 

game; 

Where  blithe  I  turn  my  spinning-wheel.          , 

Amang  tiiem  I  spied  my  faithless  fause  lover. 

Whioh  bled  a'  the  wound  o'  ray  dolour  again. 

III. 

Weel,  since  ho  has  loft  me,  may  pleasure  gae  wi' 

On  lofty  aika  the  cuahats  wail. 

him; 

And  Echo  eons  the  doolfu'  tale  ; 

I  may  be  distress'd,  bat  I  winna  complain ; 

The  lintwhites  in  the  hazel  braea. 

I  flatter  my  fancy  I  may  get  anither, 

Delighted,  rival  ithor's  laya  : 

My  heart  it  shall  never  be  broken  for  aue. 

The  craik  amang  the  clover  hay. 

The  paitriek  whirrin  o'er  the  ley, 

II. 

The  swallow  jinkin  round  my  shiel. 

1  could  na  get  Bleeping  till  dawin  for  greetin', 

Amnse  m«  at  my  spioning-wheal. 

Tho  tears  trickled  down  like  the  hail  and  the 

Had  I  na  got  greetin',  my  heart  wad  a  broken, 

Wi'  sma'  to  sell,  and  less  to  buy. 

For,  oh!  lave  forsaken's  a  tormenting  pain. 

Ahoon  distress,  below  envy,                                 1 
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0  wha  wad  leave  this  humtle  state, 

T.- 

Foe  a'  the  pride  of  a'  the  great ! 

The  hawthorn  I  will  pu' 

Amid  their  flaring,  idle  toys, 

Wi'  its  locks  o'  siller  gray, 

Amid  tlieic  ouEibruus,  dinsome  joj3, 

Where,  lite  an  aged  man, 

Can  they  the  peace  and  pUasure  feel 

It  stands  at  break  of  day. 

Of  Bessy  at  her  spinning-wheel  ? 

But  tJie  songster's  nest  within  the  bush 

I  winna  tak  awny— 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 

0  LTTVE   WILL   VENTTJEE   IN- 

¥1. 

The  woodbine  I  will  pu' 

Tune— 'TAePo™." 

When  Uie  c'ening  star  is  near. 

And  the  diamond  drops  o'  dew 

Shall  be  her  e'en  sae  clear; 

The  violet's  for  modesty. 

Which  weel  she  fa's  to  wear. 

0  tuvE  will  venture  in 

And  a'  to  be  a  posie 

Where  it  daurna  weel  be  seen; 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 

0  lure  will  venture  in 

Where  wisdom  anoe  has  been. 

VII. 

But  I  will  down  yon  rlyer  rove, 

I'll  tie  the  posie  round. 

Among  the  wood  sae  green— 

Wi"  the  silken  band  o'  lave. 

And  a'  to  pu'  a  posie 

And  I'll  place  it  in  hor  breaet, 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 

And  I'll  swear  by  a'  above. 

That  to  my  latest  draught  of  life 

The  band  shall  ne'er  remove, 

The  primrose  I  will  pu'. 

And  this  will  be  a  posie 

The  fireaijig  o'  the  year, 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 

And  I  will  pu'  the  pink. 

The  emblem  o'  my  dear, 

For  she'B  the  pink  o'  womankind, 

And  blooms  without  a  peer— 

CXXVIII. 

And  a'  to  bo  a  posie 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 

COUNTRY  LASSIE. 

ni 

Tune—"  The  County  Lass." 

I'll  pu'  tJie  budding  rose, 

[A  manuacript  ™py  before  me,  ii,  1J,b  pt-afs  h™dwri. 

When  Phoebus  peeps  in  view, 

ling,  preeeiila  two  or  three  immnlcriiil  vaiiatioiw  oP-thla 

For  it's  like  a  baumy  kiss 

dramatic  «™g.] 

0'  her  sweet  boniiie  mou' ; 

1. 

The  hyacinth's  for  constancy. 

In  simmer,  when  the  hay  was  mawn. 

Wi'  its  on  changing  blue— 

And  corn  wav'd  green  in  ilka  field, 

And  a'  to  he  a  posie 

While  olaver  blooms  white  o'er  the  lea. 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 

And  roses  blaw  in  ilka  bield  ; 

Blithe  Bessie  in  the  milking  sMel, 

IT. 

Says— I'll  be  wed,  come  o't  what  will; 

The  li!  J  it  is  pure. 

Out  spak  a  daroe  in  wrinkled  eild- 

And  the  lily  it  is  fair. 

0'  guid  advisement  comes  nae  ill. 

And  in  her  lopely  bosom 

I'll  place  the  lily  there; 

II. 

The  daisy's  for  simplicity. 

It's  ye  hae  wooers  mony  ane. 

And  unaffected  air — 

And,  lassie,  ye're  hut  young  ye  ken ; 

And  a'  to  be  a  posio 

Then  wait  a  woe,  and  cannie  wale. 

To  my  ain  dear  Maj. 

A  routliio  butt,  a  routhie  ben : 
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There's  Johnie  o'  the  Buakie-glen, 
Fu'  is  hia  l>aru,  fu'  is  his  byre  ; 

Tak  this  frao  me,  my  boiinie  lien, 
It's  plenty  heets  the  luver's  fire. 

For  Johnie  o'  the  Buskie-glen, 

I  diiina  care  a  single  fiie  ; 
He  lo'ca  sae  weel  hia  craps  and  Isye, 

He  has  nae  luve  to  spare  for  me  : 
But  bliUie's  the  blink  o'  Robie's  e'e, 

And  weel  I  wat  he  lo^ea  me  dear  : 
Ae  blink-  o'  him  I  wad  nae  ^e 

For  Buskie-glon  and  a'  his  gear. 

0  thoughtless  lassie,  life's  a  fanght; 

The  canniest  gate,  the  strife  is  sair  ; 
But  ay  fu'  han't  is  feehtin  best. 

An  hungry  care's  an  unco  care^ 
But  some  will  apend,  and  some  will  spare. 

An'  wilfu'  folk  maun  hae  their  will ; 
Byne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair. 

Keep  mind  that  ye  maun  drink  the  yill. 

0,  gear  will  buy  mc  rigs  o'  land, 

And  gear  mill  buy  nie  sheep  and  kye  ; 
But  the  tender  heart  o'  leesomo  luve. 

The  gowd  and  siller  canna  buy; 
We  may  bo  poor — Eobie  and  I, 

Light  is  the  burden  luve  lays  on; 
Content  and  luve  brings  peace  and  joy — 

What  mair  hae  queens  upon  a  throne  ? 


Thee,  dear  maid,  hae  I  offended  ? 

The  offence  is  loving  thee  r 
Canst  thou  wreck  bis  peace  for  ever, 

Wha  for  tjmo  wad  gladly  die? 
While  the  Ufe  beats  in  mj  bosom, 

Thou  Shalt  mil  in  ilka  throe ; 
Turn  again,  thou  lovely  maiden. 

Ae  sweet  smile  on  me  bestow. 

Not  the  bee  upon  the  blossom. 

In  the  pride  o'  sunny  noon  ; 
Not  the  little  sporting  fairy. 

All  beneath  the  simmer  moon; 
Hot  the  poet,  in  the  moment 

Fancy  lightens  in  his  e'e, 
Kens  the  pleasure,  feels  the  rapture, 

That  thy  presence  gies  to  me. 


cxxx. 

YE   JACOBITES  BT   NAME. 
Tune — "  Ye  Jacobites  ly  name." 


is.l 


Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear,  g 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name, 

Tour  fautes  1  will  proclaim. 
Your  doctrines  I  maun  blan 
You  shall  hear. 


FAIR   ELIZA. 
A  Gaelic  Air. 


Turn  again,  then  fair  Eliza, 

As  kind  blink  before  we  part. 
Rue  on  thy  despairing  lover  ! 

Canst  tliou  break  his  faitbfu'  heart? 
Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza ; 

If  to  love  thy  heart  denies, 
For  pity  hide  the  cruel  sentence 

Under  friendahip's  kind  disguise! 


What  is  right,  and  what  is  wrang,  by  the  law,  by 
the  law  ? 

What  ia  right  and  what  is  wrang,  by  the  lawT 
What  is  right  and  what  is  wraiig? 
A  short  sword,  and  a  lang, 
A  weak  arm,  and  a  Strang 
For  to  draw. 


.rife,  fam'd  afar,  fam'd 


What  makca  heroic 

What  makes  heroic  strife,  fam'd  afai'? 
What  makes  heroic  strife  1 
To  whet  th'  aasassin's  knife. 
Or  hunt  a  parent's  life 
Wi'  bluidie  ivar. 
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Then  let  jour  scliemea  alon 


Then  let  jour  scliemes  alone  in  tlie  state ; 
Then  let  jour  scheines  alone. 


THE   BANKS   OF  BOON. 

[An  Ayrshire  ]egead  aays  the  heroins  of  this  affocling 
Kmg  wan  Miss  Kunnodyf  of  Dalgarrock,  a  yoitng  crea- 

Dsclava  for  her  kinsman,  McDouaL,  of  Logan.] 


Yh  flowery  hanllB  o'  bonnie  Boon, 
HoiT  can  ye  bloom  sae  fair ; 

How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds, 
Andleaefu'  o' care  I 


Thou'Il  break  my  heart,  thou  bonnie  bird. 

That  sings  npoii  the  hough; 
Thou  minds  me  o'  the  happy  days 

When  my  fause  Jove  was  true. 


Thou'Il  break  my  heart,  thou  boE 
That  sings  beside  thy  mate; 


iv'd  hy  bonnie  Doon, 


Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  r 
Fra«  alf  ita  thorny  tree  ; 

And  my  fauae  Inver  staw  the 
But  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


CXXXII. 
THE   BANKS   0'   DOON. 

Harm— "Caledonian  Bunfs  Delight." 

Kimplicifyof  thestTifg  by 
■         ■■  idbyan 


ia  finger 


.tally  H 
IS  black  keys  of  tb 


Te  banfea  and  braes  o'  bonnie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sac  fresh  and  fair  ; 
How  can  je  oliant,  ye  little  bircla. 

And  I  sae  weary,  fu'  o'  care  I 
Thou'lt  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bird. 

That  wantons  thro'  (he  Bowering  thorn  : 
Thou  minds  jne  o'  departed  joya, 

Departed — never  to  return  i 

Aft  hae  I  rov'd  by  bonnie  Doon, 

To  see  the  roao  and  woodbine  twino; 
And  ilba  bird  samg  o'  its  luye, 

And  fondly  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Fu'  sweet  upon  its  tbomy  tree ; 
And  my  fauae  luier  stole  my  rose. 

But,  ah !  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


csxxn. 

WILLIE   WASTLE. 
I— "The  eight  men  of  MoidarL" 


Willie  Waatle  ilwalt  on  Tweed, 
The  spot  they  oaH'd  it  Linkum-doddie, 

Willie  was  a  wabater  guid, 

Cou'd  stown  a  elue  wi'  onie  bodie; 

He  had  a  wife  was  dour  and  din, 

0  Tinltler  Madgie  was  her  mither; 
Sic  a  wife  aa  Willie  had, 

1  wad  nae  ^e  a  button  for  her. 


—she  has  but  ane, 
twa  the  Tory  colour; 
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Five  rusty  teeth,  forbye  a  stump, 

We'll  sew  a  green  vihbon 

A  clapper- tongue  wad  deave  a  miller: 

Round  about  his  hat. 

A  wMakiu'  beard  about  her  mou'. 

And  that  will  let  them  ken 

Her  nose  and  ehin  thej  threaten  ither— 

He's  to  marry  yet. 

Sio  ft  wife  as  Willie  had. 

I  wad  nae  gie  a  button  for  her. 

Lady  Mary  Ann 

III. 

Was  a  flower  i'  the  dew, 

She's  bow  hough'd,  she's  hem  Bhinn'd, 

Sweet  was  its  smeli, 

A  ILmpin'  leg,  a  hand-breed  shorter; 

And  bonnie  was  its  hue  ; 

She's  twisted  right,  she's  twisted  left, 

And  the  Iftiiger  it  blosaom'd 

To  balance  fair  in  ilka  quarter: 

The  sweeter  it  grew  ; 

She  has  a  hump  op  on  her  breast, 

For  the  lily  in  the  bud 

The  twin  o'  that  upon  her  shouther— 

Will  be  bonnier  yet. 

Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wad  nae  ^e  a  button  for  her. 

JV. 

Young  Charlie  Cochran 

IT. 

Was  the  sprout  of  an  aik; 

Bonnie  and  hloomin' 

An'  wi'  her  loof  her  face  a-washin' ; 

And  straught  was  its  make  : 

But  Willie's  wife  is  cae  sae  trig. 

The  aun  took  delight 

She  dights  her  grnnzie  wi'  ft  hushion. 

To  shine  for  its  sake. 

Her  walie  nieves  like  midden-creels, 

And  it  will  be  the  hrag 

Her  fftce  wftd  fyle  the  Logan-Water— 

0'  the  forest  yet. 

Sio  a  wife  as  Willie  bftd. 

I  wad  nae  gie  a  hnttoa  for  her. 

■ 

CSXXIY. 
LADT   MARY   ANN. 
Tune — "  Oraistovm's  i/rov/ing," 
[Tha  pool  eent  (his  fcing  lo  the  Museiim,  in 

liiB  intarpolalions  UDd  dmnges.] 

0,  L*DT  Mary  Ann 

Looks  o'er  the  oastle  wa'. 
She  saw  three  bonnie  boys 

Playing  at  the  ba' ; 
The  youngest  he  was 

The  Hower  amang  them  a' — 
My  bonnie  laddie's  young, 

But  he's  growin'  yet. 


0  fathers  0  father! 

An'  ye  think  it  £t. 
We'll  send  him  a  year 

To  the  college  yet: 


The  I 

When  the  leaves  th 
And  the  days  are  awi 

That  we  liae  seen  ; 
Eat  far  better  days 


I  trust 
For  my  bi 


will  c 


laddie's  young, 
win'  yet. 


cxxxv. 

SUCH  A  PARCEL  OF  ROGUES  IN  A  NATION. 
Tune.— "-d  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation," 


Uniop.] 


Faeeweel  to  a'  our  Scottish  fame, 
Far Bw eel  our  ancient  glory, 

Faroweel  even  to  the  Scottish  name, 
Sae  fani'd  in  martial  story. 

Now  Sark  rins  o'er  the  Solwfly  saad: 
And  Tweed  rins  to  the  ocean, 
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To  mark  irhere  England's  proTincD  stands — 

IV. 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation. 

"It'a  neither  your  slot  nor  your  staig  I  shall 

n. 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme). 

What  force  or  guile  could  not  subdue, 

But  gie  me  your  wife,  man,  for  her  I  must  have. 

Thro'  many  warlike  ages. 

And  tiie  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in 

la  wrought  now  hj  a,  coward  few 

prime." 

For  hireling  traitor's  wages. 

a'ho  EngliBh  Bteel  we  eonld  disdain ; 

Secure  in  yalour's  station  ; 

"0  welcome,  most  kindly,"  the  blytho  carle 

But  English  gold  has  been  our  hnne — 

said, 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  Dation. 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme), 

"  But  if  ye  can  match  her,  ye're  waar  nor  ye're 

0  would,  or  I  hod  seen  the  day 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in 

That  treason  thus  could  sell  us. 

prime." 

My  auld  gray  liead  had  lien  in  clay, 

VI 

Wi'  Bruce  and  loyal  Wallace  ! 
But  pith  and  power,  till  my  last  hour, 

I'll  mak'  Oiis  declaration  : 
We're  bought  and  sold  for  English  gold- 

The  devil  has  got  the  auld  wife  on  bis  back ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme). 
And,  like  a  poor  pedlar,  he'a  carried  his  pack ; 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  roe  is  in 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation. 

prime. 
He's  carried  her  hame  to  his  ain  hallan-door; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme). 

CXXXVI. 

Syne  bade  her  gae  in,  for  a  b— h  and  a  w— e, 

And  th.e  thyme  it  ia  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in 

THE  CARLE  OF  EELLTEURN  BRAES. 

prime. 

Tunc—"  EeUybUTti  Braes." 

Till. 

[Oflhi>i™;MrH.Burp8ar,idloCmoielt,whsnrDmii,s 

Then  straight  he  makes  fifty,  the  pick  o'  his 

band, 

hod  wiitlen  or  aiaen.led  for  ti.e  Maseiira,  '■  Robert  goe 
IbeoWalillreoialM.l 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme). 

Turn  out  on  her  guard  in  the  clap  of  a  hand ; 

And  the  thyme  it  ia  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in 

Therb  lived  a  carle  on  Kellyblirn  braes, 

prime. 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  biinie  wi'  thyme), 

IS. 

And  he  had  a  wife  was  the  plague  o'  his  days  ; 

The  carlin  gaed  thro'  them  like  ony  wud  hear. 

And  the  thyme  it  ia  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme), 

prime. 

Whate'er  ahe  gat  hands  on  cam  near  her  nae 

11. 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  m 
prime. 

Ae  day  as  the  carle  gaed  up  the  lang  glen, 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme), 

Ho  met  wi'  the  devil ;  says,  ■'  How  do  yow  fen  ?" 

X. 

And  the  thyme  it  ia  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in 

A  reekit  wee  devil  looka  over  the  wa' ; 

prime. 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme), 

"0,  help,  master,  help,  or  she'll  ruin  us  a', 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  ia  io 

(Hey.  and  the  rue  growa  bonnie  wi'  thyme), 

prime." 

For,  saving  your  prescBce,  to  her  ye're  a  saint; 

XI. 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in 

Tbe  devil  he  swore  by  the  edge  o'  his  knife, 

prime." 

{Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme). 
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He  pitied  the  man  that  was  tied  to  a  wi 
And  tie  tiyme  it  is  witlior'd,  and  r 


The  devil  he  sworo  by  the  Idrk  and  the  bell, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme). 

He  wasnotimredleck,  thank  heav'n,  but  ia  hell; 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  me  ia  in 

Then  Satan  has  trayelled  again  wi'  his  pack ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  growB  bonnie  wi'  thyme), 
And  to  her  auld  husband  he's  carried  her  back : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  ia 


"  I  hac  been  a  detil  the  feck  o'  my  life  ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme). 
But  ne'er  was  in  hell,  till  I  met  wi'  a  wife ; 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wilier'd,  and  rue  ia  in 
prime." 


cxxxvn. 

JOCEET'S  TA'EN  THE  PARTING  KISS. 
Tune —    Jockey's  (o'cn  thepa/rting  kiss" 


J  CKKY  a  ta'en  the  parting  kiss, 

0  ei  the  mountains  he  isgaae; 
And  with  him  is  a'  my  bliss, 

Nought  but  griefs  with  me  remain. 
Spare  my  luve,  ye  winds  that  blaw, 

Plaahy  aleets  and  beating  rain! 
Spare  my  luve,  thou  feathery  snaw, 

Drifting  o'er  tlio  frozen  plain. 

When  the  shades  of  eyening  creep 

O'er  the  day's  fair,  gladsome  c'e, 
Sound  and  safely  may  he  sleep, 

Sweetly  blithe  his  waukening  be  '. 
He  will  think  on  her  he  loTes, 

Fondly  he'll  repeat  her  name; 
For  where'er  he  distant  rovos. 

Jockey's  heart  is  still  at  hame. 


cxxxvin. 

LADY  ONLIE. 

Tune—"  The  Sufian's  Saal." 


A'  TBE  lada  o'  Thornie-bank, 

Whea  they  gao  lo  the  shore  o'  Buoky, 
They'll  step  in  an'  tak'  a  pint 
Wi'  Lady  Onlie,  honest  Lucky  ! 
Lady  Onlie,  honest  Lueky! 

Brewa  good  ale  at  shore  o'  Buoky; 
I  wish  her  sale  for  her  gudo  ale, 
The  best  on  a'  the  shore  o'  Bucky. 

Her  house  sac  bien,  her  ouroh  sae  clean, 

I  wat  she  is  a  dainty  ehueky ; 

And  oheerlie  blinks  the  ingle-gleed 

Of  Lady  Onlie,  honest  Lucky  1 

Lady  Onlie,  honest  Lucky, 

Krews  good  ale  at  shove  o'  Bucky  ■ 
I  wish  her  sale  for  her  gudo  ale. 
The  best  on  a'  the  shore  o'  Bucky. 


CXXXIX. 

THE   CHEVALIER'S   LAMENT. 
Tune — "Captain  O'Kean." 

["  ComposeJ,"  soys  Burns  to  M'Murdo, "  at  lliadosi 
rafticndwhohad  an  equal  pnllinsiasra  for  Iha  nit  a 


The  small  birds  rejoice  in  the  gi-een  leaves  re- 

turn uig, 

The  murmuring  atreamlct 

winds  clear  thro' 

the  vale ; 

The   hawthorn   trees  blow  i 

1  the  dew  of  the 

And  wild  scatter' d  cowslip 

bedeck  the  green 

dole: 

But  what  can  give  pleasure. 

or  what  can  seem 

fair. 

While  tlie  lingering  mome 

nts  are  number'd 

by  care! 

No   flow'rs  gaily  sprin^ng. 

aor  birds  sweetly 

amging. 

Can  soothe  the  sad  bosom  of  joyless  despair. 
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The  deed  that  I  dared,  could  it  merit  their  -nalice, 

A  liiiig  and  a  father  to  pHce  on  his  throne  t 

His  right  are  these  bills,  and  Jii9  right  are  tJiese 

ynllejs, 

Where  the  wild  beasts  find  shelter,  but  I  can 

find  none; 

Eut  'ds  not  my  suffenngs  thus  wretched,  for- 

M7  brave  gallant  ^ends  I   'tis  your  Tuin  I 
moura; 
Tour  deeds  proTed  so  loyal  in  hot-bloody  trial — 
Alas !  I  can  make  jou  no  sweeter  return  I 


CXL. 
SONG   OF   DEATH. 
Air^"  Oran  an  Aoig." 

.nlop,  "ivhirh  to  n  lady,  Iho   des. 
mi  herself  the  malher  of  eevera 


field  of 


Fabewell,  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  eartli,  and 

How  gay  with  the  bright  setting  sun ; 
Farewell  loves  and  friendships,  ye  dear  tender 


Ourri 


Thou  grim  Itiag  of  U 


i,  thou  life's  gloomy 


Go  frighten  the  coward  and  slave; 
Go,  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant!  but  know, 
lo  terrors  hast  thou  to  the  brave  1 


Thou  strik'et  the  dull  peasant — he  sinks  in  the 

[or  saves  e'en  the  wreak  of  a  name ; 
Thou  strik'st  the  young  hero — a  glorious  mark ! 
[e  falls  in  the  blaze  of  his  fame ! 


In  the  field  of  proud  honour — our  swoi 
hands. 

Our  king  and  our  country  to  save— 
While  victory  shines  on  life's  last  ebhi 

Oh  1  who  would  not  die  with  the  bru 


CXtl. 

FLOW   GENTLY,   SWEET   AFTON. 

Tone— "4fikHi  Water." 


[The 


Ion  Wall 


13  Uio  gem 


Flow  gently,  sweet  Aftoni    among  thy  green 

Flow  gently.  Til  sing  thee  a  song  in  thy  praise ; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream — 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 

Thou  stock-dove,  whose  echo  resounds  thro'  the 

Yeivild  whistling  blackbirds  in  yon  thorny  den; 
Thou  green-crested  lapwing,  thy  screaming  for- 

I  charge  jou  disturb  not  my  slumbering  fair. 


There  daily  I  wander  as  t 
My  flocks  and  my  Mary's 


!3  high, 

3t  in  my  eye. 


How  pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  yalleys  below, 
Where  wild  in   the  woodlands   the   primroses 

There,  oft  as  mild  evening  weeps  over  the  lea. 
The  sweet-scented  birk  shades  my  Mary  and  me. 


Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides. 
And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides ; 
How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave. 
As  gathering  sweet  flow 'rets  she  stems  Uiy  clear 


Flow   gently,  sweet  Afton!   among  thy  green 

Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  lays  I 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream — 
Flow  gently,   sweet   Afton!    disturb    not  her 
dream. 
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THE   SMILING   SPRING. 

Tune—"  The  Bonnie  Sell." 


Tub  smiling  Spring  comes  in  rejoicing, 

Anil  surly  Winter  grimlj  fliea ; 
Now  crystal  clear  are  Uie  falling  waters, 

And  bonnie  blue  arc  tli«  sunny  skies; 
Fresh   o'er    the   mountains   breaks    forth   the 


The  ev'ning  gilds  tli 
All  creatures  joy  in.  the  sun's  retu 
And  I  T^oice  in  my  boauie  Bell 


The  flowery  Spring  leads  sunny  Snnuner, 

And  yellow  Autumn  preesos  near. 
Then  in  his  turn  comes  gloomy  Winter, 

Till  smiling  Spring  again  appear. 
Thus  Seasons  dancing,  life  advancing. 

Old  Time  and  Nature  their  changes  tell. 
But  nerer  ranging,  still  unchanging, 

I  adore  my  bonnie  Bell. 


CXLIII. 

THE   CARLES   OF  DTSAKT 

Tune— 

'2%  ca'  thro'." 

andwrillng:  part  of  i 
9ve  the  whole.] 

BMuaeunibj-BuraBinhi 
is  bis  compoaition,  and  son 

Up  Tvi'  the  carles  o'  Dysart, 

And  the  lads  o'  Buckhayen, 
And  tlie  kimmers  o'  Largo, 
And  the  lassea  o'  Leven. 
Hey,  ca'  tliro',  ca'  thro', 

For  we  hae  mickle  ado  ; 
Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro', 
For  we  hae  mickle  ado. 

We  hae  tales  to  tell, 

And  we  hae  sangs  to  sing ; 
■We  hae  pennies  to  spend. 

And  we  hae  pints  to  bring. 

We'll  lire  a'  oi 
And  them  tl 
Let  them  do  the  like. 
And  spend  the  gear  they  win. 
Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro'. 

For  we  hao  mickle  ado. 

Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro', 

Fur  we  hae  mickle  ado. 


CXLIV. 
THE   GALLANT   WEAVER 
Taae— The  Weavers'  March." 
[Ssm  by  Ihe  poet  to  the  Mueeum.    Nollhor  ti 


tofScol 


,d.] 


Wheee  Cart  rins  ronin  to  the  sea. 
By  mony  a  flow'r  and  spreading  tree. 
There  lives  a  lad,  the  lad  for  me. 

He  is  a  gallant  weaver. 
Oh,  1  had  wooers  aught  or  nine. 
They  gied  me  rings  and  ribbons  fine  ; 
And  I  was  fear'd  my  heart  would  tine. 

And  I  gied  it  to  the  weaver. 


My  daddie  sign'd  my  tocher-band. 
To  gie  the  lad  that  has  the  land  ; 
But  to  my  heart  I'll  add  my  hand, 

While  birds  rejoiee  in  leafy  bowers; 
While  bees  delight  in  op'ning  flowers; 
While  com  grows  green  in  eimmer  showers, 
I'll  love  tny  gallant  weaver. 


CXLV. 

THE  BAIRNS   GAT   OUT, 

Tune — "  The  deuks  dang  o'er  my  daddie." 


The  bairns  gat  out  wi'  an  unoo  shout^ 
The  deuka  dang  o'er  my  daddie,  0 ! 


by  Google 


OF  EOBEET   BURNS.                                      26S    1 

The  fien'-ma-care,  quo'  tlio  feirrie  auld  wife, 

CXLVIl. 

He  was  but  a  paidlin  body,  0  ! 

He  paidles  out,  aa'  he  paidles  iu, 

THE  EXCISEMAN. 

An'  he  paidles  late  an'  early,  0! 

Tune— me  BeU  cam'  fiddling  through  the  low." 

This  Eeven  lang  years  I  iine  lien  by  his  side, 

An'  he  ia  but  a,  fusionless  carlie,  0 ! 

[CompOECd  acil  sung  by  Itie  pael  at  a  l*eBt[ve  tnee  tiug  of 
tho  Moiaamen  of  tha  Domfiien  Jiattiol.] 

0,  hand  your  tongue,  my  feivrie  auld  wife, 

The  deil  cam'  fiddling  through  the  town, 

0,  hand  your  tongue,  now  Nansie,  01 

And  danced  awa  wi'  the  Esciseman, 

I'Te  seen  tie  day,  and  aae  hae  ye, 

And  ilka  wife  cries—"  Auld  Mahoun, 

Ye  wadna  been  eaa  donaie,  0  ! 

I  wish  you  luck  o'  the  prize,  man !" 

l\e  seen  the  day  ye  buttcr'd  my  broso. 

The  deil'B  awa,  the  deiVs  awa. 

And  cuddled  me  late  and  early,  0  ! 

The  deil's  awa  wi'  the  Esciseman  ; 

But  (iowna  do's  come  o'er  me  now. 

He's  danc'd  awa,  he's  dano'd  awa. 

Aad,  oh!  I  feel  it  sairly,  0! 

He's  danc'd  awa  wi'  the  Escisemanl 

We'll  mak  our  maut,  we'll  brew  our  drink, 
We'll  dance,  and  sing,  and  r^oice,  man; 

And  mony  braw  thanks  to  tie  meikle  black  deU 

cxLvr. 

That  dano'd  awa  wi'  the  Esciseman. 

SHE'S   FAIR   AND   PAUSE. 

JU. 

Tuae—"  She's  fair  aM  fame." 

There's  threesome  reels,  tierc's  foursome  reels, 

There's  hornpipes  and  strathspeys,  man; 

But  the  ae  best  dance  e'er  cam  to  the  land 

Ihe  EOngH  of  [he  Nuili. ;  llie  ait  is  aliqost  as  liappy  bb  the 

Was— the  deil's  awa  wi'  the  Eieiseman. 

wo      B.] 

The  deil's  awa,  the  dell's  awa. 

'■ 

The  doil's  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman: 

Bub's  fair  and  fause  that  causes  my  smart, 

He's  danc'd  awa,  he's  danc'd  awa. 

I  lo'ed  her  meikle  and  lang  ; 

He's  danc'd  awa  wi'  the  Euciseman. 

She's  brolien  her  tow,  she's  broken  my  heart. 

And  I  may  e'en  gno  hang. 

A  eoof  cam  in  wi'  routh  o'  gear, 
Aud  I  hae  tint  my  dearest  dear ; 

But  woman  is  but  warld's  gear, 

Sae  let  the  bonnie  lass  gang. 

CXLVIII. 

THE  LOVELT  LASS  OF  INVERNESS. 

Whae'er  ye  be  that  woman  lore. 

Tune—"  Lasa  of  Inverness." 

To  this  be  neTor  blind. 

[Aa  Bumsposfeif  slowly  over  the  moorof  Colloden, 

Sae  ferlie  'tis  tho'  fickle  she  prove. 

io  ons  of  hie  Highland  tours,  the  Lioient  of  the  Lcsaof  Jn- 
Torneas,  it  is  said,  loaa  on  his  fancy :  tha  Erat  four  (inei 
are  partly  old.] 

A  woman  has't  by  kind. 

0  woman,  lovely  woman  fair  1 

An  angel  form's  fa'n  to  tliy  share, 

•Twad  been  o'er  meikle  to  gien  thee  mair— 

The  loTely  lass  o'  Inverness, 

Nao  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  see ; 

For  e'en  and  morn,  she  cries,  alas! 

And  ay  the  saut  tear  blin's  her  e'e: 

DrumoBsie  moor— Drumossie  day— 
Awaefu'  day  it  was  to  me  I 

For  tliere  I  lost  my  fatlier  dear, 

_.  .     , 

My  father  dear,  aud  brethren  three. 
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I!. 

Dyvor,  beggar  loons  to  me— 

Their  winiJing  sheet  the  bluidy  clay. 

I  reign  in  Jeannie's  bosom. 

Their  gi'aves  are  growing  green  to  see; 

And  by  them  lies  the  dearest  lad 

ir. 

Tlint  ever  bleat  a  woman's  e'c  ! 

Let  her  crown  my  Iotc  her  law, 

Soy/  wae  to  thee,  thou  cruel  lord. 

And  in  her  breast  enthrone  me. 

A  bluidy  man  I  trow  thou  be  ; 

Kings  and  nations — swith,  awa  ! 

Fop  mony  a  heart  thon  bast  made  sair, 

Rcif  randies,  1  disown  ye  1 

That  ne'er  did  wrong  to  thine  or  thee. 

OLI. 

HAD   I   THE   WrTB. 

A  RED,  RED   ROSE. 

Tone— GroAam')  Strathtpaj." 

Tone—"  Had  I  the  -wyti  she  bade  me." 

(Soma  edildrs  havo  pleased  themBelvea  with  tracing 

[ButJis  in  eroting  this  Bong  out  of  tlia  old  versas  did 

ripe  daiuBon.] 

J 

0,  MT  Iuyb'b  like  a  red,  red  rose. 

Had  I  the  wyte,  had  I  the  wyte. 

That's  newly  sprung  in  June : 

Had  I  the  wyte  she  bade  me; 

0,  mj  Inve'a  like  themelodie, 

She  walCh'd  me  by  the  hio-gate  side. 

That'a  Bweetlj  play'd  in  tnne. 

And  up  the  loan  she  shaw'd  me  ; 

And  when  I  wadna  venture  in. 

A  coward  loon  slie  ea'd  me ; 

As  fair  art  thou,  mj  bonnle  lass, 

Had  kirk  and  state  lieen  in  the  gate. 

Sodyspinluveaml: 

I  lighted  when  she  bade  me. 

And  I  will  luTe  thee  still,  my  dear. 

'Till  a'  the  seas  gang  dry. 

* 

n. 

Sae  craftilie  she  took  me  ben, 

And  bade  me  mate  nae  clatter  ; 

'Till  a'  the  seas  gang  dry,  my  dear. 

"  For  oar  ranigunshoch  glnm  gudeman 
Is  oat  and  owre  the  water :" 

And  the  rocks  melt  wi'  the  311%:' 

I  will  luTe  thee  still,  my  dear,  ^ 

Whae'er  shall  say  I  wanted  grace 
When  I  did  kiaa  and  dawto  her. 

While  the  sands  0'  life  shall  nu^ 

IV 

Let  hira  be  planted  in  my  place. 

And  fare  thee  weel,  my  only  luve ! 

Syne  say  I  was  tho  fautor. 

And  fare  thee  weel  a-wLilel 

And  I  will  come  again,  mj  luve, 

Tho'  it  were  ten  thousand  mile. 

Conld  I  for  shame,  eould  I  for  shame. 

Could  I  for  shame  refused  her? 

And  wadna  manhood  been  to  blame. 

Had  I  unkindly  used  her? 

CI. 

He  elaw'd  her  wi'  the  ripplin-kame. 

LOUIS,   WHAT   RECK   I  BY   THEE. 

And  blue  and  bluidy  bruised  her; 

When  sio  a  husband  was  frae  hanie. 

Tune— "Xoui3,  what  reck  I  by  thee." 

What  wife  but  bad  excused  her ! 

isMw.  Burna.    Har  name  has  nt,  cliaace  of  paasipg  from 

I  dighted  ay  her  een  sae  blue, 

I. 

And  bann'd  tlie  cruel  randy; 

Lours,  what  reck  I  by  thee, 

And  weel  I  wat  her  willing  mou'. 

Or  Geordie  on  his  ocean  ? 

Was  e'en  like  sugar-eandy. 
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A  gloamin-shot  it  was  I  wot, 
I  lighted  on  t!ie  Monday  ; 

But  I  cam  through  tlie  Tjsdaj'a  deiv, 
To  wanton  Willie's  brandy. 


But  now  wi'  sigJi3  and  starting  tears, 
He  strays  amang  tio  woods  and  briers; 
Or  in  the  glens  ajid  rocky  oaies 
His  sad  oomplaining  dowie  rares. 


COMINa   THEOUGH   THE   KTE 

Tune — "  Coming  through  the  rge." 


ITbep 

net  i 

Chi9  «nii 

!  lemnvel 

same  oS 

CoMixQ  through  the  rye,  poor  body. 

Coming  through  the  rye. 
She  draiglet  a'  her  pettiooatie, 

Coming  through  the  eye. 
Jenny's  a'  wat,  poor  body, 

Jenny's  seldom  dry ; 
She  draiglct  a'  her  pettiooatie. 

Coming  through  the  rye. 


Gin  a  body  meet  a  body — 
Coming  through  the  rye. 

Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body^ 
Heod  a  body  ery  t' 


I  wha  sae  late  did  rouge  and  roVe, 
And  ohang'd  with  every  moon  myJove, 
I  little  thought  the  time  was  near, 
Ropentanca  I  should  buy  saa  dear  : 
The  slighted  maids  my  torment  see. 
And  laugh  at  a'  fie  pangs  I  dree ; 
While  she,  my  cruel,  soomfu'  fair. 
Forbids  me  e'er  to  see  her  mair  I 


CLIV. 
OUT   OVER   THE   FORTH. 
Tune — "  Charlie  Gordon's  melaorae  hami 
[In  Ode  of  his  lane™  WCniuiinghan 
EBDlle  lyric,  and  inquiie 


M  of  Ihi»  I 


Out  OTcr  tho  Forth  I  look  to  the  north, 
But  what  is  the  north  audits  Highl;indstomi 

The  south  a  or  the  east  gio  ease  to  my  breast, 
The  far  foreign  land,  or  the  wild  rolling  st 


Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 

Coming  through  tbe  glen. 
Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body — 

Keed  the  world  ken  ! 
Jenny's  a'  wat,  poor  body; 

Jenny's  seldom  dry; 
Shu  draiglet  a'  her  pettjooatie. 

Coming  through  the  rye. 


Eat  I  look  to  the  w 
That  happy  my  di 


id  my  slumbers  may 


s  he  I  lo'e  best, 
to  my  babie  and  n 


CLIII. 
rOUNG  JAMIE,  PRIDE  OF  A'  THE  PLAIN. 


CLV. 
i  OF  ECCLEFECHAN. 
le— "7oc%  Laiin." 


ToTiNi)  Jamie,  pride  of  a'  the  piaic 
Sao  gallant  and  sac  gay  a  swain; 
Thro'  a'  our  lasses  lie  did  rove. 
And  reign'd  resistless  king  of  love 


Gjvt  ye  me,  O  gat  ye  me, 
0  gat  ye  me  wi'  naetliing  ? 

Rock  and  reel,  and  spinniii'  wheel, 
A  mieklc  quai'tUT  basin. 
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Bye  ttttour,  my  guteher  has 
A  hioh  house  and  n  laigh  ai 

A'  for  bye,  my  bonnie  sel'. 
The  toss  of  Eoclefechan. 


0  haul  joar  tongae  now,  Luckie  Laing, 

0  haud  your  tongue  andjauner; 

1  held  the  gate  till  you  I  met. 
Syne  I  iiegau  to  wander ; 

I  tint  my  whistle  and  my  eimg, 

1  tint  my  peace  and  pleasure ; 

But  your  green  graff,  now,  Luckie  Liung, 
Wad  airt  me  t( 


CI.VI. 

THE   COOPER   0'   CUDDIE, 

Tune — "  Bob  at  the  bowster," 


The  cooper  o'  Cuddie  cam'  here  awa. 
And  ca'd  the  ^rrs  oat  owre  us  a' — 
And  our  gude-wlfe  has  gotten  a  ca' 

That  anger'd  the  silly  gado-man,  O, 
We'll  hide  the  cooper  behind  the  door; 
Behind  the  door,  behind  the  door; 
We'll  bide  the  cooper  behind  the  door, 

And  cover  him  under  a  mawn,  0. 


He  aought  them  out,  he  sought  them  in 

Wi',  deil  hae  her !  and,  deil  hae  him  ! 

But  the  body  was  sae  doited  and  blin'. 

He  wist  na  where  he  was  gaun,  0. 


Tbey  oooper'd  at  e'en,  they  coeper'd  a( 


■Til!  0 


nhas 


n  the  I 


On  ilka  brow  she's  planted  a  horn. 

And  swears  that  they  shall  stan',  C 
We'll  hide  the  cooper  behind  the  dooi 
Behind  the  door,  behind  the  door; 
We'll  hide  the  cooper  behind  the  doo 


Andct 


r  him  under  a 


1,  0. 


CLVII. 

SOMEBODY. 

Tune — "For  the  sake  of  soiiwhody." 


My  heart  is  sair — I  dare  na  t( 

My  heart  is  sair  for  somebo' 

I  could  wake  a  winter  night 

For  the  sake  o'  somebody. 

Oh-hon!  for  somebody  t 

Oh-bey !  for  somebody! 

I  could  range  the  world  aroun 

For  the  sake  o'  somebody! 


Ye  powers  that  smile  oi 

0,  sweetly  smile  on  somebody  I 
Frae  ilka  danger  keep  him  free, 
Aad  send  me  safe  my  somebody, 
Oli-hon  I  for  somebody  ! 
Oh-hey!  for  somebody! 
I  wad  do — what  wad  I  not  ? 
For  the  sake  o'  somebody  ! 


CtVIII. 

THE   CARDIN'   O'T. 

Tune^ — ■"  SallrjUh  and  dwnpUage." 


lir  Sums  Nicolas, ' 


I  COFT  a  atano  o'  huslock  woo'. 

To  make  a  wat  to  Johnny  o't ; 
For  Johnny  is  my  only  jo, 
I  lo'e  him  host  of  oay  yet. 

The  eardin'  o't,  the  apinnin'  o't, 

The  warpin'  o't,  thewinnin'  o 

When  ilka  all  cost  me  a  groat. 

The  tailor  staw  the  lynin  o't. 

For  thongh  his  locks  be  lyart  gray. 
And  tho'  ilia  brow  be  held  ahoon; 
Yet  I  hae  seen  him  on  a  day. 
The  pride  of  a'  the  pnrishen. 

The  eardin'  o'l,  the  epinnin'  o't. 
The  warpin'  o't,  the  winnin'  o 
When  ilka  ell  cost  me  a  groat. 
The  tailor  staw  the  lynin  o't. 
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CLIX. 

WHEN  JANUAIf   WIND. 

Tnne — "  The  lass  that  made  ihehedfor  n 


in  Scotai 


free  Bang,  for  tho  Mnei 


Ween  Janiior'  wind  was  blawing  cauld, 
As  to  the  nortli  I  took  my  WBJ, 

The  rairksome  night  did  me  enfauld, 
I  knew  na  -where  to  lodge  till  daj. 


Bj  my  good  luck  a  maid  I  met, 
Just  in  the  middle  o'  mj  care  ; 

And  kindly  she  did  mo  invite 
To  walk  into  n  chamber  f^r. 


I  bow'd  fu'  low  unto  this  m 
And  tltank'd  her  for  her 

I  bow'd  fa'  low  unto  this  maid, 
And  bade  her  mak  a  bed  to  a 


She  made  the  bed  baith  large  and  wide, 
Wi'  twa  white  hands  she  spread  it  down ; 

She  put  the  oup  to  her  rosy  lips, 
And  drank,  "  Young  man,  now  sleep  ye 


She  snateh'd  the  candle  in  her  hand. 
And  frae  my  chamber  went  wi'  speed  ; 

But  I  call'd  her  quickly  back  again 
To  lay  some  mair  below  my  head. 


A  cod  she  laid  below  my  head, 
Ai>d  served  me  wi'  duo  respect ; 

AqI  to  salute  her  wi'  a  kiss, 
I  put  my  arms  about  her  neck. 


"  Iland  aff  your  hands,  young  m 
"  And  diuna  sae  uncivi!  he : 

If  ye  hae  onie  love  for  me, 
0  wraog  na  my  virginitie  !" 


Her  hair  was  like  the  links  o'  gowd. 
Her  teeth  were  lilie  the  ivorie ; 

Her  cheeks  like  lilies  dipt  in  wine. 
The  ]as3  that  made  the  bed  to  mo. 

Her  bosom  was  the  driven  snaw, 
Twa  drifted  heaps  sao  fair  to  see ; 

Her  limbs  the  polish'd  marbie  stane, 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 


I  kiss'd  her  owre  and  owre  again, 
And  ay  eUc  wist  ua  what  to  say; 

I  laid  her  between  me  and  the  wa' — 
The  lassie  thought  na  lang  till  day. 


Upon  the  morrow  when 

I  thank' d  her  for  her  i 
But  aye  she  blush'd,  and  aye  she  sigh'd, 

And  said,  "  Alas  I  ye've  rain'd  me." 

I  clasp'd  her  waiat,  and  kiss'd  her  syne. 
While  the  tear  stood  twinklio'  in  her  e'e 

I  said,  "  My  lassie,  dinna  cry, 

For  ye  ay  shall  mak  the  bed  to  me." 

She  took  ber  raither's  Holland  sheets. 
And  made  them  a'  in  sarks  to  me : 

Blythe  and  merry  may  she  be. 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 


The  bonnie  lass  made  the  bed  to  m 
The  braw  lass  made  the  bed  to  n 

I'll  ne'er  forget  till  the  day  I  die, 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  mi 


CLX, 

SAE   FAE   AWA. 

Tune—"  Dalkeith  Maiden  Bridgt." 

0,  BAD  and  heavy  should  I  part. 
Cut  for  her  sake  sae  far  awa ; 

Unknowing  what  my  way  may  thwart, 
My  native  land  sae  far  awa. 
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ThoQ  that  of  a'  thinga  Mater  art, 
Til  at  foTm'd  this  fair  aae  far  awa 

Gie  body  streogtli,  then  I'll  ne'er  st 
At  this  my  way  sae  far  awa. 

How  true  is  love  to  pure  d 


!o  loTe  to  her,  s; 


;  far  a' 


And  nocht  can  heal  my  bosom's  amait. 
While,  oh !  she  is  sae  far  awa. 

Nane  other  loTe,  uane  other  dart, 
I  feel  hat  hers,  sae  far  awa  ; 

But  fairer  never  louoh'd  a  heart 
Than  hers,  the  fair  sae  far  awa. 


CLXI. 
I'LL   AY   CA'   IN  BY  YON   TOWN. 

Tune^"  rU  gat  noe  mair  to  yon  totun." 
[Jean  Armour  inapired  this  very  sweet  mug.     Sic 
Rarrie  Niiioliis  esja  it  iBpiintecI  in  Cromek'e  Reliques: 

I'll  ay  ca'  in  by  yon  town. 

And  by  you  garden  green,  again  ; 

I'll  aj  ea'  in  by  you  town. 
And  &ee  my  bonnie  Jean  again. 

There's  nane  sail  ken,  tliere's  nane  sail  guess. 
What  brings  me  back  the  gate  again  ; 

~  It  she  my  fairest  faitbfu'  lass. 


And  stownlins  w 


sollm 


She'll  wander  by  the  aiken  tree. 

When  trystin-time  draws  near  again  ; 
And  when  her  lovely  form  I  see, 

0  haili,  she's  doubly  dear  again ! 
I'll  fty  ca'  in  by  yon  town. 

And  by  yon  garden  green,  again ; 
ril  ay  ca'  in  by  yon  town. 

And  see  my  bonnie  Jean  again. 


CLXII. 

,  WAT   YE  WHA'S   IN   YON   TOWN. 

Tune^"  I'll  ay  ca:  in  by  yon  tovm." 


;o  Ihe  Museum,  perbn^ 


0,  WAT  ye  wlia's  in  yon  town. 
Ye  see  the  e'enin  sun  npon  ? 

The  fairest  dame's   in  yon  town. 
That  e'enin  Bon  is  sinning  on. 


Now  haply  down  yon  gay  green  shaw. 
She  wanders  \y  yon  spreading  tree ; 

How  blest  je  flcw'rs  that  round  her  blaw, 
Ye  catch  the  glances  o'  her  e'e ! 


How  blest  ye  birds  that  round  her  sing, 
And  WBlcome  in  tbe  blooming  year  I 

And  doubly  welcome  be  the  spring. 
The  season  to  my  Lucy  dear. 


The  sun  blinlis  blithe  on  yon  town. 
And  on  yon  bonnie  braes  of  Ayr; 

But  my  delight  in  yon  town, 
And  dearest  bliss,  is  Lucy  fair. 


Without  my  love,  not  a'  the  charms 
0'  Paradise  could  yield  me  joy; 

But  gie  me  Lucy  in  my  arms. 
And  welcome  Lapland's  dreary  sky ! 

My  cave  wad  be  a  lover's  bower, 
Tho'  raging  winter  rent  the  air ; 


0  sweet  is  she  in  yon  town. 

You  einkin  sun's  gane  down  upon  ; 
A  fairer  than's  in  yon  town 

His  setting  beam  ne'er  shooe  upon. 


If  angry  fate  is  sworn  my  foe, 
And  suffering  I  am  doom'd  to  bear; 

I  careless  quit  aught  else  below, 

But  spare  me — spare  me,  Lucy  dear! 


Por  while  life's  dearest  blood  is  warm, 
Ae  thought  frae  her  sljall  ne'er  depart, 
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Anil  she— as  fairest  is  Iier  form  ! 

II. 

She  has  the  truest,  kindest  heart ! 

May  he  whose  arms  shall  fauld  thy  charma 

0,  wat  ye  wha'e  ia  yon  town. 

Possess  a  leal  and  true  heart ; 

Ye  see  the  e'enin  sun  npon  ? 

To  him  be  given  to  ken  the  heaven 

The  fairest  dame's  in  yon  town 

He  grasps  in  Polly  SMwart. 

That  e'cnln  sun  is  shining  on. 

0  lovely  Polly  Stewart ! 

There's  ne'er  a  flower  that  blooms  in  May 

CLXIII. 

That's  half  so  sweet  as  thou  art. 

0   MAY,    THY   MORN. 

Tune— "Jtfui/,  %  moTO." 

[Our  lyrical  legends  Assign  the  inspiration  of  this  Btrein 

CLXV. 

Chambers  in  liis  "  Peopie'a  Edition"  of  BurnsJ 

THE    HIGHLAND    LADDIE. 

1. 

Tune— "  //■  Ikou'Uplay  me  fair  play." 

0  Mat,  thy  morn  was  ne'er  sae  sweet 
As  the  mirk  night  o'  December; 

[A  long  and  wearisome  dittj-,  called  "  Tlie  HighlMul 
Lad  and  Lowlnni  J.aEaio,"  which  Burns  compressed  into 

For  sparkling  was  the  rosy  wine, 

And  private  was  the  chamher: 

And  dear  was  she  I  dare  na  name, 

The  bonniest  lad  that  e'er  I  saw. 

Eut  I  will  ay  remember. 
And  dear  was  she  I  dare  na  name, 

Bonnie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 

But  I  will  ay  remember. 

Wore  a  plaid,  aaiJ  was  fu'  braw, 
Bonnie  Highland  laddie. 

II. 

On  his  head  a  bonnet  blue, 

And  here's  to  them,  that,  like  oursel, 

Bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddie; 

Can  push  abont  the  jorum  ; 

His  royal  heart  was  firm  and  true. 

And  here's  to  them  that  wish  us  weei, 

Bonnie  Highland  laddie. 

May  a'  that's  guid  watch  o'er  (hem. 

And  liere's  to  tliem  we  dare  na  tell. 

The  dearest  o'  the  quorum. 
And  here's  lo  tliem  we  dare  na  tell. 

Trumpets  sound,  and  cannons  roar. 

Bonnie  lassie;  Lowland  lassie  ; 

And  a'  the  hills  wi'  eehoea  roar. 

The  dearest  o'  the  quorum! 

Bonnie  Lowland  laFsie, 

Glory,  honour,  now  invite, 
Bonnie  lassie.  Lowland  las^e. 

CLXIV. 

For  freedom  and  my  king  to  fight. 

LOVELY   POLLY   STEWART. 

Bonnie  Lowland  lassie. 

Tunc—"  Ygre  welcome,  Charlie  StewarL" 

HI 

[Tlie  poet's  eje  was  on  Polly  Stewart,  but  his  tnind 

The  sun  a  backward  course  shall  take, 

necms  to  have  been  with  Chnrlie  Steivurt,  and  the  Jacob- 

Bonnie laddie.  Highland  laddie, 

ite  bflllods,  wlien  he  penned  these  words ;— they  are  in 

Ere  aaght  thy  manly  courage  shake. 

Bonnie  Highland  laddie. 

Go,  for  yourself  procure  renown. 

0  LOTXLT  Polly  atewart ! 

Bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddie; 
And  for  your  lawful  king,  his  crown, 
Bonnie  Highland  laddie. 

0  charming  Polly  Stewart ! 
There's  not  a  flower  that  blooms  ia  May 
That's  half  so  fair  as  thou  art. 

The  flower  it  blaws,  it  fades  and  fa's. 

And  art  can  ne'er  renew  it ; 

But  worth  and  truth  eternal  youth 

WOI  gite  to  Polly  Stewart 
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OLXVI. 

the  KlUi  to  the  Deo :  but  to  llie  Dee,  if  the  poet  spoki  in 

ANNA,   THY   CHARMS. 

belong.] 

Tune—"  Bonnie  Mary." 

To  thee,  lor'd  Nith,  thy  gladsome  plains. 

[ThB  liemwB  oftiiiaEbmi,  BwcdtBongisHiilinown:  it 

■Where  late  wi'  careless  thought  I  rang'd, 

wns  inseneJ  Ln  Uie  lhir.1  edliton  of  hia  Poems.] 

Though  prest  wi'  care  and  sunk  in  woe. 

Ansa,  thy  ohatraa  my  bosom  fire, 

To  thee  I  bring  a  heart  unchang'd. 

And  waste  my  soul  with  care  ; 

But  ah  !  how  bootless  to  admire, 

When  fated  to  despair! 

I  love  thee,  Nith,  thy  banks  and  braes, 

Yet  in  thy  presence,  IotbIj  fair, 

Tho'  mem'ry  there  my  bosom  tear  ; 

To  hope  may  be  forgiY'ii; 

For  there  he  rov'd  that  brake  my  heart, 

For  sure  'twere  impious  to  despair. 

Yet  to  that  heart,  ah!  still  how  dear! 

So  much  in  sight  of  HeaT'n. 

CLXIX. 

CLXVn. 

BANNOCKS   0'   BARLEY. 

CASSILLIS'   BANES. 

Tune—"  The  Kmogie." 

Tune — [unknown,] 

["TI.[»sonEieiDtheMo!eun,,"8aysSitHamBNiMlBi, 

[It  ig  supposed  Itat  ■•  Hkatilriud  Mary,"  whn  lived 

^'^butwLthontBurDB'B name.''  Bams ImkupannldeonB, 

BpirilVt^^i^vmleltDut.^a^^nritCliirMuwam^^ 

vorsM.] 

Now  bank  an'  hrae  are  claith'd  m  green. 

Bannocks  o'  bear  meal, 

An'  Bcatter'd  cowslips  sweetly  spring; 

Bannocks  o'  barley ; 

By  Cirvan'a  fairy-baanted  stream. 

Here's  to  the  Highlaiidman'a 

The  birdies  9it  on  wanton  wing. 

Bannocks  o'  barley. 

To  Cassillis'  banks  nlien  e'ening  fa's. 

Wha  in  a  brulzie 

There  wi'  my  Jlary  let  me  flee, 

Willfirst  cry  a  parley? 

There  catch  her  ilka  glance  of  love. 

Never  the  lads  wi' 

Tlie  bonnie  blink  o'  Mary's  e'e! 

Tho  bannocks  o'  barley. 

The  ohield  wha  boasts  o'  warld's  waltll 

Bannocks  o'  bear  meal, 

Is  aften  laird  o'  meikle  care  ; 

Bannocks  o'  barley  ; 

But  Mary  she  is  a'  my  ain — 

Here's  to  the  luds  wi' 

Ah  !   fortane  oanna  gie  me  malr. 

The  bannocks  o'  barley. 

Then  let  me  range  by  Cassillis'  banks. 

Wha  in  his  wae-days 

Wi'  lier,  the  lassie  dear  to  me, 

Were  loyal  to  Charlie ! 

.And  eatch  lier  ilka  glance  o'  love, 

Wha  but  the  lads  wi' 

Tlie  bonnie  blink  o'  Mary's  e'el 

The  bannocks  o'  barley? 

CLXVIII. 

CLXX 

TO   THEE,    LOVED  KITH. 

HEE   BALOTT. 

Tune-[unknown.] 

Ta-ae—"  The  myhland  Baha." 

[■'Published  in  Ihe  Mnficat  Mi,«e«ni,"  wy.  Sir  Hart. 

■nJ  ;,m,>ng  o.liors  one  wliLcli  lru..5fc™  [l,e  praiss  rn,m 

Nicola.,  '■  bat  witlioul  ll.e  name  uf  Oie  author."    KisM 
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Hee  balou  !  my  sweet  wee  Donald, 
Picture  o'  the  great  Clanronald; 
Brawlie  kena  our  wanton  chief 
Wlia  got  my  jouiig  Highland  thief. 


Leeze  me  on  tliy  bonnie  oraigie, 
An'  thou  live,  tliou'll  steal  a  iiaigie: 
Travel  tlie  oouutry  thro'  and  thro', 
And  bring  hatne  a  Carlisle  cow. 


Thro'  the  Lawlands,  o'er  the   border, 
Weel,  mj  babie,  may  thou  furder : 
Herrj  the  louus  o'  tlio  laigh  countree. 
Syne  to  the  Highlacds  hame  to  me. 


WAE   IS   MY   HEART. 
Tune—"  Wae  ia  my  heart." 
»ed,  it  le  raid,  at  the  request  of  Clarke,  the 


Wae  is  my  heart,  and  the  tear's  in  my  e'e ; 
Lang,  lang,  joy's  been  a  atrangor  to  me  ; 
Forsaken  and  friendless,  roy  harden  I  bear. 
And  the  sweet  voice  of  pity  ne'er  sounds  in  my 


Love,  tliou  hast  pleasures,  and  deep  hae  I  loveci ; 
Love,  thou  hast  sorrows,  and  sair  liae  I  proved  ; 
But  ttis  bruised  heart  that  now  bleeds  in  my 

breast, 
I  can  feel  by  its  throbblngs  will  soon  be  at  rest. 


0,  if  I  were  happy,  where  happy  I  hae  been, 
Down  by  yoQ   stream,  and  yon   bonnie    castle 

For  there  he  is  waud'ring,  and  musing  on  me, 
VVha  waii  soon  dry  the  telir  frae  his  Thillis's  e'e. 


CLXXir. 
HERE'S   HIS   HEALTH   IS  WATEE. 

Tune^"  The  job  of jovrnf^-vioTh." 
[Bams  took  tlie  hinl  of  this  aoug  from  an  oWeionil  leHi 
lecoroua  ElniiR,nucl  wrote  these  wt.iis,  it  lias  hueii  bhiA 


m,] 


.    TIw 


AiTHo'  my  back  be  at  the  wa'. 

An'  tho'  he  be  the  fautor; 
AUho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa', 

Yet  here's  his  health  in  water. 
0!  wae  gae  by  his  wanton  sides, 

Sae  brawlie  he  eonld  flatter  ; 
Till  for  his  sake  I'm  alighted  sail 

And  dree  the  kintra  clatter. 
But  tiio'  my  back  be  at  the  wa'. 

And  tho'  he  be  the  fautor; 
Eut  tho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa', 

Yet  hero's  his  health  in  water : 


CLXXliI. 

MY  PEGGY'S   FACE. 

Tune —  "  My  Peggy's  Face." 

sed  in  honour  of  MiBBMurgiiiet  Chslni 


Mt  Peggy's  face,  my  Peggy's  form. 
The  frost  of  hermit  age  might  warm ; 
My  Peggy's  woriii,  my  Peggy's  mind. 
Might  charm  the  first  of  human  kind. 
I  love  my  Peggy's  angel  air, 
Her  face  so  truly,  heav'nly  fair. 
Her  native  grace  so  Toid  of  art. 
But  I  adore  my  Peggy's  heart 


The  lily's  hue,  the  rose's  dye, 
The  kindling  lustre  of  an  eye ; 
Who  but  owns  their  mngie  sway? 
Who  but  knows  they  all  decay! 
The  tender  thrill,  tho  pitying  tear. 
The  gon'rous  purpose,  nobly  dear, 
The  gentle  look,  that  rage  disanns- 


Thes 


n  all  ii 
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CLXXIV. 

GLOOMY  DECEMBER. 

Tune—"  Wandering  WiUU." 


Akce  maic  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  '. 

Anue  mair  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  care: 
Sad  itas  the  parting  thou  makes  me  remember. 

Parting  iri'  Naney,  oh !  ne'er  to  meet  mair. 
Fond  lOTera'  parting  is  aweet  painful  pleasure, 

Hope  beaming  mild  on  the  soft  parting  hour; 
But  the  dire  feeling,  0  farewell  for  ever  I 

Is  anguish  unmingled,  and  agony  pure. 


Wild  as  the  winter  now  tearing  the  forest, 
'Till  the  last  leaf  o'  the  summer  is  flown. 

Such  is  the  tempest  has  shaken  my  bosom. 
Since  my  last  hope  and  laet  comfort  is  goB 

Still  as  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December, 
Still  shall  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  care; 

For  sad  was  tiie  parting  thou  makes  me  reme 
her, 


Parting  wi'  Nancy,  oh! 


Tune — "  Gregg't  Pipes" 


My  lady's  gown,  there's  gairs  upon't. 
And  guwden  flowers  sae  rare  upon't; 
But  Jenny's  jimps  and  jirkinet. 
My  lord  thinks  meikle  mair  upon't 
My  lord  a-hunting  he  is  gane. 
But  hounds  or  hawks  wi'  him  are  none  ] 
By  Colin's  cottage  lies  his  game. 
If  Colin'a  Jenny  be  at  hame. 


But  her  ten-pund  lands  o'  tocher  guid 
Were  a'  the  charms  his  lordship  lo'ed. 

Out  o'er  yon  muir,  out  o'er  yon  moss, 
Whare  gor-eocks  thro'  the  heather  pass. 
There  wons  auld  Colin'a  bonnie  lass, 
A  lily  ic 


Sae  sweetly  move  her  genty  limbs. 
Like  music  notes  o'  lovers'  hymns ; 
The  diamond  dew  is  her  een  sae  blue. 
Where  laughing  love  sae  wanton  swims 

My  lady's  dink,  my  lady's  drest. 
The  flower  and  fancy  o'  the  west; 
But  the  lassie  that  a  man  lo'es  best, 
0  that's  Che  lass  to  make  him  blest. 
My  lady's  gown,  there's  gairs  upon't. 
And  gowden  flowers  sae  rare  upon't; 
But  Jenny's  jimps  and  jirkinet. 
My  lord  thinks  mcikle  mair  upon't. 


AMANO   THE   TREES. 
— "  The  Kifig  of  France,  U  rade  a 


Amanq  the  trees,  where  humming  hees 
At  buds  and  flowers  were  hinging,  0, 
Auld  Caledon  drew  ont  her  drone. 


Andti 


!,0; 


'Twas  pibroch,  sang,  strathspey,  or  reels. 
She  dirl'd  them  afffu'  clearly,  0, 

When  there  cam  a  yell  o'  foreign  squeels, 
That  dang  her  tapsalteerie,  0. 


Their  capon  craws  and  queer  ha  ha's, 

They  made  our  lugs  grow  eerie,  0  ; 
The  hungry  bike  did  scrape  and  pike, 

'Till  we  were  wae  and  weary,  0  ; 
But  a  royal  ghaist  wha  anee  was  eas'd 

A  prisoner  aughteen  year  aw  a, 
He  fir'd  a  flddler  in  the  north 

That  dang  them  tapsalteerie,  0, 
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27. 

CLXxvn. 

CLXXVIir. 

TUE   GOWDEN   LOCKS   OF   ANNA. 

MY   AIN   KIND   DEARIE   0. 

Tune— "iJanJj  of  Barnia." 

[This  19  the  firal  song  composed  by  Burna  f 

rlh« 

["  Aime  wilh  the  goldep  lueke,"  one  of  tbe  ailendnnt 

her,  ITSa.    "  Op  reading  over  tlie  Lea-r^,"  he  tn 

T"l 

had  oUior  pretty  ways  to  render  berself  ngreeable  lo  Ihe 

ail,  1  could  makenolhing  more  of  it  than  the  following."      1 

Ihia  song  lo  ThoniBon ;  and  one  of  hie  editors  makes  hiin 

say,  "  1  think  this  ia  one  of  llie  beot  lov8-9onga  1  ever 

Whek  o'er  the  hill  the  eastern  star 

IJ^at  the  bflrd  hod  tlie  bnd  la»t=  lo  prefer  this  strain  to 

Tells  bughtin-time  is  near,  my  jo; 

r,::.:.',:,"]"" "  """"■ '""  '"'■""■"■ "' 

And  OKsen  frae  the  furrow' d  field 
Return  sae  dowf  and  weary,  0! 
Down  by  the  bum,  where  scented  birks 

Yestreen  I  haiJ  a  pint  o'  wine, 

Wi'  dew  are  hanging  clear,  my  jo; 

A  place  where  body  saw  nit' ; 

I'll  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig. 

Yestreen  Iftj  on  this  lireast  o'  mine 

My  ain  kind  deario  0  ! 

The  gowden  loEks  of  Anna. 

The  liunsry  Jaw  in  wilderness 

Rejoiuing  o'er  his  mnniia, 

In  mirkest  glen,  at  midnight  hour, 

Was  naething  to  my  hinny  bliss 

I'd  rove,  and  ne'er  be  eerie,  0 ; 

Upon  the  lips  of  Anna. 

If  thro'  that  glen  I  gaed  to  tbea. 

My  flin  kind  dearie  0  ! 
Altho'  the  night  were  ne'er  sae  wild. 

Ye  monarehs  tak  tiie  east  and  west, 

And  I  were  ne'er  sao  wearie,  0, 

i 

Frae  Indus  to  Savannah  1 

I'd  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

Gie  me  within  my  straining  grasp 

My  ain  kind  dearie  0  ! 

The  melting  form  of  Anna, 

There  I'll  despise  imperial  eharms. 

III. 

An  empress  or  saltana, 

The  linnter  lo'es  the  morning  sun. 

While  dying  iraptures  in  her  arms 

To  rouse  the  mountain  deer,  my  jo ; 

I  give  and  take  with  Anna! 

At  noon  the  fisher  seelis  the  glen, 

Alang  the  burn  to  steer,  my  jo  ; 
Gio  me  the  hour  o'  gloamin  gray. 

Awa,  thou  flaunting  god  o'  day  ! 

It  malis  my  heart  sae  cheery,  0, 

Awa,  thoupnle  Diana! 

To  meet  thee  on  the  lea-ring. 

Ilk  star  gae  hide  thy  twinkling  ray, 

My  ain  kind  dearie  0  ! 

When  I'm  to  meet  my  Anna. 

Come,  in  thy  raven  plumage,  night ! 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars  withdrawn  a' ; 

And  bring  an  angel  pen  to  write 

My  transports  wi'  my  Anna  ! 

CLXXIX. 
TO   MARY   CAMPBELL. 

The  kirk  an'  state  may  join  and  tell- 

To  do  eio  things  I  maunna  ; 

['■In  my  very  early  yeara,"  says  Burns  to  Th 
"when  I  was  Ihinldng  of  Doing  to  the  AVest  Tn 

mflon. 

The  kirk  and  state  may  gang  to  hell, 

took  the  following  farewell  of  a  dear  girl-    Yon 

must 

And  I'll  gae  to  mj  Anna. 

know  that  all  my  earlier  love-sopgB  were  the  hrca 

hingi 

She  is  the  sunshine  of  my  e'e. 

of  ardmt  psBsiDo,  nnd  though  it  might  hive  been  e 

asyin 

Tolivebutherlcanna: 

after  times  to  liave  given  then,  a  polish,  yet  that 

olish. 

H.-d  I  on  earth  but  wishes  three. 
The  first  should  be  my  j^nna. 

.For"<ccntedbirk.,"inso,.ecopi«,,'.birkea 

ud«," 
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faithfully  inatri bed  nn  them.    Their  uncouth  simplicily 

Ill 

She  ia  a  winsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing, 

this  earl/  cumposilion  was  Highland  Mary.] 

I- 

She  is  a  bonnie  wee  thing, 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 

This  sweet  wee  wife  o'  mine. 

And  leave  old  Scotia's  shore  t 

Will  yo  go  to  the  IndieB,  my  Mary, 

Across  th'  Atlantic's  roar  ? 

The  warld's  wrack  we  share  o't, 

The  warstle  and  the  care  o't; 

11. 

Wi'  her  I'll  bljlhely  bear  it. 

0  sweet  groiTB  the  lime  and  the  orange, 

And  think  my  lot  divine. 

And  the  apple  on  the  pice ; 

But  a'  the  charms  o'  the  Indies 
Caji  never  equal  ibine. 

III. 

CLXXXr. 

I  hae  Bwom  by  the  Heavens  to  my  Mary, 

BONNIE    LESLEY. 

I  hae  aworu  by  tlie  Heavens  to  ho  true ; 

And  sue  may  the  Heavens  forget  me 

I"  I  have  juBl,"  Bays  Bums  to  Thomson,  "  been  look- 

When  I  forget  my  vow  I 

ing  over  the  '  Colliei'a  bonnie  Daughter,'  and  if  the  ful- 

cbarmiogAyiBbire  gir1,Misi Leslie  Baillifl,aBBhe passed 

through  Ihia  place  to  iSngUnd,  will  anil  your  laeta  better 

0  plight  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 

than  the  Collier  Lassie,  fall  on  and  welcome."    This 

And  plight  me  your  lily  white  hand; 

Logie.] 

0  pliglit  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 

Before  I  leave  Scotia's  strand. 

0  SAW  ye  bonnie  Lesley 

V. 

As  she  ga'ed  o'er  the  border  f 

We  hae  plighted  our  troth,  my  Mary, 

She's  gane,  like  Alcsander, 

In  mntual  affection  to  join  ; 

To  spread  her  conquests  farther. 

And  curst  be  the  cause  that  shall  part  as  [ 

The  hour  and  the  moment  o'  time ! 

II. 

To  see  her  is  to  love  her, 

And  love  but  her  for  ever; 
For  Nature  made  her  what  she  is. 

CLXXX. 

And  never  made  nnither! 

THE   WINSOME   WEE    THING. 

III. 

[These  werila  v/eeo  wriLten  for  Thoiaaao:  ur  rather 

Thou  art  a  queen,  fair  Lesley, 

Thy  Bubjeets  we,  before  thee: 

profound,"  mye  Iha  pool,  "yel  11  might  not  suit  Iha 

Thou  art  divine,  fair  Lesley, 

The  hearts  o'  men  adore  thee. 

.liolt."] 

She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing, 

The  deil  he  could  na  scaith  thee, 

She  is  a.hand3ome  wee  thing. 

Or  aught  that  wad  belang  tliee; 

She  T3  a  bonaie  wee  thing, 

He'd  look  into  thy  bonnie  face. 

This  sweet  wee  wife  o'  mine. 

And  say,  "  I  oanna  wrang  thee." 

I  never  Kaw  a  fairer, 

The  powers  aboon  vfill  tent  thee  ; 

I  never  lo'ed  a  dearer; 

Misfortune  sha'  na  steer  thee: 

And  niest  my  heart  I'll  wear  her. 

For  fear  my  jewel  tine. 

That  ilt  they'll  De'er  let  near  thee. 
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Ketum  again,  fair  Lesley, 

Betnrn  lo  Calcdonte ; 
Tliat  we  maj  brag,  we  hac  a,  lass 

There's  nane  again  sae  bounio. 


o„„,.. 

HIGHLAND    MARY. 

Tun 

>— "  Kalherine 

0^." 
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have  ECS 

a  fork  o 

her  hair;  it  wr. 

very  long  and  v 

<y 

y«  banks,  tiDil  braes,  aai  streams  arc 

The  caatle  o'  Montgomery, 
Green  be  your  ivooiie,  and  fair  jonr  fl 

Your  waters  iieTer  drumlie ! 
There  Simmer  first  nnfauld  her  robes, 

And  there  the  langest  tarry  ; 
For  there  I  took  the  last  farewell 

0'  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 


How  sweetly  bloom'd  the  gay  green  birk. 

How  rich  the  hawthorn's  blossom, 
Aa  nnderneath  their  fragrant  shade 

I  clasp'd  Ler  to  my  bosom  I 
The  golden  liours,  on  angel  wings. 

Flew  o'er  we  and  my  dearie ; 
For  dear  to  me,  as  light  and  life, 

Was  my  sweet  Highland  Mary! 


Wi'  raony  a  tow,  and  look'd  embraoo. 

Our  parting  was  fu'  tender; 
And,  pledging  aft  to  meet  again. 

We  tore  oursels  asunder  ; 
But  oh!  fell  death's  untimely  frost. 

That  nipt  my  flower  aae  early!— 
Now  green's  the  Bod,  and  oauld's  tlie  clay, 

That  wraps  my  Highland  Mary  I 


O  pale,  pale  now,  those  rosy  lips 

I  aft  hae  kissed  sae  fondly ! 
And  olos'd  for  ay  the  sparkling  glanoi 

That  dwelt  on  mo  sae  kindly! 
And  mouldering  now  in  silent  dust. 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly — 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  core 

SliaU  live  my  Highland  Mary ! 


CLXXXni. 

AULD   ROB   MORRIS. 

[The  Btarling  lines  of  Ihie  song  are  from  one  of  no  Ullle 
meril  io  Eameay 'seal lection :  tiie  old  etmin  is  sarcastic  i 
the  new  strain  is  tender:  it  was  written  for  Thomeon.] 

There's   auld   Rob   Morris  that  wons  in  yon 

glen, 
He's  the  king  o'  guid  fellows  and  wale  of  auld 

He  has  gowd  in  his  coffers,  be  haa  oweea  and 

And  Be  bonnie  lassie,  bis  darling  and  mine. 


She's  fresh  as  the  morning,  the  fairest  in  May; 
She's  sweet  as  the  ev'ning  amang  the  new  hay; 
As  blythe  and  as  artless  as  the  lamb  on  the  lea. 
And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  light  to  my  e'e. 


But  oh!  she's  an  heiress, — auld  Robin's  a  laird, 
And  my  daddie  has  nought  but  a  cot-house  and 

A  wooer  like  me  maunna  hope  to  come  speed  ; 
The  wounds  I  must  hide  that  will  sopu  Ije  my 


by  Google 


276                                       THE    POETICAL    WORKS 

The  day  oomea  to  me,  bat  delight  brings  jne 

How  it  comes  let  doctors  tell. 

natie; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't; 

The  niglit  cornea  to  me,  but  my  rest  it  ia  gane : 

Meg  grew  sick — as  he  grew  heal. 

I  wander  my  lane  like  a  night-troubled  ghaist. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

And  I   sigh   as  my  heart  it  wad  burst  in  my 

Something  ia  her  bosom  wrings. 

breast. 

For  relief  a  sigh  she  brings : 

^ 

And  0,  her  ecu,  they  spak  sio  things! 

0  had  she  but  been  of  a  lower  degree, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

I  then  might  hae  bop'd  she  wad  amii'd  upon 

T. 

me! 

Dunoan  was  a  lad  o'  grace. 
Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't ; 
Maggie's  was  a  piteous  case, 

0,  how  past  desoriving  had  then  been  my  blisa. 

Aa  now  my  distraction  no  worda  can  express  1 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
Dunoan  could  na  be  her  death. 

Swelling  pity  smoor'd  his  wrath; 

CLXXXIV. 

Now  they're  crouse  and  canty  baiti. 

DUNCAN    GRAY. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

[Tills  DaDCaa  Gray  of  Burns,  his  nolhli^  in  common 

with  Ihe  wild  old  song  of  Ihal  naiqe.  s!i™  IhB  first  line,  onj 
B  pnrt  of  llie  Ihird,  neither  has  it  any  share  In  the  send- 

tarna  hand.    It  was  written  for  the  work  of  Tlioiiiaun.J 

CLXXXV. 

I. 

0   POOKTITH   CAULD. 

Duncan  Gray  cam  here  to  woo, 

Tune— "/Surf  uAwst." 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't ; 

On  blythe  yule  night  when  wa  wore  fou. 

lint-white  locks"  of  Burns,  waa  the  heroine  of  this  es- 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

Maggie  coost  her  head  fu'  high. 

shape  was  file,  oiul  her  "dimpled  eheek  and  chHrf 

Look'd  asklent  and  nnco  atelgh. 

Gart  poor  Duncan  stand  abeigh  ; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

0  POOBTITU  cauld,  and  restless  Iotb, 

1!. 

Ye  wreck  my  peace  between  ye  ; 

Duncan  fleecli'd,  and  Duncan  pray'd. 
Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't; 

Yet  poortith  a'  I  could  forgive. 

An'  twere  na'  for  my  Jeanie. 

Meg  was  deaf  as  Ailsa  Craig, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
Duncan  sigh'd  baith  out  and  in. 

0  why  should  fate  sic  pleasure  have. 

Life's  dearest  bands  untwining! 

Or  why  sae  sweet  a  flower  as  love 

Grat  his  cen  baith  bleer't  and  blin'. 

Depend  on  fortune's  shiniag  I 

Spako'lowpino'evalinn; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

This  warld's  wealth  when  I  think  on. 

III. 

It's  pride,  and  a'  the  lave  o't — 

Time  anil  chance  are  but  a  tide. 

Fie,  fie  on  silly  coward  man. 

Ha,  ha,  tlie  wooing  o't; 

That  he  should  be  tlie  slave  o't! 

Slighted  love  is  sair  to  bide, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

III. 

Shall  I,  like  a  fool,  quoth  he. 

Her  cen  sae  bonnie  blue  betray 

For  a  haughty  hiijie  die! 

How  she  repays  my  passion  ; 

She  may  gae  to— France  for  me! 

But  prudence  is  her  o'ei-word  ay. 

Ha,  ha,  (he  wooing  o't. 

She  talks  of  rank  and  fashion. 
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n  prudence  tMuk  upon, 

i  a  laasie  by  liim  ? 

□  prudence  tliink  upon, 


How  blest  tho  humble  cotter's  fate  !' 

He  wooes  his  simple  dearie  ; 

The  silly  bogies,  wealth  and  state. 

Can  never  mate  them  eerie. 

O  why  should  Fate  aic  pleasure  have. 

Life's  dearest  bands  untwining  ? 

Or  why  sae  aweot  a  flower  as  love 

Depend  on  Fortune's  shining? 


CLXXXVU. 

LORD  GItEGORr. 


a  iM^tiBhman  coin^il^med,  wilh  an  oath,  that  tt 
c  tchman  soi^ht  to  mb  him  of  lh«  merit  of  his  compf 
.nn  Wokot'H  Mng  waa,  indflod,  wrilteo  first,  bl 
nj  are  Wlh  but  imiliilionB  oflhat  moat  esqaisite  old  ba 


0  HIEK,  mirlf  is  this  midnight  hour, 
And  loud  the  tempest'a  roar ; 

A  waefu'  wanderer  seeks  thy  toVr, 
Lord  Gregory,  ope  thy  door  1 


GALLA    WATER. 


An  exile  frae  her  father's  ha', 
And  a'  for  loving  thee; 

At  least  some  pity  on  me  shaw, 
If  love  it  may  na  be. 


Lord  Gregory,  niiad'st  thou  not  t 

By  boooie  Irwin-side, 
Wbere  first  I  own'd  that  virgin-li 

I  lang,  lang  had  denied  ? 


Theke's  braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes, 
Tlint  wander  thro'  the  blooming  heather  ; 

But  Yarrow  braes  nor  Ettrieli  shaws 
Can  match  tho  lads  o'  Galla  Water. 


How  often  didst  Oiou  pledge  and  vi 
Thou  wad  for  ay  be  mine  ; 

-Ind  ray  fond  heart,  itsol'  sao  true, 
It  ne'er  mistrust  jd  thine. 


Utit  there  is  ane,  a  secret  ane, 
Aboon  them  a'  I  lo'e  him  better  ; 

And  I'll  be  his,  and  he'll  he  mine, 
The  bonnie  lad  o'  Galla  Water. 


Hard  is  thy  heart.  Lord  Gregory, 

And  flinty  is  thy  breast— 
Thou  dart  of  heaven  that  flashest  by, 

O  wilt  thou  give  me  i-est ! 


Utho'  his  daddie  was  nae  laird. 
And  tho'  I  hae  nae  meikle  tocher ; 

f  et  rich  in  kindest,  truest  love, 
We'll  tent  our  flocks  by  Galla  Wat«r. 


Ye  mustering  thunders  from  above. 

Your  willing  victim  see  ! 
But  spare  and  pardon  my  fanse  love. 

His  nrangs  to  heaven  and  me  ! 


It  ne'er  was  wealth,  it  ne'er  was  wealth. 
That  coft  contentment,  peace,  or  pleasui 

The  hands  and  bliss  o'  mutual  love, 
0  that's  the  chiefest  warld's  treasure! 


wild-w 


n  the  I 


CLXXXVllI. 
MARY   MORISON. 
Tune—"  Bide  ye  yet." 
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1  do  no.  thinV  i.  very  r«m.-„k:,b]8  either  fgr  its  merits  or 

Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ae  only  dearie, 

And  tell  me  thou  bring'st  ma  my  WilUe  tha 

H^zlill,  "  the  (Blhetic  und  Mriooe  love-soi^i  which  he 

has  left  behind  liim,  in  the  monner  gf  the  old  ball«dB,  are, 

perhaps,  thoaa  which  Irike  the  deepest  ond  moat  laslLng 

hnid  of  the  mind.    Such  are  Iheilnse  to  MaryMorison." 

Loud  blew  the  cauld  winter  winds  at  oar  part- 

ing; 

I, 

It  was  na  the  blast  brought  the  tear  in  my  _ 

0  Mart,  at  thy  window  be. 

e'e; 
Now  welcome   the   riramer,  and  welcome   my 

it  is  the  wisli'd,  tlie  trjsted  hourl 

Willie, 

Those  amilea  and  glances  let  my  see 

The  simmer  to  nature,  my  Willie  to  me. 

That  mako  the  miser's  treaaurB  poor: 

How  blitlicly  wad  I  bide  the  atoure, 

III. 

Could  I  the  rish  reward  secure. 

Ye  hurricanes,  rest  in  the  oavc  o'  your  slumbers  1 

The  Icrelj  Mary  Morisoa! 

0  how  your  wild  horrors  a  lover  alarms  1 
Awaken,  ye  breezes,  row  gently,  ye  billowa. 

ir. 

And  .wait  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my 

arms. 

The  danoo  gaed  thro'  the  lighted  ha'. 

IV. 

To  Ihee  my  fancy  took  its  wing, 

Bat  if  he's  foi^otten  his  faitbfulest  Nannie, 

I  sat,  but  neither  heard  or  saw  : 

0  BtUI  flow  between  us,  thou  wide  roaring 

Tho'  this  was  fair,  and  that  was  braw, 

And  jon  the  toast  of  a'  the  town, 

May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  nevar  trow  if. 

I  sigh'd,  jpd  said  amang  them  a', 

But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  ain. 

"  Ye  are  na  Mary  Moriaon." 
0  Mary,  canat  thou  wreck  his  peace, 

Wha  for  tlij  sake  wad  glailiy  die  ? 

Or^eliast  thofts^reak  that  heart  of  his, 
Whas&only  faut  is  loving  thee  ? 

CXC. 

If  lore  for  lore  thou  wilt  na  gie, 

WANDEEING   WiLLIE. 

At  least  be  pity  to  me  shown  ; 

A  thought  ungentle  canna  be 

[L4Sr   VEKSIOS.] 

The  thought  0'  Mary  Morison. 

[This  ie  the  "  Wandering  Willie"  =s  altered  by  Er- 

skine  and  Thomson,  and  approved  by  Burns,  after  reject- 

ing several  of  their  emendationB.    The  chaneBs  were 

with  tho  music— an  Italian  mode  of  mendinB  the  hamiony 

CLXXXIX. 

ofthe  human  voice.] 

WANDERING   WILLIE. 

1. 

[riE«TVBIt«.0«.] 

Hebe  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  Willie, 

Here  awa,  there  awa,  baud  awa  hame; 

[The  idea  of  this  soi«  is  taken  ftom  versei  of  the  same 

Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ain  only  dearie, 

Domfl  published  by  Herd:  the  heroine  is  supposed  to 
have  been  the  accomplished  Mrs.  Riddel.    l!:rskine  and 

Tell  me  thou  bring'st  me  my  Willie  the  same. 

squeezed  lancli  of  Ihe  notnral  and  original  spirit  out  of 

11. 

it.  BiiruB  upprnved  of  their  Biteraliona;  hut  he  approved, 
DO  doubt,  in  biltorness  of  spirit.^ 

Winter  winds  blew  loud  and  cauld  at  our  part 

ing, 

r. 

Fears  for  my  Willie  brought  tears  in  my  e'e  j 

Herb  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  Willie, 

Welcome  now  simmer,  and  welonme  my  Willie, 

Now  tired  with  witndcritig,  hand  awa  hame ; 

The  simmer  to  nature,  my  Willie  to  me. 
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Hnvf  your  drBail  howling  a  lOTor  a 

Wauken,  ye  breeiea,  row  gently,  je 

And  waft  aiy  dear  laddie  anoe  n 


CXCII. 

JESSIE. 

Tune — "Bonnie  Dundee." 


But  oh,  if  he's  faithless,  and  mioda  na  h 
Nantiie, 

Flow  stillhetween  us,  thou  wide  roaring  mait 
May  I  neTer  see  it,  may  I  neyer  trow  it, 

But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  ain. 


CXCI. 
OPEN    THE   DOOR   TO   ME,    OH! 
pVritteo  for  Thomson's  collBclion:  the  first  versii 


Oh,  open  the  door,  some  pity  to  show. 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me.  Oh!' 
The'  thou  has  been  false,  I'll  ever  pToye  true, 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me.  Oh! 


True  hearted  was  he,  the   sad  swain  o'  the 
And  fair  are  the  maids  on  the  baoks  o'  Ihe 

But  by  the  sweet  aide  o'  the  Nith's  winding  riverj 
re  lovers  as  faithful,  and  maidens  as  fair : 

To  equoJ  young  Jessie  seek  Scotland  all  over; 
To  equal  young  Jessie  you  seek  it  in  vain ; 

Grace,  beauty,  and  elegance  fetter  her  lorer, 
nd  maidenly  modesty  Eies  the  chain. 

0,  fresh  is  the  rose  in  the  gay,  dewy  morning. 

And  sweet  is  the  lily  at  erening  close ; 
But  in  the  fair  presence  o'  lovely  young  Jessie 

Unseen  is  the  lily,  unheeded  the  rose. 
Love  sits  in  her  ^mile,  a  wiiiard  ensnaring; 

EnthFon'd  in  her  een  he  delivers  his  law : 
And  still  to  her  charms  she  alone  is  a  stranger — 

~~er  modest  demeanour's  the  jewel  of  a' ! 


Cauld  is  the  blast  upon  my  pale  cheek, 
Bnt  oaulder  thy  love  foe  me,  Oh ! 

The  frost  that  freezes  the  life  at  my  heart. 
Is  nought  to  my  pains  frae  thee.  Oh ! 


CXCII  r. 

:  AND  HONEST  SODGEE. 
— "  The  Mm,  Mill,  0." 
id,  composed  this  soi^,  ones  very  po 


The  wan  moon  is  setting  behiad  iJie  white  w 
And  time  is  setting  with  me.  Oh  ! 

False  friends,  false  love,  farewell !  for  mM.r 
111  ne'er  trouble  them,  nor  thee,  Oh! 


She  has  open'd  the  door,  she  hasopen'ditwide; 

She  sees  his  pale  corse  on  the  plain.  Oh ! 
My  true  love  1  she  cried,  and  sank  down  by  his 


Wbes  wild  war's  deadly  hlast  was  bla 

And  gentle  peace  returning, 
Wi'  mony  a  sweet  babe  fatherless, 

And  mony  a  widow  mourning ; 
I  left  the  lines  and  tented  £cld. 

Where  lang  Td  been  a  lodger, 
My  humble  knapsack  a'  my  wealth, 

A  poor  and  honest  sodger. 


asorisinally— "If  loveit 


i  in  my  breast, 
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And  for  fair  Seotin,  hame  again, 
I  cheerj  on  did  wander. 

I  Ihouglit  upon  the  banka  o'  Coil, 
I  thought  npon  my  Na,ncj, 

I  tliouglit  upon  the  witching  smile 
That  caught  my  youthful  fancy. 


At  length  I  reaoh'd  the  bonny  glen. 

Where  early  life  I  sported; 
I  paas'd  the  mill,  and  trysting  tliom, 

Where  Nancy  aft  I  courted  .- 
Wha  BjiRd  I  but  my  ain  dear  maid, 

Down  hj  her  mother's  dwelling ! 
And  turn'd  me  round  to  hide  the  flood 

That  in  my  een  was  sweHLng. 


Quo'  she,  my  graadsire  left  me  gowd, 
A  miiilen  plenish'd  fairly  ; 

And  come,  my  faitliful  sodger  lad, 
Thou'rt  welcome  to  it  dearly! 


For  gold  the  merchant  ploughs  the 

The  farmer  ploughs  the  manor; 
But  glory  is  the  sodgor's  prize. 

The  sodger'a  wealth  is  honour; 
The  braye  poor  sodger  ne'er  despise 

Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger; 
Remember  he's  his  country's  stay, 

In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 


Wi'  alter'd  loice,  quoth  I,  aweet  lass, 
Sweet  as  yon  hawthorn's  bloasom, 

0!  happy,  happy,  may  he  be 
That's  dearest  to  thy  boaom ! 

My  purse  is  light,  I've  far  to  gang, 
And  faia  wad  be  thy  lodger ; 

I've  serv'd  my  king  and  country  lang— 
Take  pity  on  a  sodger. 


MEG   0'   THE   MILL. 
Air — "Hey!  ionn-K  lass,  vrUli/oulUia  a  barracM" 


Sae  wistfully  she  gai'd  on  me, 

And  lovelier  was  then  ever; 
Quo'  she,  a  sodger  ance  I  lo'd. 

Forget  him  shall  I  never  : 
Our  humhlo  cot,  and  hamcly  fare. 

Ye  freely  shall  partake  it. 
That  gallant  badge— the  dear  cockade— 

Ye're  welcome  for  lie  sake  o't. 


iz'd— she  redden'd  liki 
5yiie  pale  like  onie  lily; 


She  sank  withi 


d  cried. 


Art  thou  njy  ain  dear  Willie  ? 
By  him  who  made  yon  aun  and  sky — 

By  whom  true  love's  regarded, 
I  am  the  man;   and  thus  may  still 

TiTie  lovers  be  rewarded! 


0  KEN  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten  ? 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten 
She  has  gotten  a  coof  wi'  a  claute  o'  siller. 
And  broken  the  heart  o'  the  barley  Miller. 


The  Miller  was  strappin,  the  Miller  was  ruddy; 
A  heart  like  a  lord  and  a  hue  like  a  lady: 
The  Laird  was  a  widdiefu',  bleerit  knurl ; 
She's  left  the  guid-fellow  and  ta'en  the  ehurL 


e  pacing  horse  wi'  a  clear  chained  hridle, 
A  whip  by  her  side  and  a  bonnio  Bi de-saddle. 


And  find  thee  still  ti 


0  wae  on  the  siller,  it  is  sae  prevailing ; 

wae  on  the  love  that  ia  fixed  on  a  mailen 
A  toehor's  nae  word  in  a  true  lover's  parle, 

^e  me  my  love,  and  a  fig  for  the  warl  1 
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cxcv. 

BLTTHE   HAE   I   BEEN. 

Tunc — "  Liggeram  Cosh." 


t  Eocgs  hs  hsd 
e  of  lb«  iDOal 


BiTTHB  has  I  been  on  yon  hill 

Aa  the  lambs  before  me ; 
Careless  ilka  thought  and  free 


.B  the  \t 


,e  flew  0' 


Now  nao  langor  sport  and  play, 
Mirth  or  sang  can  please  rae ; 

Lesley  is  sae  fair  and  coy, 
Care  and  anguish  seize  me. 

Heavy,  heavy  is  the  task, 

Hopeless  lave  declaring: 
Trembling,  I  dow  nocht  but  glow' 

Sighing,  dumb,  despairing! 
If  she  winna  ease  the  thraws 

In  my  bosom  swelling, 
Underneath  the  grass-green  sod 

Soon  maun  be  my  dwelling. 


LOGAN  "WATER. 


mnillm 


kI  of 


nng  of  Li^an-biaea,  by  my  friend  John 


aNith 


6t.] 


0  LoQAN,  sweetly  didst  thou  giide, 
That  day  I  was  my  Willie's  bride  ! 
And  years  synsyne  hae  o'er  ns  run. 
Like  Logan  to  the  simmer  sun. 
But  now  thy  flow'ry  banks  appear 
Like  dmmlie  winter,  dark  and  ]lrear, 
While  my  dear  lad  maun  face  his  faes, 
Far,  f;r  frae  me  and  Logan  braes! 


Again  the  merry  month  o'  May 

Has  made  our  hills  and  valleys  gay ; 

The  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bowers, 

The  bees  hum  round  the  breathing  flowers  ; 

BIjthe  Morning  lifts  hie  rosy  eye, 

And  Evening's  tears  are  teais  of  joy: 

My  soul,  delightless,  a'  surveys. 

While  Willie's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 

Within  yon  milk-white  hawtliorn  bush, 
Amang  her  nestlings  sits  the  thrush; 
Her  faithfu'  mate  will  share  her  toil. 
Or  wi'  his  song  her  cares  beguile : 
But  I,  Tvi'  my  sweet  nurslings  here, 
Nae  mate  to  help,  nae  mate  to  cheer, 
Pass  widow 'd  nights  and  joyless  days, 
While  Willie's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 


O  wae  upon  you,  men  o'  state. 
That  brethren  rouse  to  deadly  hate ! 
As  ye  make  monj  a  fond  heart  moun 
Sae  may  it  on  your  heads  return ! 
How  can  your  flinty  hearts  enjoy 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cry? 


Buti 


Lnd  Willie 


lay  pea 


e  bring  " 


ippj  d 


o  Logan  braes  I 


cxcvn. 

THE   RED,   TIED   ROSE. 

Mt~" Hughie  Oraliam," 


al.] 

3  WKEE  my  loTO  yon  lilac  fair, 
Wi'  purple  blossoms  to  the  spring; 

ind  I,  a  bird  to  shelter  there, 
When  wea^jljd  on  my  little  wing! 


nally- 
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How  I  wad  mourn,  when  it  was  torn 
By  autumn  wild,  ajid  winter  rude  I 

But  I  wad  eing  un  wanton  wing, 

When  youthfu'  May  its  bloom  renewed. 


0  gin  my  love  were  yon  red  rose, 

Tliat  grows  upon  tbe  oastle  w»'; 
And  I  mysel'  a  drap  o'  dew. 

Into  her  bourne  breast  to  fa'I 
Uli,  tiiere  beyond  eipression  blest, 

I'd  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  aight; 
Scal'd  on  ber  silk-saft  fanlds  to  rest. 

Till  fley'd  ftwa  by  Phoebus'  light. 


CXCVIII. 
BONNIE   JEAN. 


dauglilar  of  John  M>Murdu  of  Dramlanrip,  was,  bolJi  i 
maril  and  look,  very  worthy  of  80  swfct  a  Blrain,  an 
joedlied  ths  poet  from  the  charge  made  sgaliiEt  him  i 

lie:.    In  Ihe  M'Murdo  manuEciIpt,  m  Bums'g  handwri 


There  was  a  lass,  and  she  was  fair. 
At  kirk  and  market  to  be  seen, 

WlieQ  a'  the  fairest  maids  were  met. 
The  fairest  maid  was  bonnie  Jean. 


And  aye  she  wrought  her  mammie's  wark, 

And  ay  gbe  sang  ao  merrilie  : 
The  blithest  bird  upon  the  bush 

Had  ne'er  a  lighter  heart  than  she. 


But  hawks  will  rob  tbe  tender  joys 
That  bleaa  the  little  liatwhite's  nea 

And  frost  will  blight  the  fairest  flow! 
And  lOTB  will  break  t 


Young  Eobie  was  the  briPRst  lad, 
The  flower  and  pride  of  a'  the  glei 

And  he  bad  owsen,  sheep,  and  kye. 
And  w^inton  naif^es  nine  or  ten. 


He  gaed  wi'  Joanie  to  the  tryate, 
He  danc'd  wi'  Jeanie  on  the  down ; 

And,  lang  ere  witless  Jeanie  wist. 
Her  heart  was  tint,  her  peaoe  was  si 


As  in  the  bosom  o'  the  stre 

»m, 

The  moon-beam  dwells  a 

.  dewy  e'en ; 

So  trembling,  pure,  was  te 

ider lOTO 

Within  the  breast  o'  bom 

ie  Jean. 

And  now  she  works  her  ma 

mmie'swark 

And  ay  she  sighs  wi'  car 

Band  pain; 

Yet  wist  aa  what  her  ail  might  be, 
Or  what  wad  mak  faer  wee!  again. 


But  did  na  Jeanie's  heart  loup  light. 
And  did  na  joy  blink  in  her  e'e, 

As  Bobie  tauld  a  tale  of  Iotb, 
Ao  e'enin'  on  the  lily  lea  ? 


The  birds  sang  sweet  in  ilka  groTe ; 
His  cheek  to  hors  he  fondly  prest. 
And  whisper'd  thus  his  tale  o'  love  : 


O  Jeanie  fair,  I  lo'e  thee  dear ; 

O  canst  thoD  think  to  fancy  m 
Or  wilt  thou  leave  thy  mammie'f 

And  learn  to  tent  the  farms  w 


At  ham  or  byre  thou  shalt  na  drudge, 
Or  naething  else  to  trouble  thee  ; 

But  stray  amang  the  heather-bells. 
And  tent  the  waving  corn  wi'  me. 


Now  what  could  artless  Jeanie  do? 

She  bad  nae  will  to  say  him  na: 
At  length  she  blush'd  a  sweet  consent. 

And  love  was  ay  between  them  twa. 
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CXCIX. 

PHILLIS   THE   FAIR. 

Tuna — "Robin  Aduir." 


Whiie  larks  with  little  wicg 

Fann'il  tlie  pure  air, 
Tasting  the  breathing  spriug, 

Forth  I  did  fare: 
Gay  the  sun's  golden  eye 
F«ep'd  o'er  llie  mountains  high 
Suoh  thy  morn  !  did  I  cry, 

Phillia  the  fair. 


In  each  bird's  careless  song. 

Glad  I  did  abare  ; 
While  joD  wild  flowers  among, 

Chance  led  me  there: 
Sweet  Id  the  opening  day, 
Bosebudfl  beat  the  dewy  spray ; 
Such  thy  bloom  !  did  I  saj, 

PhiUis  the  fair. 


Down  in  a  shady  walk 
Dovea  cooing  were, 

I  mark'd  the  cruel  hawfe, 
Caught  in  a  snare: 

So  kind  may  fortune  'be, 

Such  make  his  destiay! 

He  who  would  injure  thee, 
PhiUis  the  fair. 


HAD  I  A   CAVE. 
Tune — "Robin  Adair." 


lofEdinburgh,  inlTfla,  w 


There  would  I  weep  my  woes, 
There  seek  my  lost  repose. 

Till  grief  my  eyes  should  close, 


Falsest  of  womankind,  canat  thou  declan 

All  thy  fond  plighted  vows — fleetiag  a: 

To  thy  new  loser  hie, 

Laugh  o'et  thy  peijury. 

Then  in  thy  bosom  try 

What  peace  is  there ! 
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Bt  Allan  stream  I  chanced  to  rove 

While  Phcebus  sank  beyond  Benledi; 
The  winda  were  whispering  tJiroagh  the  groTO, 

The  yellow  corn  was  waving  ready  ; 
I  listened  to  a  lover's  sang, 

And  thought  on  youtbfu'  pleasures  mony ; 
And  aye  the  wild  wood  echoes  rang — 

O  dearly  do  I  lo'e  thee,  Annie  1 


0  happy  be  the  woodbine  bower, 

Nae  nightly  bogle  make  it  eerie ; 
Nor  ever  sorrow  stain  the  hour. 

The  place  and  time  I  met  my  dearie  I 
Her  head  upon  l^  throbbing  breast, 

She,  sinking',  said,  "I'm  thine  for  e\ei 
While  mony  a  kisa  the  seal  imprest. 

The  sacred  vow, — we  ne'er  should  sev 
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The  liaunt  o'  Spring's  the  primrose  brae, 

The  Simmer  joj-s  the  flocks  to  follow ; 
How  cheery,  thro'  her  shortooiag  day. 

Is  Autumn,  in  her  weeda  o'  jellow  I 
But  can  they  melt  the  glowing  heart, 

Or  chain  the  eoqI  Id  speecMess  plensure 
Or  thvo"  each  nerve  the  rapture  dart, 

Like  meeting  her,  our  hosom'a  treasure 


ecu. 

0  WHISTLE,  AND  I'LL  COME  TO  YOU. 


'TbyJ« 

ay  will 

enturewi'ye 

I,  Che  pri 

St  of  Ih 

"lnfiii:t,iifn 
NiBO,  offer  D 

0  wraBTLE,  and  Til  cpme  to  yoa,  my  lad, 
0  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad : 
Tbo'  father  and  mither  and  a'  should  gae  mad, 
0  whistle,  mid  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad. 
But  warily  tent,  wlien  you  come  to  court  me. 
And  come  na  unless  the  baet-yett  be  a-jeo  j 
Syne  up  tho  Lack-stile  and  let  naebody  see. 


Andc. 
And  c 


aa  yew 
as  yew 


At  kirk,  or  at  market,  whene'er  ye  meet  xa< 
Gang  by  me  as  tho'  that  ye  c.iv'd  na  a  Bie; 
But  steal  me  a  tlink  o'  your  bonnie  black  e 
ret  look  as  ye  were  na  lookiu'  at  mo. 
Yet  look  aa  ye  were  na  lookin'  at  me. 


Ay  TOW  and  protest  tiat  ye  care  na  for  r 
And  whiles  ye  may  lightly  Off  beauty  a  i 
But  court  na  anithcr,  tho'  jokin'  ye  be, 
For  fear  that  she  wyie  your  fancy  frae  m 
For  fear  that  she  wyle  your  faney  frae  m 


0  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad, 
0  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad : 
Tho'  father  and  miUier  and  a'  should  gae  mad, 
0  whistle,  aad  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad. 


CCIII. 
ADOWN   WINDING  NITII. 


tiiai-a  flama  of  his.    She  is  a  MiM  PLilLia  M'Murdn, 

Thia  lady  afterwardB  became  Mra.  Notmim  Lockliatt,  of 
CiUTiwaUi.] 

AnowN  winding  Nith  I  did  wander. 

To  mark  the  sweet  flowers  as  they  spring; 
Adown  winding  SitJi  I  did  wander. 

Of  Phillis  to  muse  and  to  sing. 
Awa  wi'  your  belles  and  your  beauties, 

They  never  wi'  her  can  compare ; 
Whoever  lias  met  wi'  my  Pliillls, 

Has  met  wi'  the  queen  o'  tlie  fair. 


The  daisy  amus'd  my  fond  fancy. 
So  artless,  so  simple,  so  wild; 

Thou  emblem,  said  I,  o'  my  Philllg, 
For  she  is  simplicity's  child. 


The  rose-bud's  tlie  blush  o'  my  charmer. 
Her  sweet  balmy  lip  when  'tis  prest ; 

How  fair  and  how  pure  is  the  lily, 
But  fairer  and  purer  her  breast. 

Yon  knot  of  gay  Bowers  in  the  arbcur. 
They  ne'er  wi'  my  Phillis  can  vie: 

Her  breath  is  the  breath  o'  the  woodbinCi 
Its  dew-drop  o'  diamond,  her  eye. 

Her  voice  is  (he  song  of  tho  morning, 

That  wakes  thro'  the^reen-apreading  grove. 

When  PhiBhua  peeps  over  tJie  mouutains. 
On  music,  and  pleasure,  and  love. 


But  beauty  how  frail  an 
The  bloom  of  a  fine  sii 

While  worth  in  the  mind 
Will  flourish  without  i 
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Awa  ni'  jonr  belles  and  jqur  beauties, 

hiding  from  [lie  dragoons  produced.    "When  Charles  the 

They  uever  m'  her  can  compare  : 

^7d°iohZ^«ciaL'e^°"^G?d'VL^^hl^ztt^mealll 

Whaever  has  met  mi'  my  Phillis 

the  oak :  the  man  ought  to  lie  made  a  bishop."] 

Haa  met  m'  the  queen  o'  the  fair. 

Now  roay  May  comes  in  wi'  flowera. 

To  deck  her  gay,  green-spreading  howera 

And  now  comes  in  my  happy  hours, 

To  wander  wi'  my  Davie. 

CCIV. 

Meet  me  on  the  warlock  knowe. 

COME,   LET   ME   TAKE   THEE. 

Dainty  Dayie,  dainty  Davie, 

Ail— "  Cauld  Kail." 

There  I'll  spend  the  day  wi'  you, 
My  ain  dear  dainty  Davie. 

The  crystal  waters  round  us  fa'. 

dny  tor  a  gloom In-ohol  ot  tha  Musesi  wlien  Ihe  Mnae 

The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a'. 

The  scented  breezes  round  us  blaw. 

inspirii^,  dearesi  nymiih,  Coila,  whiBjisied  me  the  fol- 

A  wandering  wi'  my  Davie. 

CoME,  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breast. 

When  purple  motniiig  starts  the  hare. 

And  pledge  we  ne'er  fibail  sunder; 

To  steal  upon  her  early  fare. 

And  I  shall  epuru  aa  -.llest  duat 

Then  thro'  the  dews  I  will  repair, 

The  warld'a  wealth  and  grandeur : 

To  meet  my  faitlifu'  Davin 

And  do  I  hear  mj  Jeanie  Own 

That  equal  tranapcrt^  more  her? 

IT. 

I  ask  for  dearest  life  alone. 

When  day,  expiring  in  the  west, 

That  1  may  lire  to  love  her. 

The  cnrtain  draws  o'  nature's  rest, 

I  flee  to  his  arms  I  lo'e  hest. 

II. 

And  that's  my  ain  dear  Davie. 

Thus  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  thy  charms. 

Meet  me  on  the  warlock  knowe. 

I  clasp  my  countless  treasure; 

Bonnie  Davie,  dainty  Dayie, 

ril  seek  nae  mair  o'  heaven  to  share, 

There  I'll  spend  the  day  wi'  yon, 

Than  sie  a  moment's  pleasure: 

My  ain  dear  dainty  Davie. 

And  by  thy  een,  sae  honnie  blue. 

I  Bweac  I'm  thine  for  ever! 

And  on  tiy  lips  I  seal  my  tow. 

And  break  it  ahoU  I  never. 

CCVI. 

BRUCE  TO  HIS  MEN  AT  BANNOCKEUEN 

[FIKST   T.RSION.] 

OCY. 

Tune— "  ffiji,  tulUe  tailie." 

DAINTY   DAVIE. 

[Sjme  of  Ryedaie  states  thai  this  fine  ode  was  cam. 

posed  during  a  storm  of  rain  and  fire,  among  the  wilds  of 

[From  Ihe  oia  »oiig  of'Daintie  Davie"  Burns  has 

Glenken  in  Galloway :  tlie  pnet  himself  Bivesanaecoun 

boirowod  only  the  ILtle  and  the  measure.    The  ancient 

much  less  romanlio.    In  speaking  of  the  sir  to  Thomson 

many  places  in  Scotland,  that  it  was  E<>ben  Bince's 

tion,  was  hid,  by  the  devout  Lady  of  Olierrytrees,  in  the 

march  B(  the  battle  of  Eannnckburn.    This  thought,  in 

havo  sli  wivoa  besids  the  daughter  of  the  Lady  of  Cher- 
rvlreaa,  and  other  children  Uesidea  the  one  which  hia 

siasm  on  the  theme  of  iibertj'  and  independence,  which] 
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Scots,  wha  hue  ni'  Wallace  bled, 
Scots,  wham  Bruce  haa  iften  led ; 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed, 


Now's  Oie  day,  and  now's  the  hour; 
Sco  the  front  o'  battle  lour: 
See  approach  proud  Edward's  poVr — 
Cliains  and  elaverie  I 


Wha  will  bo  a  t 

rai  tor-knave? 

Wha  can  fill  a 

oitard'a  grave 

Wha  aae  base  a 

she  a  slave  J 

Let  him  tu 

vnaudflee! 

Wha  for  Scotland's  king  and  law 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw. 
Freeman  stand,  or  freeman  fa', 
Let  him  follow  me ! 


f  oppression's  woes  and  p^ns  I 

y  our  sons  in  servile  chains  ! 

e  will  drain  our  dearest  veins, 

Bnt  they  ahull  be  free ! 


Lay  lie  proud  usurpers  low ! 
Tjranta  fall  in  every  foe  I 
Liberty's  in  every  blow! — 


ccvir. 

BANNOCKCURN. 

aOBERT  BRUCE'S  ADDRESS  TO  HIS  ARMY. 

[Thumaon  acknowledged  Ihe  charm  wliiohlhis  martin 


I  of  L«wi 


I  nf  8) 


initsplac. 


I  over  Iho  border.  "Thennlylii 


rs  which  might  tend  lo  make  death  more  frightful  than 


"Oh,  God,  DO  blood;" 


Scots,  wha  liae  wi'  Wallace  bled, 
Scots,  wham  Bruce  has  aften  led ; 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed. 
Or  to  glorious  vietorie ! 

Now'b  the  day,  and  now's  the  hour— 
Soe  the  front  o'  battle  lour  ; 
See  approach  proud  Edward's  power — 
Edward  !  chains  and  slavcrio  ! 


Wha  will  be  a  traitor-knave? 
Wha  can  £11  a  coward's  grave! 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  slave? 
Traitor !  coward  I  turn  and  flee  ! 

Wha  for  Scotland's  king  and  law 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw. 
Freeman  stand,  or  freeman  fa', 
Caledonian!  onwi'mel 


By  oppreaeion's  woes  and  pains ! 
By  oar  sons  in  servile  chains  I 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins, 
But  they  shall  be — shall  he  free ! 


Lay  the  proud  usurpers  low 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe  ! 
Liberty's  in  every  blow  '. 
Forward!  let  us  do,  or  dii 
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CCVIII. 

I!, 

Thou  bast  me  forsakeu,  Jamie  \ 

BEHOLD   THE   HOUR. 

Thou  hast  me  foraalten ; 

Tune—"  Oran-saoiV 

Thou  bast  me  forsaken,  Jamie! 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken. 

["  The  following  song  I  hove  compoBod  for  Ihe  Highland 

Thou  canst  love  anither  jo, 

gireaplnpeloinyourbiwk.  I  have  this  moment  finished 

While  my  heart  is  breaking : 

the  =ong,  so  you  have  il  glowii;g  from  the  mint."    These 

Soon  Diy  weary  een  I'll  close. 

ate  Uie  words  of  Burns  lo  Thomson:  he  might  have 

Never  mair  to  waken,  Jamie, 

added  that  [he  soj^  vmn  wrilteo  on  the  meditaled  voyage 
ofChirindiilo  thflWeslJadiee,  to  join  herhusbandj 

Behold  tlie  hour,  the  boat  arrive  ; 

Ne'er  mair  to  waken! 

cox. 

Thou  goest,  thou  darling  of  my  lieart  i 

Sevei-'d  from  thee  can  I  survive  f 

AHLD   LANG  STHE. 

But  fate  has  will'd,  and  we  must  part. 

£<-  Ib  not  the  Scotch  phrase,''  Burns  writes  to  Mrs. 

I'll  often  greet  this  surging  awell. 

Dnnlop,  "Auld   laag   syne,   eiceedii:gly   e^iprossivo! 

Yon  distant  isle  will  oftea  hail: 

"  E'en  here  I  took  the  last  farewell ; 

sheet.    Light  be  Ihe  Inrf  on  the  breast  of  the  beaven-in- 

There,  latest  mark'd  her  vaniah'd  sail." 

spired  poel  who  composed   this  glorious   ftagirient," 

"  The  following  song,"  saye  Ihe  poet,  when  he  commu- 

!I. 

nicatodit  lo  George  Tbomson,  "an  old  song  of  the  olden 

Along  the  solitary  shore 

ingj  is  enough  Lo  lecomujend  any  air."    These  are  strong 

While  flitting  eea-fowl  round  me  ety, 

Across  the  rolling,  dashing  roar. 

ril  westward  turn  my  wistful  eye  : 

two.  we  owe  the  eoag  to  no  other  minstrel  than  "  min- 

Happy, thou  Indian  grove,  I'll  say, 

strel  Burns."] 

Where  now  ray  Nancy's  path  may  be  ! 

I. 

Wiiiie  thro'  thy  sweets  she  loves  to  stray, 

0  tell  me,  does  she  muse  on  me  ? 

And  never  brought  to  min'  ? 

Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

And  days  o'  lang  ajne  f 

For  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear. 

CCIX. 

For  auld  laag  syne, 

J-HOD   HAST   LEFT   ME   EVEK. 

We'll  tak  ft  cup  o'  kindness  yet, 

For  auld  lang  syne  ! 

Tune— ■'Fc5'»ni,/u(An-." 

[■■'I  do  not  give  these  versBB,"9aya  Bnrns  lo  Thorn- 

11. 

We  twa  hae  nra  about  the  braes. 

jimo  in  which  '  Falie  Allan's  milher  died,  about  the 

And  pu't  the  gowana  fine ; 

.  h^iclt  o'  midn^ht,'  anil  by  the  lee  sideof  a  bowl  of  punoli, 

But  we've  wander'd  mony  a  weary  foot. 

oautbois  and  the  louae."    To  the  pool's  intercourse  wiUi 

Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 

sosieiaos  we  owa  some  fine  songs.] 

1. 

Wo  twa  hae  paidl't  i'  the  hurn. 

Taoc  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie ! 

Fraemornin' sun  till  dine: 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever  : 

But  seas  between  us  braid  hae  roar'd, 

Thou  huBt  left  ma  ever,  Jamie ! 

Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever. 

Aften  hast  thou  vow'd  (hat  death 

IV. 

Only  should  us  sever; 

And  bore's  a  hand,  ray  trusty  fiere. 

Now  thou's  left  thy  lass  for  ay— 

And  gie's  a  hand  o'  thine  ; 

I  maun  see  thee  never,  Jamie, 

And  we'll  take  a  right  guid  willie-waught. 

I'll  see  thee  never! 

For  auld  tang  syne. 
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T. 

CCXII. 

And  surely  je'll  be  jour  pint-stowp, 

DELUDED   SWAIN,  THE   PLEASURE. 

Auci  surely  I'll  be  mine  ; 

And  -we'll  tak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet, 
For  auld  lang  syne. 

ITo  Ihe  nir  of  the  "Collier's  docbtet,"  Bd.qs  hid. 

Thoinaon  add  Ihe  following  old  Bacchanal :  il  is  sliglill/ 
altered  from  u  rather  BtilF  original.] 

For  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear. 

For  auld  lang  syne, 

I- 

We'll  tak  a  eup  o'  kindness  yet, 

Deluded  swain,  the  pleasure 

For  auld  long  syne! 

The  fickle  fair  can  give  thee, 

la  but  a  fairy  treasure— 

Thy  hopes  will  soon  deceive  thee. 
Tbe  hillows  on  the  ocean, 

CCXI. 

Tho  breezes  idly  roaming. 

The  clouds  uncertain  motion — 

FAIR  JEANY. 

Tlicy  are  but  types  of  woman. 

Taae—"  Saw  ye  my  father?" 

in 

[In  SoptBinbBr,  nS3,  this  Bong,  as  well  hb  aeveniL 

0!  art  thou  not  ashamed 

(be  poetry,"  he  aays,  "I  speak  with  confidence  :  but  the 

To  doat  upon  a  feature? 

If  man  thou  wouldst  te  named. 

most  diffidence."] 

Despise  the  silly  creature. 

Where  are  the  joya  I  hare  met  in  the  morning, 

Go  find  an  honest  fellow; 

That  dnne'd  to  the  lark's  early  aong! 

Good  claret  set  hefore  thee  ■. 

Where  is  the  peace  that  awaited  my  wandViog, 

Hold  on  till  I1.0U  art  mellow. 

At  evening  the  wild  woods  among? 

And  then  to  bed  in  glory. 

No  more  a-wioding  the  course  of  yon  river, 

And  marking  sweet  flow'rets  so  fair: 

No  more  I  trace  the  light  footsteps  of  pleasure. 

ccxin. 

But  sorrow  and  sad  sighing  eare. 

NANCY. 

[This  BOng  wjB  inspired  by  the  charms  of  Clannna. 

la  it  that  summer's  forsaken  our  Tslleya, 

And  grim,  surly  winter  is  uear  ? 

Tliino  am  1,  my  lovely  Kate, 

No,  no,  the  bees'  humming  rouud  the  gaj  rosea, 

Every  pulse  aloi^  my  veins 

Proclaim  it  tlie  pride  of  the  year. 

Tell  the  ardent  lover. 

This  change  WD*  tried  out  of  complimeat,  it  is  believed. 

IV. 

to  Mra.  Thomsoni  but  Nancy  ran  more  amoolhly  on  the 

Fain  would  I  hide,  what  I  fear  to  discoTer, 

even  road  of  lyrical  verse  than  Kate,] 

Yet  long,  long  too  well  have  I  known, 

I. 

All  that  has  caused  this  wreck  in  my  bosom. 

Thine  am  I,  my  faithful  fair. 

Is  Jeany,  fair  Jcanj  alone. 

Thine,  my  lovely  Nancy; 

Bv'ry  pulse  along  my  veins. 

'^■ 

EVry  roving  fancy. 

Time  cannot  aid  me,  my  griefs  are  immortal. 

Nor  hope  dare  a  comfort  bestow : 

11. 

Come  tlien,  enamour'd  and  fond  of  my  anguish, 

To  tiy  bosom  lay  my  heart. 

Enjoymeat  I'll  seek  in  my  woe. 

Tliere  to  throb  and  languish: 
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Tho'  despair  hatJ  wrung  its  core; 
That  would  heal  its  anguish. 


Take  away  those  rosy  lips, 
Rich  Ttith  balmy  treasure  : 

Turn  away  thine  eyes  of  love, 
Lest  I  die  with  pleasure. 


What  is  life  when  waaiting  love  ! 

Night  withont  a  morning ; 
Love's  the  cloudless  summer  sun, 

Nature  gay  adorning. 


"  I  will  hope  and  trust  iu  heaven, 

Nancy,  Nancy; 
Strength  to  bear  it  will  be  given, 

Mj  spouse,  Naucj." 


Well,  sir,  from  the  eilpct  dead. 

Still  I'll  try  to  dmat  yon ; 
Ever  round  your  midnight  bed 

Horrid  sprites  shall  haunt  you, 
"  I'll  wed  another,  lite  my  dear 

Nancy,  Nancy; 
Then  all  hell  will  fly  for  fear. 

My  spouse,  Nancy." 


CCXIV. 

HUSBAND,    HUSBAND. 

Tunc— "Jo  Janet." 

["MyJuJaiiet,"inths  col] Bolion  of  Allan  Ramaay, 

HDH  of 


CCXV. 
WIIT   THO0  BE    MY   DEAEIE. 
Air—"  Tie  Sulvr'a  Dockta:" 
[Composed,  it 


.0  the  present  Earl 


of  Man 


as,  'I  laii 


16."] 


1  of  Scotland  J 


Hdsbakj),  husband,  cease  youi 
Nor  longer  idly  rave,  sir; 

Tho'  I  am  your  wedded  wife. 
Tat  I  am  not  your  slaTe,  sir 

"One  of  two  must  still  obey, 
Nancy,  Nancy ; 

My  spouse,  Nancy!" 


Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie  ? 

When  sorrow  wrings  thy  gentle  heart. 

Wilt  thou  let  me  cheer  thee  ? 

By  tho  treasure  of  my  aoul, 

That's  iJie  love  I  hear  thee  ! 

I  swear  and  vow  that  only  thou 

Shall  aver  he  my  dearie. 

Only  thou,  I  swear  and  vow, 

Shall  ever  be  my  dearie. 


If 'tis  still  the  lordly  word, 

Service  and  obedience; 
I'll  desert  my  sov'reign  lord, 

And  so,  good  bye,  allegiance 
"  Sad  will  I  be,  so  bereft, 

Nancy,  Kanoy ; 
Yet  I'll  try  to  make  a  Hbift, 

My  spouse,  Nancy." 


My  poor  heart  then  broak  It  i!i*"  , 
My  last  hour  I'm  near  it: 

When  you  lay  me  in  the  dust, 
Think,  think,  how  you  will  bwir  il 


Lassie,  say  thou  lo'es  me; 
Or  if  thou  wilt  no  bo  my  ain, 
Say  na  thou'it  refuse  me : 

Thou,  for  thine  may  choose  m 
Let  me,  lassie,  quickly  die. 
Trusting  that  thou  lo'es  me. 
Lassie,  let  me  quickly  die, 
Trusting  that  tJiou  lo'es  me. 
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CCXVI. 
BUT  LATELY  SEES. 
Time—"  The  mitlet  of  life." 


But  lately  seen  in  gladaome  green, 

The  woods  rejoiced  the  day  ; 
Thro'  gentle  showers  and  langhing  flowera. 

In  double  pride  were  gay  : 
IT  joys  are  fled 


On  w 


Yet 


idcn  May,  in  rich  array, 
Again  shall  Tiring  ttem  a'. 


But  my  white  pow,  nae  kindly  thowe 

Shall  melt  the  snaws  of  ago; 
My  trunk  of  eild,  but  buas  or  bield, 

Sinlia  in  Time's  wintry  rage. 
Oh  !  age  has  weary  days. 

And  nights  o'  sleepless  pain! 
Thon  golden  time  o'  yoathfn'  prime, 

Why  comes  thou  not  again  ? 


ccxvn. 

TO  MAEY. 
Tune — "  Coiild  aught  of  song." 

elegant  song, 

Ah  !  the  poor  Bhepherd'a  moutnful  fate,' 


'    He  m^ht  have  added  that 


CoCT:ri  anght  of  song  declare  my  pains. 

Could  artful  numbers  mure  thee. 
The  mnae  should  tell,  in  labour'd  strains, 

0  Mary,  how  i  love  thee ! 
They  who  but  feign  a  wounded  heart 

May  teach  the  lyre  to  languish ; 
But  what  avails  the  pride  of  art. 

When  wastes  the  soul  with  anguish  ? 


Then  let  the  sudden  bursting  sigh 
The  heart-felt  pang  discover ; 

And  in  the  keen,  yet  t«nder  eye, 
0  read  th'  imploring  loTer. 
cell  I  know  thy  gentle  mind 


Disdai: 


s  gay  disgmsing ; 
d  what  Fancy  e'er  refin'd, 
yoioe  of  nature  filling. 


Here's  to  tliy  health,  my  bonnie  lass, 
Gude  night,  and  joy  be  wi'  thee  ; 

rU  come  na  mair  to  thy  bower-door. 
To  tell  thee  that  I  lo'e  thee. 

0  dinna  think,  my  pretty  pink, 
Eut  1  can  live  without  llieo; 

1  TOW  and  swear  I  dinna  eare 

How  lang  ye  look  about  ye. 


Mac 


IS  free  informing  thee 


I  ken  thy  friends  try  ilka  means, 
Prae  wedlock  to  delay  thee; 

Depending  on  some  higher  chance — 
Bnt  fortune  may  betray  thee. 


But  that  does  never  grieve  me ; 
But  I'm  as  free  as  any  he, 

I  count  my  health  my  greatest  wealth, 

Sae  long  as  I'll  enjoy  it  r 
I'll  fear  na  scant,  I'll  bode  nae  want, 

As  lang's  I  get  employment. 


But  far  off  fowls  hae  feathers 
And  ay  until  ye  try  them : 
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Iho'  they  seem  fair,  still  have  a  care, 

V. 

They  may  proTO  waur  than  I  am.    [bright, 

When  day  is  ga.ne,  and  night  is  come. 

But  at  twal  at  night,  when  the  moon  abinea 

And  a'  folk  bound  to  sleep  ; 

My  dear,  I'll  eome  and  see  thee ; 

I  think  on  him  that's  far  awa'. 

For  the  maa  that  lo'ea  hig  mistress  weel, 

The  lee-lang  night,  and  weep, 

Nae  travel  makes  Mm  weary. 

My  dear; 

Tbe  lee-lang  night,  and  weep. 

OOXIX. 

ccxx. 

THE  FAREWELL. 

0  STEER  HER   UP. 

Tune—"  It  was  a' for  oaf  ngktfu'  Mng." 

Tune—"  0  lieer  her  up,  and  hand  her  gaun." 

t"It  seems  very  doublful,"  says  Sir  Harris  NicolaH, 

IBurns.  in  cirnipoaiiig  Ihsse  verses,  took  the  iptrorluc 

"  how  much,  even  if  anypBrtof  thia  song  was  wtllleo  by 

way,  and  sanl  Ihem  lo  the  Museum,] 

0  STEBB  her  up  and  hand  her  gaaa- 

wriliiiK.J 

Her  mother's  at  the  mill,  jo; 

I, 

And  gin  she  winna  take  a  man. 

It  wag  a'  for  qur  rightfu'  ting, 

E'en  let  her  take  her  will,  jo  : 

We  left  fair  Scotland's  strand; 

First  shore  her  wi'  a  kindly  kiss. 

It  was  a'  for  our  rightfu'  king 

And  oa' another  gill,  jo. 

We  e'er  saw  Irish  land, 

And  gin  ghe  take  the  thing  amisg. 

My  dear ; 

E'en  let  ber  flyte  her  fih,  jo. 

We  e'er  saw  Irish  land. 

11. 

0  steer  her  up,  and  be  na  blate, 

Now  a'  is  done  tliat  men  can  do. 

An'  gin  she  take  it  ill,  jo, 

And  a'  is  done  in  vain  ; 

Then  lea'eihe  lassie  till  her  fate. 

My  love  and  native  land  farewell, 
For  I  maun  cross  the  main, 

And  time  nae  longer  spUl,  jo  : 

Ne'er  break  your  heart  for  ae  rebute, 

My  dear ; 

But  think  upon  it  still,  jO, 

That  ^n  the  lassie  winna  do't. 

Ye'll  fin'  anitier  will,  jo. 

He  tum'd  him  right,  and  round  about 
Cpon  the  Irish  shore  ; 

And  gae  his  bridle-reins  a  shake, 

With  adieu  for  evermore, 

CCXXI. 

My  dear; 

0  AY   Mr  WIFE   SHE   DANG  ME. 

With  adien  for  evermore. 

Tune^"  Mf/  wife  she  dang  me." 

IV. 

[Other  verBBE  to  the  rame  air,  belunging  lo  the  otden 

The  Bodger  from  the  wars  returns. 

lT°^aC°whlThTi^M78^iranrthrMnM''o'f!!di'oaT 

The  sailor  frae  tlie  main  ; 

oul,    ThisBoiigismlheMueeum,J 

But  I  hae  parted  frae  my  love, 

Never  to  meet  again, 

I- 

Mjdear; 

0  AT  my  wife  she  dang  me. 

Never  to  meet  again 

And  aft  my  wife  did  bang  me. 
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If  yc  gie  a  woman  a'  licr  will, 

CC  XXIII. 

Gude  faith,  alie'U  soon  o'er-gang  je. 

On  peace  and  rest  my  mind  was  bent, 

HERE   IS   THE   GLEN. 

And  fool  I  was  I  married; 

Taut— "  Banks  of  Crse." 

But  nerer  hooest  man's  intent, 

Afl  cursedly  miscarried. 

[Of  the  origin  of  tWs  aong  tlie  poel  gives  the  followinj 

account.    "1  got  an  ait,  pretty  enough,  compoaed  bj 

II. 

Lady  BJLzabeUi  Heron,  of  Heron,  which  she  calLa  '  Th« 

Some  Bairie  comfort  still  at  last. 

and  as  her  ladyship  is  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  I  have 

When  a'  their  days  are  done,  man; 

written  the  following  song  to  it."] 

My  pains  o'  hell  on  earth  are  paat, 

,, 

0  ay  my  viife  she  dang  me, 
And  aft  my  wife  did  bang  me. 

Here  is  the  glen,  and  here  the  bower. 

All  underneath  the  birolien  shade ; 

The  village-bell  has  told  the  hour— 

Gude  faith,  she'll  soon  o'er-gang  ye. 

0  what  can  stay  my  lovely  maid  X 

'Tis  not  Maria's  whispering  call ; 
'Tis  but  the  balmy-breathing  gale, 

Mii'd  with  some  warbler's  dying  fall. 

OCX  XII. 

The  dewy  star  of  eve  to  hail. 

OH,  WERT   TnOU    IN    THE    CAULD 

III. 

BLAST. 

It  ia  Maria's  voice  I  hear! 

Tune— "insj  o'  Livistone." 

So  calls  the  wo odl ark  in  the  grove. 

His  little,  faithful  mate  to  cheer. 

[TrsdiUor  says  this  eiing  was  oompoBed  in  honour  of 

At  once  'tis  music— and  'tis  love. 

in  several  nuinuscriptB,  but  they  aie  neilhai  importaoC 

And  art  thou  come  ?  and  art  thou  true  X 

I. 

0  welcome,  dear  Ui  love  and  me[ 

Oh,  wert  thou  in  the  oauld  blast. 

And  let  us  all  our  vows  renew 

On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder  lea. 

Along  the  flow'rj  banks  of  Cree. 

My  plaidie  to  the  angry  airt. 

I'd  shelter  thee,  I'd  shelter  thee  : 

Or  did  misfortune's  bitter  storms 

Around  thee  blaw,  around  thee  blaw, 

Thy  bield  should  be  my  bosom. 

CCXXIV. 

To  share  it  a',  to  share  it  a'. 

ON   THE   SEAS   AHD   FAR   AWAY. 

11. 

Tune—"  O'er  the  hills,"  ^c. 

Or  Here  I  in  the  wildest  waste, 

["  The  last  BveninK,"  aSlh  of  August,  1794,  "  as  I  was 

Sae  black  and  bare,  sae  black  and  bare. 

straying  ont,"  says  Burns,  "  aod  thlnliii^  of '  O'er  the 

The  desert  were  a  paradise, 

K  thou  (vert  there,  if  thou  wert  there : 

Or  were  I  monarch  o'  the  globe, 
Wi'  thee  to  reign,  wi'  thee  to  reign, 

that  it  appears  rather  n  fiiuiHy  business.    I  give  you  laavs 
to  abuse  this  song,  bnt  do  it  ia  the  spirit  of  Christian 

The  brightest  jewel  in  my  crown 

Wad  be  my  queen,  wad  be  my  queen. 

How  can  my  poor  heart  be  glad. 

When  absent  from  my  sailor  lad  ? 
How  can  I  the  thought  forego, 

He's  on  the  Boas  to  meet  the  foe? 
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Let  me  wander,  let  me  roye, 

Ca'  them  whare  the  burnierowes—- 

Still  my  heart  is  witli  my  love : 

My  bonnie  dearie! 

Higitly  dreama,  and  thoughts  by  day, 

Hark  the  mavis'  evening  sang 

Are  with  him  that's  far  away. 

Sounding  Cluden's  woods  amang! 

On  the  seas  and  far  away. 

Then  a  faulding  let  us  gang. 

On  Btonay  seas  and  far  away ; 

My  bonnie  dearie. 

Nightly  dreams,  and  thoughts  by  day, 

Are  ay  with  him  thafa  far  away. 

We'll  gae  down  by  Cluden  side, 

II. 

Thro'  the  hazels  spreading  wide, 

When  in  Bummer'a  noon  I  faint. 

O'er  the  waves  that  sweetly  glide 

Ais  weary  flocks  arouEd  me  pant, 

To  the  moon  sae  clearly. 

Haply  in  this  scorching  aun 

My  sailor's  thund'ring  at  his  gun: 

Bullets,  spare  my  only  joy  I 

Yonder  Cluden's  silent  towers. 

Bullets,  spare  my  darling  boy ! 

Fate,  do  with  mo  what  you  may— 

O'er  the  dewy  bending  flowers, 

Bpare  but  him  that's  far  awayl 

Fairies  dance  so  cheery. 

At  the  starlesa  midnight  hour. 

Ghaist  nor  bogle  ehalt  thou  fear ; 

When  winter  rules  with  boundless  power: 

Thou'rt  to  love  and  heaven  sae  dear, 

As  the  storms  the  forest  tear, 

Nocht  of  Ul  may  come  thee  near. 

And  thunders  rend  the  howling  air. 

My  bonnie  dearie. 

listening  to  the  doubling  roar. 

SurgiDg  on  the  rocky  shore, 

Fair  and  lovely  as  thou  art. 

All  I  can— I  weep  and  pray, 

Thou  hast  stown  my  very  heart; 

For  his  weal  that's  far  away. 

I  can  die— but  canna  part— 

IV. 

My  bonnie  dearie ! 

Peace,  thy  olive  wand  eitead, 

Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowes. 

And  bid  wild  war  bia  ravage  end. 

Ca'  them  whare  the  heather  growes; 

Man  with  brother  man  to  meet, 

Ca'  them  where  the  biimie  rowea— 

And  as  a  brother  kindly  greet : 

My  bonnie  dearie  ! 

Then  may  heaven  with  prosp'rons  gales. 
Fill  my  sailor's  welcome  sails. 

To  my  arms  their  charge  convey— 

ccxxvr. 

My  dear  lad  that'a  far  away. 

On  the  seas  and  far  away 

SHE  SAYS  SHE  LOVES  ME  BEST  OP  A'. 

On  stormy  seas  and  far  away  ; 

Tune—"  Onagh'a  Walerfaii." 

Nightly  dreams,  and  thoughts  by  day. 

[The  lady  of  Uie  flaisn  ringlota  hna  already  been  no- 
needlSBS  to  add  Jier  naTUe,  or  to  say  how  fine  liar  form 

Are  ay  with  him  that's  far  away. 

COXXV. 

CA'   THE   YOWES. 

Sae  flaien  were  her  ringlets, 

Her  eyebrows  of  a  darker  hue. 

Bewitohingly  o'er-arohing 

H        m        waafODdaruiUfiingiii  the  shadow  of  Lio- 

Twa  laughin'  eea  o'  bonnie  blue. 

B,  and  on  Hie  banks  of  CludonWuMr.] 

Her  smiling  sae  wyling. 

I. 

Wad  make  a  wretch  forget  bis  woe ; 

Ca'  the  yowes  ta  the  knowea, 

What  pleasure,  what  treasure, 

Oa'  them  whare  the  heather  growes, 

■  Unto  these  rosy  lips  to  grow  : 
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T  Chlorif 


Such  n 

When  first  her  bonnie  face  I  saw ; 
And  aj  my   Cliloris'  dearest  charm, 

She  says  she  lo'es  me  best  af  a'. 


Like  harmony  her  motjon; 

Her  pretty  ankle  is  a  spy, 
Betraying  fair  proportion, 

Wad  mak  a  saint  forget  the  slty. 


Saen 


ning. 


Iler  faultless  form  and  gracefu'  air; 
Dk  feature — auld  Nature 

Declar'd  that  she  could  do  uae  mail:: 
Hers  are  the  willing  chains  o'  love. 

By  conquering  beauty's  sovereign  law; 
And  ay  my  Chloris'  dearest  charm. 

She  aaya  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. 


Let  others  love  the  cilj. 

And  gaudy  show  at  Bunny  noon ; 
Gie  me  the  lonely  valley, 

The  dewy  eve,  and  rising  moon ; 
Fair  beaming,  and  streaming. 

Her  silver  light  the  boughs  amang; 
While  falling,  cecalling, 

The  amorous  thrush  concludes  his  san{ 
There,  dearest  Chloris,  wilt  thou  roTO 

By  wimpling  burn  and  leafy  shaw. 
And  hear  my  vows  o'  truth  and  love. 

And  say  thou  lo'ea  me  best  of  a'  ? 


ccxxvir. 
SAW   YE   MY   PHELY. 

[aOASl  DIOAI  FBILLIS.] 

Tnne— "  Whm  s/i£  came  ben  she  bobbi 


0  SAW  ya  my  dear,  my  PhelyT 
0  saw  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely  t 
She's  down  i'  the  grove,  she's  wi'  a  new  love ! 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  Willy. 

What  says  she,  my  dearest,  my  Phely  1 
What  says  sho,  my  dearest,  my  Phely! 
She  let?  thee  to  wit  that  she  has  thee  forgot. 
And  for  ever  disowns  thee,  her  Willy. 


0  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Phely  ! 

0  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Phely ! 

As  light  as  the  air,  and  fanse  as  thoi 

Thou's  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  Wi 


ccxxviir. 

HOW  LANG  AKD  DREARY  IS  THE  NIGHT. 

Tune—"  Caald  Kail  in  Aberdeen." 

[On  cotnparine  this  lytip.  correoleci  for ThomBon,  with 


How  lang  and  dreary  is  the  night. 
When  I  am  frae  my  dearie  ; 

I  restless  lie  frae  e'en  to  morn. 
Though  I  were  ne'er  sue  weary. 
For  oh  !  her  lanely  nights  are  Ian 

And  oh,  her  widow'd  heart  is  sair. 
That's  absent  frae  her  dearie. 

When  I  think  on  the  lightsome  days 
I  spent  wi'  thee  my  dearie ; 

And  now  what  seas  between  us  roar- 
How  can  I  be  but  eerie! 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours; 

The  joyless  day  how  dreary  ! 
It  was  na  sae  ye  glinted  by. 
When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 

For  oh !  her  lanely  nights  are  Ian 

And  oh,  her  dreams  are  eerie; 

And  oh,  her  widow'd  heart  is  sair 

That's  absent  frae  her  dearie. 


CCXXIX. 
LET  NOT  WOMAN  E'ER  COMPLAIN 
Tune— "  Jwncan  Groy." 
C"  Thaw 


B  lyric 


d  of  th 
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Let  not  woman  e'er  complain 

Of  inoonstaney  in  iove ; 
Let  not  woman  e'er  eomplaia 

Fickle  man  is  apt  to  i-ove : 
Look  abroad  lirough  natura'a  range, 
Nature's  mighty  law  is  change  ; 
Ladies,  would  it  not  be  strange, 

Man  sbould  then  a  monster  prove  I 

Mark  the  winds,  and  mark  the  skies ; 
Ocean's  ebb,  and  ocean's  flow; 

Bound  and  round  the  seasons  go: 
Why  then  ask  of  silly  man 
To  oppose  great  nature's  plau! 
■We'll  be  constant  while  we  can— 


Yoaci 


When  absent  frae  my  fair, 

The  marky  shades  o'  eare 
With  starless  gloom  o'eroast  my  sullen  sky ; 

But  when,  in  beauty's  light. 

She  meets  my  ravish'd  sight. 

When  thro'  my  very  heart 

Her  beaming  glories  dart — 
'Tis  then  I  wake  to  life,  to  light,  and  joy. 


COXXXI. 

CHLORIS, 

Air — "  My  lodging  w  on  ike  cold  groimd." 

[The  origin  of  lliis  song  is  thus  tnid  by  BnniB  lii  Thon 
Bon.    "  On  my  risil  the  olher  day  to  my  fair  Chlorii 

ratjou,  she  BuggflEted  an  idea  which  1,  on  my  ceturo  (to, 

elevation  of  ChloriBiBgraEl :  she  lived,  when  her  chain; 
faded,  in  want,  rad  died  all  hnt  destitute."] 


Mr  Chloris,  mark  how  green  the  groves. 

The  primrose  banks  how  fair  : 
The  balmy  gales  awake  the  Sowers, 


m—"  Ddl  tak  the  Wars 
in  one  of  his  Inltars,  partly 


SlEBp'sT  thou,  or  wak'st  thou,  fairest  creature  t 

Rosy  Mom  now  lifts  his  eye, 
Nambering  ilka  bud  which  nature 

Waters  wi'  the  tears  o'  joy  : 

Now  through  the  leafy  woods, 

And  by  tie  reeking  Hoods, 
Wild  nature's  tenants  freely,  gladly  stray; 

The  lintwhite  in  his  bower 

Chants  o'er  the  breathing  flower; 

The  lav'roek  to  the  sky 

Ascends  wi'  sangs  o'  joy. 
While  the  sun  and  thou  arise  to  bless  the  day. 


rhe  lav'roek  shncs  the  palace  gay. 
And  o'er  the  cottage  sings  ; 

For  nature  smiles  as  sweet,  I  ween. 
To  shepherds  as  to  kings 


Let  minstrels  sweep  the  skilfu'  string 

In  lordly  lighted  ha': 
The  shepherd  stops  his  simple  reed, 

Biythe,  in  tie  bii-ken  shaw. 


The  princely  revel  may  survey 
Our  rustic  dance  wi'  scorn  i 

But  are  their  hearts  as  light  as  on 
Beneath  tJie  milk-white  thorn  ? 


Phosbns  gilding  the  brow  o'  mornin 
B.mishes  ilk  darksome  shade, 

Nsture  gladdening  and  adorning  ; 
Such  to  me  my  lovely  maid. 


The  shepherd,  in  the  flow'ry  glen. 
Id  shepherd's  phrase  will  wOO: 
The  courtier  tells  a  finer  tale— 
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vr 

not  make  .ach  «  flguro  in  poeeie  aa  that  other  apeeies  of 

These  wild-wood  flowers  l'\6  pu'd,  to  deofc 

the  paaaion,  whara  love  in  libaily  and  nature  law.    Ma- 

That  spotless  breast  o'  thine : 

sicBlly  spealiing,  the  first  is  on  inatrumenl  of  which  the 

The  oourtier'3  gems  may  witness  loTe— 

But  'tia  Da,  love  like  mine. 

owneii  that  the  bard  could  render  verj  pretty  rsanotsfoi 

Lassie  wi'  the  lint-wlnte  locks, 

COXXXII. 

C  H  L  0  E. 

Bonnie  lassie,  artless  lassie, 

Wilt  thou  wi'  me  tent  the  flocks? 

Aii^-"  Dainlie  Davie." 

Wilt  liou  he  my  dearie,  0  J 

Now  nature  deeds  the  flowery  lea. 

And  a'  is  young  and  sweet  lite  thee ; 

tha  English  pari  of  his  collection,  took  tho  liberty  of  bo- 

0  wilt  thou  share  its  joy  wi'  me, 

Btowing  s  Southron  droEa  on  aoma  genuine  Caladonian 

And  Bay  thoul't  be  my  dearie,  0  ! 

IjTicB.    The  origin  of  this  Bong  may  bo  found  in  Ram- 

And  when  the  welcome  simmer  shower 

I. 

Has  cheer'd  ilk  drooping  little  flower. 

It  was  the  charming  month  of  May, 

We'll  to  the  breathing  woodbine  bower 

When  all  the  flow'rs  were  fresh  and  gay. 

At  sultiy  noon,  my  dearie,  0. 

One  morning,  by  the  break  of  day. 

The  youthful  charming  Chloe 

tii.       , 

From  peaceful  slumber  she  arose, 

When  Cynthia  lights  wi'  silver  ray, 

Girt  on  her  mantle  and  her  hose, 

The  weary  shearer's  bamcward  way; 

And  o'er  the  flowery  mead  she  goes, 

Thro'  yellow  waving  fields  we'll  stray. 

The  youthful  charming  Chloe. 

And  talk  o'  Ioto,  my  dearie,  0. 

LoFely  was  she  by  the  dawn, 

Youthful  CMoe,  charming  Chloe, 

Tripping  o'er  the  pearly  lawn, 

And  when  the  howling  wintry  blast 

The  youthful  charming  Chloe. 

Disturbs  my  lassie's  midnight  rest ; 
Enclasped  to  my  faithfu'  breast, 

II. 

I'll  comfort  thee,  my  dearie,  0. 

The  feather'd  people  yoa  might  see, 

■    Lassie  wi'  the  lint-white  looks. 

Perch'd  all  around,  on  eyery  tree, 

Bonnie  lassie,  artless  lassie, 

In  notes  of  sweetest  melody 

Wilt  thou  wi'  me  tent  the  flocks? 

TJiey  hail  the  charming  Chloe  ; 

Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie,  07 

Till  painting  gay  the  eastern  skies, 

The  glorious  sun  began  to  rise, 

Out-rivall'd  by  the  radiant  eyes 

Of  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 

LoTely  was  she  by  the  dawn, 

COXXXIV. 

Youthful  Chloe,  charming  ChloB, 

Tripping  o'er  lie  pearly  lawn. 

FAREWELL,    THOU   STKEAM. 

The  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 

Air — "  Nancy' t  to  the  greea-a-ood  gane." 

ptODOunced  it  eiceliaut.] 

CCXXSIII. 

LASSIE  WI'  THE  LINT-WHITE  LOCKS. 

Fabeweii.,  thou  stream  that  winding  flows 

Tune—"  SofAeiaurche's  Saul." 

Around  Eliza's  dwelling! 

t"  Conjugal  loTO,"  aa/s  tha  poat,  "  is  a  paaamn  which 

0  mem'ry  !  spare  the  cruel  throes 

Within  my  bosom  swelling  : 
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Ccmiieimi'd  to  drag  a  hopeless  chain, 

SHE. 

And  yet  in  secret  languish, 

As  on  the  brier  the  budding  rose 

To  feel  a  fire  in  e^'ry  yein. 

Still  richer  breathes  and  fairer  blows, 

Not  dare  disclose  mj  anguish. 

So  in  my  tender  bosom  grows 
The  love  I  bear  my  Willy. 

Lore's  Teriest  wvetoli,  unseen,  unknown. 

HE. 

I  fiun  my  griefs  would  eoier; 

The  milder  sun  and  bluer  sky 

The  bursting  sigh,  tli'  unwectiug  groan. 

That  crown  my  liarveat  cores  wi'  joy, 

Betray  the  hapless  loTer. 

Were  ne'er  sae  welcome  to  my  eye 

I  know  thou  doom'at  me  to  despair, 

As  is  a  sight  o'  Philly. 

Hor  wilt,  nor  canst  relieve  me  ; 

But  oh,  Eliia,  hear  one  prayer— 

SEE. 

For  pity's  salie  forgiTe  me  ! 

The  little  swallow's  wanton  wing, 
Tho'  wafting  o'er  the  flowery  spring. 
Did  ne'er  to  me  sic  tidings  bring, 

The  music  of  thy  voice  I  heard. 

As  meeting  o'  my  Willy. 

Nor  wist  while  it  enslav'd  me ; 

I  saw  thine  eyes,  yet  nothing  fear'd. 

UK. 

'Till  fears  no  more  had  aav'd  me: 

The  bee  that  thro'  the  sunny  hour 

The  unwary  sailor  thus  aghast. 

Sips  nectar  in  the  opening  flower. 

The  wheeling  torrent  viewing ; 

Compar'd  wi'  my  delight  is  poor. 

'Mid  circling  horrors  sinks  at  last 

Upon  the  lips  o'  Philiy. 

In  overwhelming  ruin. 

The  woodbine  in  the  dewy  weet 
When  evening  shades  in  silence  meet. 

Is  nooht  sao  fragrant  or  sae  sweet 

ccxxxv. 

As  is  a  kiss  o'  Willy. 

0   PHILLY,  HAPPY  BE   THAT  DAT. 

HE, 

Tune—"  Tht  Sow's  Tuil." 

Let  Fortune's  wheel  at  random  rjn. 

[■'This  moiniTig"  (lOlh  November,  I7W),  "though  a 

And  fools  may  tyna,  and  knaves  may  wi 

Q- 

My  thoughts  are  a'  hound  up  in  ane. 

And  that's  my  ain  dear  Philly. 

for  TOU,  though  il  is  not  an  hour  old."] 

What's  a'  jojs  that  gowd  can  gie? 

0  Philly,  happy  be  that  day. 

I  care  nae  wealth  a  single  flie ; 

When  roving  through  the  gather'd  hay. 

The  lad  I  love's  the  lad  for  me. 

My  youthfu'  heart  was  stown  away. 

And  that's  my  ain  dear  Willy. 

And  by  thy  charms,  my  Pliilly. 
0  Willj,  ay  I  bless  the  grove 

Where  first  I  own'd  my  maiden  love, 

Whilst  thou  didst  pledge  the  powers  above. 

CCXXXVI 

To  be  my  ain  dear  Willy. 

CONTENTED   WP   LITTLE. 

As  songsters  of  the  early  year 

Tune— "Xanipa  o'  Pudding." 

Are  ill£a  day  mair  sweet  to  hear, 

[Bums  wsa  anndmltorof  mnny  aongs  which  the 

So  ilka  day  to  me  mair  dear 

"TodUn  Hamo"  he  CDlloilon  unequalled  compo si ti 

mely 
nnfot 

And  charming  is  my  Philly. 
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V  little,  and  oantie  ni'  mair, 
le'er  I  forgather  wi'  sorrow  and  caro, 
them  a,  skelp,  as  they're  ereepin  alang, 
I  cog  o'  guid  swats,  and  an  auld  Scottish 


I  whylea  claw  tlie  elbow  o'  troubleaome  tho'agbt ; 
But  man  is  a  sodger,  and  life  is  a  faught : 
Mj  mirtJi  and  guid  humour  are  coin  in  mjpouoli, 
And  mj  freedom's  mj  lairdship  oae  monarch 
dare  touch. 


A  towmond  o'  trouble,  should  that  be  my  fa', 
A  night  o"  guid  fellowship  sowthers  it  a' ; 
Wlien  at  the  blithe  end  o'  our  journey  at  last, 
Wha  the  deil  ever  thinks  o'  the  road  he  has  past ' 


Blind  ehan 


,  leth 


:  snapper  and  stoyte  on  her 


J,  be't  frae  me,  e'en  let  the  jade  gae : 
My  warst  word   is — "Welcome,  and  welcome 


ccxxxvn. 


CANST   THOir  LEAVE   ME   THUS. 
lane— "  S<H/'a  Wife." 


HnigcomplaiiuorthepnLdneHEofMTS.  Riddel:  the  lad 
replied  in  a  Birain  equally  tender  and  forglvingr] 

Canst  thou  leare  me  thus,  my  Katy  ! 
Canst  tbou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  ? 
Well  thon  know'st  my  aching  heart  — 
And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus  for  pity  1 
In  this  thy  plighted,  fond  regard, 
Thus  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katy  ? 
Is  this  thy  faithful  swain's  reward — 
An  aching,  broken  heart,  my  Katy! 


Farewell  I  and  ne'er  such  sorrows  tear 
That  fickle  heart  of  thine,  my  Katy  I 
Thou  may'st  find  those  will  love  thee  dear^— 
But  not  a  love  like  mine,  my  Katy  ! 
Canat  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  ? 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  f 
Well  thou  know'st  my  aching  heart — 
And  canst  thou  leave  mo  thus  for  pityJ 


CCXXXVIIt. 

MY   NANNIE'S   AWA. 

Tune — "  There'll  never  lepeace." 

■inda,  tradition  avers,  waa  Ihe  Inspirer  r 


Now  in  her  green  mantle  blythe  nature  arrays, 
And  listens  the  lambkins  that  Meat  o'er  the 

While  birds  warble  welcome  in  ilka  green  shaw; 
But  tiD  me  it's  delightless — my  Nannie's  awa  I 


TLb   snaw-drap   and  primrose  our  woodlands 

And  violets  bathe  in  the  weet  o'  the  morn ; 
They  pain  my  sad  bosom,  sae  sweetly  they  blaw. 
They  mind  me  o'  Nannie —  and  Nanny's  awa ! 


Thou  laVrock  that  springs  frae  the  dews  of  the 

The  shepherd  to  warn  o'  Ihe  gray-breaking  dawn. 
And  ihou  mellow  mavis  that  hails  the  night  fa', 
Give  over  for  pity — my  Nannie's  awa  1 


Come  autumn  sae  pensive,  in  yellow  and  gray. 
And  soothe  me  with  tidings  o'  nature's  decay: 
The  dark  dreary  winter,  and  wild  driving  snaw, 
Alane  can  delight  me — now  Naimie's  awa  I 
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ccKXxrx. 
0  WHA  IS   SHE   THAT   LOVES   ME. 

Tune— "  J/brnp." 

['iThb  BOng,"  MjE  Sir  Harris  Nicnlas,  "is  said,  in 

hy  Burns:  but  it  la  not  inpluded  in  Mr.  CuniiingliarB's 

win  find  tha  aong :  and  if  he  will  Inolt  at  page  26,  and 


ThBB 


lo  Ctlori 


0  WBA.  is  she  that  lo'es  me, 

And  has  my  heart  a-beeping  ? 
0  Bweet  is  slie  that  lo'es  me, 
As  dewa  of  simmer  weeping, 
In  tears  the  rose-tniis  steeping! 
0  that's  the  lassie  of  mj  heart, 

My  lassie  ever  dearer ; 
0  that's  the  queen  of  womanMnd, 


Andn< 


If  thou  shalt  meet  a  laaaie 
In  grace  and  beauty  charming, 

That  e'en  thy  chosen  lassie, 
Erewhile  thy  breast  sae  waiining 
Had  ne'er  sio  powers  alarming. 


If  thou  hadst  heard  her  talking, 
And  thy  attentions  plighted. 

That  ilka  body  talking, 
Bat  her  by  thee  is  slighted, 
And  thou  art  all  delighted. 


If  tboa  hast  met  this  fair  one ; 

When  frae  her  thou  hast  parted, 
If  every  other  fair  one. 
But  her,  thou  bast  deserted. 
And  thou  art  broken-hearted ; 

0  that's  the  lassie  o'  my  heart. 

My  lassie  ever  dearer; 
O  that's  the  queen  o'  womankind, 


Andn. 


COXL. 

CALEDONIA. 

Tune — "  Caledonian  SunHs  Delight." 


is  both  kiKT 


:8  oflii 


,r  Ijric 


Thebb  was  onoe  a  day— but  old  Time  then  was 
young — 

That  brave  Caledonia,  the  chief  of  her  line. 
From  some  of  your  northern  deities  sprung, 

{Who    knows    not    that   tiraye    Caledonia's 


From  Tweed  to  the  Orcades  was  her  domai 
To   hunt,   or  to   pasture,   or   do   what 
would : 
Her  heiiv'nly  relations  there  fixed  bi 
And  pledg'd  her  their  godheads  to 
good. 


igQ. 


A  lambkin  in  peace,  but  a  lion  in  war. 

The  pride  of  her  kindred  the  heroine  grew ; 
Her  grandsire,  old  Odin,  triumphantly  swore 
"Whoe'er  shall  provoke  thee,  tb'  ecooonter 
shall  rue !" 
With  tillage   or   pasture   at  times   she  would 
sport. 
To  feed  her  fair  flocks  by  her  green  rustlicg 

But  chiefly  the  woods  were  her  fav'rite  resort. 
Her  darling  amusement,  the  hounds  and  the 


Long  quiet  she  reigc'd;  till  thitherward  steers 
A  flight  of  bold  eagles  from  Adrla's  strand : 

Repeated,  successive,  for  many  long  years. 
They  darken'd  the  air,  and  they  plunder'd  the 

Their  pounces  were  murder,  and  terror  their 

They'd  conquer'd  and  ruin'd  a  world  beside  ; 
She  took  to  her  hills,  and  her  arrows  let  fly — 
The  daring  invaders  they  fled  or  they  died. 


rhe  fell  harpj-raven  took  wing  from  the  north, 
The  scourge  of  the  seas,  and  the  dread  o£  (he 


The  wild  Scandina-vian  boar  issu'd  forth 
To  wanton  in  carnage,  and  wallow  in  gore ; 
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O'er  countries  and  kingdoms  their  fury  prevail'd, 
No  arts  could  appeaao  them,  no  arms  could 

But  brave  Caledonia  in  vain  thej  assail'd, 
Aa  targs  well  can  witness,  and  Loneartie  tell. 

The  Camel Bon-savoge  disturbed  her  repose. 

With  tamalt,  disquiet,  rebellion,  and  strife  ; 
ProTok'd  bejond  bearing,  at  last  sLe  arose, 

Ac!  robb'd  him  at  once  of  his  hope  and  his 
life: 
The  Anglian  lion,  the  terror  of  France, 

Oft  prowling,  ensanguin'd  the  Tweed's  silTcr 
flood: 
But,  taught  by  the  bright  Caledonian  lance. 

He  learned  to  fear  in  his  own  natise  wood. 


Thus  bold,  independent,  uneonquer'd,  and  free. 
Her  tiright  course  of  glory  for  CTer  shall  run : 

For  brave  Caledonia  immortal  must  be ; 

I'll  prove  it  from  Euclid  as  clear  as  the  sun: 

Beetangle-tri angle,  the  figure  we'll  choose. 
The  upright  is  Chance,  and  old  Time  is  the 

But  brave  Caledonia's  the  hypolhenuse  ; 

Then  ergo,  slie'll   match   them,  and  match 
thera  always. 


CCXLI. 

0   LAY   THY  LOOF  IN   MINE,   LAS 

Tune—"  CordiiiaineT'i  March," 


0  LAY  thj  loof  in  mine,  lass, 
In  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  lass  ; 
And  swear  on  thy  white  hand,  lass. 

That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain. 
A  slave  to  love's  unbounded  sway. 
He  aft  has  wrought  me  raeilile  wae  ; 
But  now  he  is  my  deadly  fae, 

TTnless  thou  be  my  ain. 


There's  monie  a  lass  has  broke  my  rest. 
That  for  a  blink  I  hae  lo'ed  best; 
But  thou  art  queen  within  my  breast. 


0  lay  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass. 
In  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  lass; 
And  swear  on  thy  white  band,  1 
That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain. 


THE   FETE  CHAMPBTRE. 

Tune — "  KillUcramiit," 

(Wsittento  introduce  the  name  of  Cunningtan 
interliin,  to  Ihe  puhlig.  Tools  ware  erected  oi 
anks  Qf  Ayr,  d, 


jU place 


0  WHA  will  to  Saint  Stephen' 
To  do  our  errands  there,  m 

O  Wha  will  to  Saint  Steplien'i 
0'  th'  merry  lads  of  Ayr,  r 

Or  will  we  send  a  man-o'-law 


Or  him  whi 


Scotland  a 
,kle  Ursa-Major  f 


Come,  will  ye  court  a  noble  lord. 

Or  bny  a  Score  o'  lairds,  man! 
For  worth  and  honour  pawn  their  word. 

Their  vote  shall  be  Gleneaird's,  man? 
Ane  gies  them  coin,  ane  gies  them  wine, 

Anither  giea  them  clatter; 
Anbank,  wha  gucss'd  the  ladies'  taste. 

He  gies  a  Fete  Champetre. 


When  Love  and  Beauty  heard  the  news, 

The  gay  green-woods  amang,  man  ; 
Where  gathering  flowers  and  busking  bowers, 

They  heard  the  blackbird's  sang,  man  ; 
A  vow,  thoy  seal'd  it  with  a  kiss. 

Sir  Politicks  to  fetter, 
As  theirs  alone,  the  patent-bliss 

To  hold  a  Fete  Champetre. 


Then  mounted  Mirth,  on  gleesome  wing, 
O'er  hill  and  dale  she  flew,  man  ; 

Hk  wimpling  burn,  ilk  crystal  spring, 
Hk  glen  and  shaw  she  knew,  man : 
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She  summoa'd  eyecj  social  sprite 
That  sports  bj  wood  or  natflr, 

On  th'  boanj  banks  of  Ayr  to  meet. 
And  keep  this  Fete  Champetre. 


Cauld  Eoreaa,  wi'  his  boisterous  crew, 

Were  bound  to  stakes  like  kje,  mai 
And  Cynttia's  car,  o'  slWer  fu', 

Clamb  up  the  Etarry  skj,  man; 
Reflected  1] earns  dwell  in  the  streams, 

Or  down  the  current  shatter;      •  ■ 
The  western  breeie  steals  thro'  the  ti 

To  -siew  this  Fete  Champetre. 


How  many  a  roba  sae  gaily  floats ! 

What  sparkling  jewels  glance,  mani 
To  Harmony's  enchanting  notes, 

As  moves  the  maiy  dance,  man. 
The  echoing  wood,  the  winding  flood, 

Lite  Paradise  did  glitter, 
When  angels  met,  at  Adam's  yett. 

To  hold  their  F6te  ChampEtre. 


When  Politics  came  there,  to  mil 

And  make  hia  ethcr-atane,  man  ! 
He  circled  round  the  magic  ground, 

But  entrance  found  ho  nane,  man : 
He  blush'd  for  shame,  he  quat  his  nan 

Forswore  it,  every  letter, 
Wi'  humble  prayer  to  join  and  share 

This  festive  Fete  Champetre. 


CCXLin. 

HERE'S  A  HEALTH. 

lane— "  Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  . 

[The  Charlie  of  this  song  was  CharioB  Foii 

w»E  Lord  Erakine;;in4lM'Leod, the  mitideuBi 

CoLnlBBB  of  Loudon,  was  then,  as  now,  a  i.ami 


It's  guid  to  be  merry  and  wise. 
It's  guid  to  be  honest  and  true, 
It's  guid  to  support  Caledonia's  cans 
And  bide  by  the  buff  and  the  blue. 


Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 

Here's  a  health  "to  them  that's  awa. 

Here's  a  health  to  Charrlie  the  chief  of  the  elan, 

Altho'  that  his  band  be  sW. 

May  liberty  meet  wi'  success  I 

May  prudence  protect  her  frae  evil ! 

May  tyrants  and  tyranny  tine  in  the  mist. 

And  wander  their  way  to  the  devil  1 


Here's  ft  health  to  them  that's  awa. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa; 

Here's  a  health  to  Tammie,  the  Norland  laddie, 

That  lives  at  the  lug  o'  the  law  ! 

Here's  freedom  to  him  thai  wad  read. 

Here's  freedom  to  him  that  wad  write  ! 

There's  nane  ever  fear'd  that  the  truth  should 

be  heard. 
But  they  wham  the  truth  wad  indite. 


Here' 

a  health  t< 

them  that's  awa. 

Here' 

a  health  ( 

them  that's  awa. 

Here' 

Chieftain  M'Leod,  a  chioftdn  worth 

gowd. 

Tho'  bred  amang 

Hare' 

a  health  t. 

them  that's  awa, 

Here' 

a  health  1 

them  that's  awa; 

And  wha  winna  wish  guid  luck  to  our  c 

ause. 

May 

ever  guid  luck  be  their  fa'  I 

CCXLIV. 

13 

THERE 

FOR    HONEST 
TERTY. 

PC- 

Tune— "For  a'  that,  and  a'  that.' 

Hebe's  a  health  to  them  tJiat's  a 
Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  aw 
And  wha  winna  wish  guid  luck  ti 
May  never  guid  luck  be  their  fa' 


Is  there,  for  honest  poverty. 
That  hangs  his  head,  and  a 
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looks  and  elegant  fotniB  of  very  iniiiirefent  rhsnulom 

Wo  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that  1 

lend  a  lasling  Instre  to  paintidg  and  poelr>-.] 

For  a'  tiat,  and  a'  that, 

J 

Our  toila  obscure,  and  a'  that; 

Sweet  fa's  the  eve  on  Craigie-bnm, 

The  rant  is  but  ihe  guinea'a  stamp, 

And  blithe  awakes  the  morrow; 

The  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that! 

But  a'  the  pride  o'  spring's  return 

II. 

Can  yield  me  nooht  but  sorrow. 

What  tho'  on  hamely  fare  we  dine, 

jj 

Wear  hoddin  gray,  and  a'  that  ; 
Gie  fools  their  silks,  and  knares  their  wine, 

1  see  the  flowers  and  spreading  treea 

A  man's  a  man,  for  a'  that! 

I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 

For  »•  that,  and  a'  that. 

But  what  a  weary  wight  can  please, 
And  eare  his  bosom  wringing  ? 

Their  tinsel  eboTf,  and  a'  that; 

'The  honest  man,  thongh  e'er  sae  poor. 

111. 

Is  king  0' men  for  a' that! 

Fain,  fain  would  I  my  griefs  impart. 

Ill 

Yet  dare  na  for  your  anger  ; 

Ye  see  yon  Hrkie,  ctt'd— a  lord, 
Wha  stmts,  and  stares,  and  a'  that ; 

But  secret  love  will  break  my  heart. 

If  I  conceal  it  langer. 

IT 

He's  but  a  eoof  for  a'  that ; 

For  a'  that,  and  a,'  that. 

If  thou  refuse  to  pity  me. 

His  riband,  star,  and  a'  that. 
The  man  ot  independent  mind. 
He  looks  and  langhs  at  a'  that 

If  thou  slialt  love  anither, 
When  yon  green  leayes  fade  fi-ae  the  tree. 
Around  my  grave  they'll  wither. 

A  king  can  make  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  duke,  and  a'  that, 

But  an  honest  man's  aboon  Lis  might. 

COXLVI 

Guid  faith,  he  maunca  fa'  that  1 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

0  LASSIE,  ART  THOU  SLEEPIHG  YET. 

Their  dignities,  and  a'  that. 

Tune-"  Lei  me  m  (Ais  ae  night." 

The  pith  o'  sense,  and  pride  o'  north. 

Are  higher  ranks  than  a'  tlat. 

[ThethonglilsorBurns,iti8sairt,wandetBdtolh8fair 

T, 

song  for  Thomson.    The  idea  is  ttken  from  an  old  lyie, 

Then  let  ns  pray  that  oome  it  may— 

of  more  spirU  than  decorum.] 

As  come  it  will  for  a'  that— 

That  sense  and  worth,  o'er  a'  the  earth. 

0  LsssiE,  art  thon  sleeping  yet, 

May  bear  the  gree,  and  a'  that ; 
">or  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Or  art  thou  waking,  I  would  wit? 

For  love  has  bound  me  hand  and  foot. 

It's  comin'  yet  for  a'  that. 

And  I  would  fain  be  in,  jo. 

That  man  to  man,  the  warld  o'er. 

0  let  me  in  this  ae  night. 
This  ae,ae,ae  night; 

Shall  brolters  be  for  a'  that  1 

For  pity's  sake  this  ae  night. 

Oriae  and  let  me  in,  jo! 

ccxi-p. 

.       "- 

Thou  hear'st  the  winter  wind  and  weet! 

CRAIGIE-BURN  WOOD. 

Nae  star  blinks  thro'  the  driring  sleet: 

LCmgie-burnWnndwnswritMn  for  George  Thomson: 

Tak  pity  on  my  weary  feet. 

Ibe  heroine  ivaa  JeanLoriiner.    How  oRon  Uio  blooming 

And  shield  me  frae  the  rain,  jo. 
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III. 

CCXLVIir. 

The  bitter  blast  that  round  me  blaws, 

Unieodfld  howls,  miheeded  fa'a ; 

THE   DUMFRIES  VOLONTEERS, 

Tie  cauldness  o'  tliy  heart's  the  cause 

Tune— "PusA  about  thejorum." 

Of  a'  my  grief  and  pain,  jo. 

[This  nalional  song  whs  compoaed  in  April,  1705.  TliB 

0  let  me  in  this  ae  night, 

poBi  had  been  at  a  public  meeting,  where  lie  was  leu 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ; 

For  pity's  sake  this  ae  night. 

tCm''wUh''hiB™mpli'™nTi'*WMrjrcks3'^iln! 

0  riae  and  let  ma  in,  jo  i 

llie  BamfrieB  Journal.    The  original,  Ihrough  the  kiral- 

nessof  my  friend,  Jamee  Milligan,  Esq.,  is  now  before 

Does  haughty  Gaul  inrasion  threat, 

Then  let  the  loons  beware.  Sir, 

CCXLVn. 

There's  wooden  walls  upon  our  seas, 

U  TELL  NA  JIE  0'  WIND  AND  KAIN. 

And  volunteers  on  shore.  Sir. 

The  Nith  shall  run  to  CorsinEon, 

prcMcil  hy  Mrs,  liiildel,  Allatei  lo  in  song  CCXXXVII. ; 
Ihere  shB  iB  tender  and  forgiving ;  here  alls  is  slem  and 
cold.] 

And  Criffel  sink  in  Solway, 

Ere  we  permit  a  foreign  foe 

Od  British  ground  to  rally! 

0  let  us  not,  like  snarling  tykes. 

In  wrangling  be  divided ; 

Upbraid  na  me  wi'  canlil  disdain  [ 

Till  slap  come  in  an  nneo  loon 

Gae  back  the  gate  je  cam  again. 

And  wi'  a  rung  decide  it. 

I  winna  let  you  in,  jo. 

Be  Britain  still  to  Britain  true. 

I  tel!  you  now  this  ae  night. 

Amang  onrsels  united; 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  aight, 

For  never  liut  by  British  hands 

And  anee  for  a'  this  ae  night. 

Maim  British  wrangs  be  righted ! 

Iwinnaletyouia,  jol 

II. 

The  kettle  o'  the  kirk  and  stale. 

The  snellest  blast,  at  rairkest  hoars, 

Perhaps  a  clout  may  fail  in't; 

That  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  pours. 

But  deil  a  foreign  tinkler  loon 

Is  nooht  to  what  poor  she  endures. 

Shall  ever  ca'  a  nail  in't. 

That's  tmsted  f^thless  man,  jo. 

Our  fathers'  bluid  the  kettle  botighl. 

And  wha  wad  dare  to  spoil  it ; 

By  heaven!  the  sacrilegious  dog 

The  awcettat  flower  that  deok'd  the  mead. 

Shall  fuel  be  i^  boil  it. 

Now  trodden  like  the  vilest  weed: 

let  simple  maid  the  lesson  read, 

IT. 

The  weird  may  be  her  ain,  jo. 

The  wretch  that  wad  a  tyrsat  own. 

And  the  wretch  his  true-born  brother. 

Who  would  set  the  mob  aboon  the  throne. 

May  they  be  damned  together  1 

Is  now  the  erual  fowler's  prey ; 

Who  will  not  sing,  "God  save  the  King," 

Let  witless,  ttusting  woman  say 

Shall  hang  as  high's  the  steeple  ; 

How  aft  her  fate's  the  same,  jo. 

But  while  we  sing,  "  God  save  the  King," 

I  tell  you  now  this  ae  night, 

We'll  ne'er  forget  the  people. 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ; 

And  ance  for  a'  this  ae  night. 

I  winna  let  you  in  jo  ! 
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Can  I  cease  to  care! 

CCXLIX. 

Can  I  cease  to  languish  I 

ADDRESS   TO   TOE   ■WOOD-LARK. 

While  my  darling  fair 

Tune—"  Where'll  bonme  Ana  lie." 

la  on  the  couch  of  anguish? 

II. 

ao  humour  ia  richer  than  the  delicacy;  the  aamomEy  be 

Eyecy  hope  is  fled, 

said  of  many  of  the  fine  hmtly  lyrics  of  tlie  sldsr  dayi 
of  Caledonia,    TJioae  rersea  were  corapoMd  in  May, 

Every  fear  is  terror  ; 

SMmber  even  I  dread, 

,_ 

Every  dream  is  horror. 

0  STAY,  sweet  warbling  wood-lack,  stay  ! 

III. 

Nor  quit  for  me  the  trembling  epray  ; 

Hear  me,  Pow'rs  di.ine  ! 

A  hapless  lover  courts  thj  lay, 

Oh,  in  pity  hear  me  I 

Thy  soothing  fond  complaining. 

Take  aught  else  of  miae. 

But  my  Chloris  spare  me  1 

II. 

Long,  long  the  night, 

Again,  again  that  tender  part, 

Heavy  comes  the  morrow. 

That  I  may  catoh  tliy  melting  art ; 

While  my  sours  delight 

For  suroly  that  would  touoli  h«r  heart, 

la  on  her  bed  of  sorrow. 

Wha  kills  ma  wi'  disdaining. 
Say,  was  thy  litUe  mate  unkind, 

And  heard  thee  as  the  careless  wind! 

CCLI. 

Oh,  nocLt  hut  love  and  sorrow  join'd, 

CALEDONIA. 

Sio  notes  o'  woe  could  waiiken. 

Tnne—"  Huraovrs  of  Glen." 

IV. 

[Lovaofeounlryoftanminslesintholyrio  Btraina  of 

Thou  tells  a'  neyer-ending  care ; 

Bnms  with  his  personal  attachments,  and  in  few  mora 

IhoheroinewaeMrs-Burns,] 

For  pity's  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  mair! 

Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken  ! 

1. 

Theie  groves  o'  sweet  myrtle  let  foreign  lands 

reckon. 

Where   bright-beaming    summers  eialt   the 

perfume  ; 

Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  green  brockan, 

CCl. 

Wi'  the  bum  stealing  under  the  lang  yellow 

ON   CHLORIS   BEING  ILL. 

broom ; 

Far  dearer  to  me  are  yon  humble  broom  bowers. 

Tune—"  Aij  viahin',  0." 

Where  the  blue^bell  and  gowan  lurk  lowly 

unseen ; 

For  there,   lightly  tripping   amang  the   wild 

flowers, 

Ay  waking,  oh, 

A  Kstening  the  linnet,  aft  wanders  my  Jean. 

Waking  ay  anfl  wflary  ; 

For  thinking  0- my  dearie,] 

Tho'  rich  is  thebreeie  in  their  gay  sunny  valleys. 

1. 

And  OBuld  Caledonia's  blast  on  the  wave  ; 

Long,  long  the  night. 

Their  sweet-scented  woodlands  that  skirt  tho 

Heavy  comes  the  morrow. 

proud  palace, 

While  my  soul's  delight 

What  are  they!— The  haunt  of  the  tyrant 

Is  on  her  bed  of  sorrow. 

and  slave! 
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And,  to  the  wealthy  boohy, 

fountains, 

Poor  woman  sacrifice ! 

The  brave  Cnleiionian  views  wi'  disdain ; 

Meanwhile  the  hapless  daugliter 

He  wandera  as  free  as  the  winds  of  his  moun- 

Has but  a  choice  of  strife ; 

tains, 

To  shun  a  tyrant  father's  hate, 

Save  love's  willing  fetters,  the  chains  o'  hia 
Jean. 

Become  a  wretched  wife. 

The  ravening  hawt  pursuing, 

The  trembling  doye  thus  flies. 

CCLn. 

'TWAS  NA  HER  BONNLB  BLUE  EEN. 

Till  of  escape  despairing, 

Tune—"  Laddie,  Ik  mar  me." 

No  shelter  or  retreat. 

She  trusts  the  ruthless  falconer. 

[Tliough  llie  lady  who  inspireii  iheso  votwa  ia  colled 
Mary  by  Ihe  poet,  mch,  snys  tiadLlion,  was  nol  her 

And  drops  beneath  bis  feet ! 

one  wliile  (hat  Mrs!  Riddel,  and  at  anu'tliei  lime  lliat 

Jean  Locimet  mis  the  heroine.] 

"TwAg  na  her  bonnie  blue  een  was  my  ruin ; 

C€L1V. 

Fair  tlio'  she  be,  that  was  ne'er  my  undoing : 

'Twas  the  dear  smile  when'  naebody  ^id  mind  us. 

MARK  YONDER  POMP. 

'Twaa  the  bewitching,   sweet  stuwn  glance  o' 

Tune-"  Ddl  fak  the  u-ars." 

kindness. 

[Burns  tells  ThomBOn,  in  the  latter  eneloaing  this  anne, 

Sair  Aq  I  fear  that  to  hope  is  denied  me, 

cured  by  Iha  etrait-waistcoot  of  orllicism.    "  You  see," 
said  he,  "howl  onsiver  yoot  orders;  your  tailor  could 
nol  be  more  ponotnnl."    Thie  alrain  in  honour  of  Oiloris 

Sair  do  I  fear  that  despair  maun  abide  mel 

But  tho'  fell  fortune  shonld  fate  na  to  sever, 

ia  original  in  conception,  bat  wantE  the  fine  lyrieal  flow 

Queen  shall  she  be  in  my  boaom  for  ever. 

of  Eome  of  his  other  compositions,] 

Mary,  I'm  thine  wi'  a  passion  sineercst. 

Mask  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fjshion 

And  thou  hast  plighted  me  love  o'  the  dearest ! 

Round  the  wealthy,  titled  bride: 

And  thou'rt  the  angel  that  never  can  alter- 

But  when  compar'd  with  real  passion. 

Sooner  the  Bun  in.hiB  motion  would  falter. 

Poor  is  all  that  princely  pride. 

What  arc  the  showy  treasures  ? 

Wbat  or«  the  noisy  pleasures ! 

The  gay 'gaady  glace  of  vanity  and  art : 

The  polish'd  jewel's  blaze 

CCLIir. 

May  draw  the  wond'ring  gaze. 

HOW  CRUEL  ARE   THE   PARENTS. 

And  courtly  graodenr  bright 

The  fancy  may  delight, 

laae—- Johi  Anderson,  myja." 

But  never,  never  can  come  near  the  heart. 

["I  am  nt  Ihia  moment,"  aays  Barns  to  ThomBOn, 

when  he  Bent  him  lM9  90Dg,"]iol<Iiiighi^h  converse  with 

II. 

sale  dog,  each  as  you  ore."    Yet  there  is  leSs  than  liie 

But, 'aid  you  see  my  dearest  Cliloris 

pngfB  n^nal  inspiration  in  this  lyric,  for  it  is  allcreyrom 

In  Simplicity's  array  ; 

anKnglisLoneO 

Lovely  as  yonder  sweet  opening  flower  is. 

,. 

ShrinKng  from  the  gase  of  day ; 

How  cruel  ate  the  parents 

0  than  the  heart  alarming, 

Who  riohes  only  priia, 

And  all  resistless  charroing. 

m 
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LoYe'a  aeli&l.tfu!  fetters  she  chains  the  wil- 
ling soul ! 
Ambition  would  disown 
The  world's  imperial  crown. 
Even  Avarice  would  deny 
His  worship'd  deity, 
id  feel  thra'  every  vein  Love's  raptures  roll. 


COI.V. 

THIS  IS  NO   MY  AIN   LAS9IE. 

Tune—"  This  is  no  my  aiti  house." 

[Thonjh  composed  lo  the  order  of  ThomBon,  anfl  Ihere- 

tton,  thiBlsnneoflliebappiestnfmodern  wmgE.    "Whea 


59  of  Pan 


■■"I 


Fair  tho'  the  li 

0  weel  ken  I  ray  ain  lassie, 

Kind  love  ia  in  her  e'e, 

I  see  a  form,  I  see  a  face, 

Ye  weel  may  wi'  the  fairest  place : 

It  wants,  to  me,  the  witching  grace, 

The  kind  lovo  that's  in  her  e'e. 


She's  bonnie,  blooming,  straight,  and  tal!, 
And  lang  has  had  my  heart  in  thrall ; 
And  ay  it  charms  my  very  saul, 
The  kind  love  tliat'a  in  her  e'e. 


A  thief  sae  pawkie  is  my  Jean, 

To  steal  a  hlink.  by  a'  unseen ; 

But  gleg  aa  light  are  lovers'  een. 

When  kind  love  is  in  the  e'e. 


It  may  escape  the  courtly  sparks, 

It  may  escape  the  learned  clerks  ; 

But  weel  the  watching  lover  marks 

The  kind  lore  that's  in  her  o'e. 

0  this  is  no  my  ain  lassie, 

Fair  the'  the  lassie  be  ; 

0  wccl  ken  I  my  ain  lassie. 

Kind  love  is  in  her  e'e. 


Kow  spring  has  clad  the  grove  ii 
And  streWd  the  lea  wi'  flower 

The  furrow'd  waving  corn  is  seei 
K^olce  in  fostering  showers  ; 

While  ilka  thing  in  nature  join 


le  the  "  fsic 
dest  of  the 


Thei 

0  why  thus  all  alone 
The  weary  steps  of  w 


The  trout  within  yon  wimpling  bum 

Glides  swift,  a  silver  dart. 
And  safe  beneath  the  shady  thorn 

Defies  the  angler's  art: 
My  life  was  ance  that  careless  stream, 

That  wanton  trout  was  I ; 
But  love,  wi'  unrelenting  beam, 

Has  seoroh'd  my  fountains  dry. 

The  little  flow'ret'a  peaceful  lot, 

In  yonder  clifi'  that  grows. 
Which,  save  the  linnet's  flight,  I  wot, 

Nae  ruder  visit  knows, 
Was  mine  ;  till  love  has  o'er  me  past, 

And  blighted  a'  ray  bloorn. 
And  now  beneath  the  with'ring  blast 

My  youth  and  joy  consume. 

The  wakeu'd  lav'rock  warbling  springs 

And  climbs  the  early  sky. 
Winnowing  blythe  her  dewy  wings 

In  morning's  rosy  eye ; 
As  little  rcokt  I  sorrow's  power. 

Until  the  flow'ry  anaro 
0'  witching  love,  in  luckless  hour. 

Made  me  the  thrall  o'  care. 


0  had  my  fate  been  Greenlantl  snows. 

Or  Afric's  burning  zone, 
Wi'  man  and  nature  Icagii'd  my  foes. 

So  Peggy  ne'er  I'd  known ! 
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*  The  wretch  wliase  doom  ig,  "hope  ni 
What  tongue  his  woes  can  t«U ! 
■Withiii  whase  bosom,  save  despair, 
Kae  kinder  spirits  dwell. 


0  wert  thou,  lore,  but  ni 


How  kindly  thou  wouldst  cheer  ID 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine,  lo 


CCLVII, 
0   BONNIE   WAS   YON  ROSY   BRIER. 


0  BONNIE  was  yon  rosy  brier. 

That  blooms  sae  far  frae  haunt  o' 

Aud  bonnie  she,  ami  ah,  how  dear! 
It  shaded  frae  the  e'enin  sun. 


How  pure,  amttng  the  leaTes  sae  green : 
But  purer  was  the  lorec's  tow 
They  witness'd  in  their  shade  jestreeo. 


Around  me  scowls  a  wintry  sky, 
That  blasts  each  bud  of  hope  and  joy  j 
And  shelter,  shade,  nor  home  have  I, 
Sivve  in  those  arms  of  thine,  love. 


Cold,  alter'd  friendship's  cruel  part^ 

To  poison  Fortune's  ruthless  dart, 

Let  me  not  break  thy  faithful  heart, 

And  say  that  fate  is  mine,  love. 


But  dreary  tho'  the  m 

0  let  me  think  we  yet  shall  n 

That  only  ray  of  solace  sweel 

Can  on  thy  CMoris  shine,  1 

0  wert  thou,  love,  but  nt 


ow  kindly  thou  wouldst  cheer  m 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine,  lor 


All  in  its  rude  and  prickly  bower. 

But  love  is  far  a  sweeter  flower 
Amid  life's  thorny  path  o'  eare. 


The  pathless  wild,  and  wimpling  burn, 
Wi'  Chloris  in  my  arms,  be  mine ; 

And  I  the  world,  nor  wish,  nor  scorn, 
Its  joys  and  griefs  alike  resign. 


CCLIX. 

LAST    MAY  A   BRAW  WOOER. 

Tune—"  The  LolMan  Lassie." 


FORLORN,   MY   LOVE,   NO   COM- 
FORT  NEAR. 
Tune—"  Let  ms  in  this  ae  night." 


FoKLOitN,  my  love,  no  comfort  ne 

Far,  far  from  thee,  I  wander  her' 

Far,  far  from  thee,  the  fate  aerer 

At  which  I  most  repine,  love. 


Last  May  a  braw  wooer  cam  down  tl 

nd  sair  wi'  his  love  he  did  deaye  me 
I  said  there  was  naething  I  hated  like  m 
The  deuce  gae  wi'm,  to  believe,  believ 
The  deuce  gae  wi'm,  to  believe  me ! 


B  spak  o'  the  darts  in  my  bonnie  black  eeE 
And  Tow'd  for  my  love  be  was  dying; 
I  said  he  might  die  when  he  liked  for  Jean, 
The  Lord  forgie  me  for  lying,  for  lying. 
The  Lord  forgie  me  for  lying  I 
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III 

eharmins  EensaUons  of  the  toolhach8,»  have  not  a  word 

A  weel-stoofced  mail  en— him  s  el'  for  the  laird— 

And  marriage  aff-hand,  were  hia  proffers; 

that  I  find  it  impoBBlblB  to  make  another  Btanla  to  suit  it." 

I  never  loot   on  that  I  kenn'd  it,  or  oar'd, 

But  tiought  I  may  hao  waur  offers,  waur 

offers, 

Why,  why  tell  thy  lover. 

But  (iought  I  might  hae  waur  offers. 

Bliss  he  never  must  enjoy: 

Why,  why  undeceive  him. 

IV. 

And  give  all  his  hopes  the  lie! 

But  what  wad  ye  think  ?     In  a  fortnight  or 

laas— 

The  deil  tak  his  taste  to  gae  near  her ! 

0  why,  while  fancy  raptured,  slumbers. 

He  up  the  Gateslaok  to  mj  black  cousin  Bess, 

Chloris,  Chloris  all  the  theme, 

Guess  je  how,   the  jad !  I  could  bear  her. 

Why,  why  wouldat  thou,  cruel, 

could  bear  her. 

Wake  thy  lover  from  his  dream  ! 

Guess  ye  how,  the  jad !  I  could  hear  her. 
But  a.'  the  niest  week  as  I  fretted  ni'  care. 

CCLXI. 

I  gaed  to  the  trjste  o'  Dnlgarnook, 

THE  HIGHLAND  WIDOWS  LAMENT. 

And  wha  hut  my  fine  Eekle  loTer  was  there ! 

I  glowr-d  as  I'd  seen  a  warloek,  a  warlock. 

[This  BOng  is  BBifl  to  be  Bums'a  version  of  a  SaeUi; 
lament  for  the  ruia  which  followed  the  cebellioe  of  thi 

I  glowr'd  as  I'd  seen  a  warloek. 

year  1745 :  he  sent  it  to  the  Muaoum.] 

But  owre  my  left  shouther  I  gae  him  a  blink, 

Oh!  I  am  come  to  the  low  oountrie, 

Lest  necbors  might  say  I  was  sauoy  ; 

Oeh-on,  oeh-on,  och-tie! 

My  wooer  he  caper'd  as  he'd  b«en  in  drink. 

Without  a  penny  in  my  purse. 

And  yow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie,  dear  lassie. 

To  buy  a  meal  to  me. 

And  voK'd  I  waa  hia  dear  lassie. 

VII. 

It  was  na  sae  in  tbe  Iliglilazid  hills. 

I  apier'd  for  mj  cousin  fa'  oouthy  and  sweet, 

Oeh-on,  ooh-on.  ocb-ric ! 

Gin  she  bad  recovered  her  hearin". 

Hae  woman  in  the  country  wide 

And  how  my  auld  shoon  suited  her  abaucbled 

Sae  happy  was  as  me. 

feet, 

But,   heavens !    how  he  feU   a  swoarin',    a 

For  then  I  had  a  score  o'  kye. 

But,  heavens  I  how  he  fell  a  swearin'. 

Ooh-on,  oob-on,  ooh-ric ! 

Feeding  on  yon  hilU  so  high, 

Till. 

And  giving  railk  to  me. 

He  begged,  for  Gndesake,  I  wad  be  his  wife. 

Or  else  I  wad  kill  him  wi'  sorrow; 

So,  e'en  to  preserve  the  poor  body  in  life, 

And  there  I  had  three  score  o'  yowea. 

I  think  I  maua  wed  him  to-morrow,  to-mor- 

Och-on,  oeh-on,  oeh-rie ! 

Skipping  on  ynn  bonnie  knowes. 

I  think  I  maun  wed  hijn  to  morrow. 

And  casting  woo'  to  me. 

I  was  the  happiest  of  a'  the  clan, 

CCLS. 

Sair,  sair,  may  I  repine  ; 

For  Donald  was  the  brawest  lad. 

0  H  1, 0  R I  S. 

And  Donald  he  waa  mine. 

Tune—"  Caledonian  Hint's  Ddight." 

VI. 

i"  i  ™  at  prsaent,"  says  Bnnis  to  Thomson,  when  he 

Till  Charlie  Stewart  cam'  at  last. 

Sae  far  to  sot  us  free  ; 
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My  Donald's  arm  -nas  winted  then, 
for  Scotland  and  for  me. 

And  dawin'  it  is  dreary 
When  birks  are  bare  at  Yule. 

Their  waefu'  fate  what  need  I  tell, 
Right  to  the  wrang  did  yield : 

My  Dunald  and  his  country  fell 
Upon  Culloden'3  field. 

0  bitter  blaws  the  e'enin'  blast 
Wlien  bitter  bites  the  frost. 

And  in  the  mirk  and  dreary  drift 
The  Lilla  and  glens  are  lost 

Oh  1  I  am  come  to  the  low  couiitrie, 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie ! 
Nae  woman  in  the  world  wide 

Sae  wretched  cow  as  me. 

Ne'er  sae  murky  blew  (he  night 
That  drifted  o'er  the  hill. 

But  a  bonnie  Peg-a-Ramsej 
Gat  grist  to  her  mill. 

CCLXII. 
TO   GENERAL  DUMOURIEB. 

ocLxrv. 

PAEOnY   ON    BOBIS   ADAIK. 

THERE    WAS    A    BONNIE    LASS. 

[Burns  wrote  tliis  "Welcome"  on  Ihe  unexpeclod  de- 
feclioncfGencmlDumcurier.] 

[A  sncitch  of  an  old  elrain,  trimmed  up  a  lil.le  Sot  th. 

Tou'kb  wekoDie  to  despots,  Dumoui-ier  ; 
Yoa're  welcome  to  despots,  Buiaourier  ; 

How  does  Dampiere  cio? 

Aye,  and  BournonTille,  too  ? 
Why  did  they  not  come  along  with  you,  Du- 
ra ourier  ? 

There  was  a  bonnie  lass. 
And  a  bonnie,  bonnie  laas. 

And  she  lo'ed  her  honnie  laddie  dear ; 
Till  war's  loud  alarms 
Tore  her  laddie  frae  her  arms, 

Wr  mony  a  sigh  and  tear. 

I  will  fight  France  with  yon,  Dumuurier; 

I  will  light  France  with  you,  Dumonrier ; 
I  will  fight  France  with  you, 
I  will  take  my  chance  with  you; 

Bjmysoul  I'll  dance  a  dance  with  you,  Dumou- 

Thin  let  us  light  about,  Dnmourier  ; 
Then  let  ua  fight  about,  Dumoui-'er  ; 
Then  let  us  fight  about. 
Till  freedom's  spark  is  out, 
;    Then  we'll  be  damn'd,  no  douht,  Dnmourier. 

Over  sea,  over  shore. 

Where  the  cannons  loudly  roar. 
He  still  was  a  stranger  to  fear; 

And  nocht  could  him  quell. 

Or  Mb  bosom  assail, 
But  the  bonnie  lass  he  lo'ed  eae  dear. 

CCLXV. 

0  MALLY'S  MEEK,  MALLY'S  SWP.»"" 
■     [Bums,  it  is  said,  cgmposod  thsse  veiies,  on  meelmg 

Blruek  Willi  iier  beaut)',  and  as  beautifully  has  ha  recordeil 

PEG-A-RAMSEY. 

Taae—"  Caidd  is  the  e'enm  lUH." 

IMosl  of  Ihis  song  is  olri :  Burns  gave  it  a  brasliing  for 
Ihe  Museum.] 

CiULD  is  the  e'eaiu'  blast 
0'  Bor/jas  o'er  the  pool. 

0  MAiiY's  meek,  Mally's  sweet, 
Mally's  modest  and  discreet, 

Mally's  rare,  Mally's  fair, 
Mally's  every  way  complete . 
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As  I  was  walking  up  the  street, 

But  the  sweet  yellow  darlings  wi'  Geoi-die  im- 

A barefit  maid  I  chano'd  to  meet ; 

prest. 

But  0  the  road  waa  very  hard 

The  langcr   ye  hae   them— the   mair   they're 

For  til  at  fair  maiden's  tender  feet. 

cares  t. 

Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher. 

II. 

Then  iiey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher ; 

ft  were  mair  meet  that  those  fine  feet 

Tlien  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher. 

Were  woel  lae'd  up  in  silken  shoon, 

The  Dice  yellow  guineas  for  me. 

.Ind  'twere  more  fit  that  she  should  sit. 

Within  jon  chariot  gilt  aboon. 
Her  yellow  hair,  beyontl  compare, 

Comes  trinkling  down  her  swan-white  neck  ; 

CCLXVir. 

And  her  two  eyes,  like  stars  in  skies. 

J  E  s  s  y. 

Would  keep  a  sinking  ship  frae  wreck. 

Tune—"  Here's  a  heallh  lo  them  Ihafs  men." 

0  Mally's  meek,  Mally's  sweet. 

Mally's  modest  and  discreet. 

[Wrilleninhononrof  MisB  Jesaio  Lewars,  now  Mrs 
soothed  IhoLnelhoutBOflha  dying  poet,  and  if  immoruilily 

Mally's  rare,  Mally's  fair, 

Mally's  every  way  complete. 

Hrb.e'8  a.  Iiealtli  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear : 

Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear  ; 

Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  lovers 

meet. 

UEY   rOR   A    LASS   Wl'   A   TOCIIEIl. 

And  soft  as  thijir  porting  tear— Jessy  ! 

Tone—"  BaUitamma  Om." 

II 

Altlio'  thou  maira  never  be  mine. 

OS  prlulBil  as  fi.n  of  Iho  poel'8  contrilintion  lo  llie  Irish 
nelodis^B :  he  colls  it  "a  kind  of  thapBoiiy,"! 

Altho-  aren  hope  is  denied; 

'Tis  sweeter  for  tliee  despairing. 

I- 

Then  aught  in  the  world  beside— Jessy  ! 

AwA  wi'  your  witchcraft  o'  beauty's  alarms, 

The  slender  bit  beauty  you  grasp  in  your  arms : 

II!. 

0,  gie  me  the  lass  that  has  acres  o'  charms. 

I  mourn  through  the  gay,  gaady  day. 

0,  ^e  me  the  lass  wi'  the  weel-stockit  farms. 

As,  hopeless,  I  muse  on  thy  charms  : 

Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher, 

But  welcome  the  dream  o'  sweet  slumber. 

Then  hey  for  a  lase  wi'  a  tocher; 

For  tlien  I  ain  lookt  in  tliy  arms— Jessy ! 

Then  bey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher, 

The  niee  yellow  guineas  for  me. 

I  guess  by  the  dear  angel  smile. 

II. 

I  guess  by  the  loTe  rolling  e'e ; 

Four  beauty's   a   flower,  in  the  morning  th.it 

Bnt  why  urge  the  tender  confession 

blows 

'Gainst  fortune's  fell  cruel  decree  ?— Jessy  i 

And  withers  the  faster,  the  faster  it  grows  ; 

Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear  ; 

But  the  rapturous  charm  o'  the  bonnie  green 

Here's  a  heallh  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear ; 

knowes. 

Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smiie  when  fond  lovera 

Hk  spring  they're  new  deckit  wi'  bonnie  white 

meet, 

yowes. 
And  e'en  when  this  beauty  your  hosom  has  blest, 

And  soft  as  their  parting  tear— Jessy  1 

The  hrightest  o'  beauty  may  cloy  when  poasest; 
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ccLxviir. 

Full  well  thon  know'st  I  love  thee,  dear  1 

Could'Bt  thou  to  malice  lend  an  ear  ! 

FAIREST  MATl)  OJI  DEVON  BA^JES. 

01  did  cot  love  esclaim  "  Forbear, 

Nor  nse  a  faithful  lover  ao." 

Taae—"  Eothemurdie." 

[0=  IhD  lathof  Julj,  1706,  IE  BatLi  luy  dying  at  Brow, 

II. 

Ihis  «Dg,  the  la»  ],6  was  !o  nieaBure  in  tl,»  world,  wai 

Then  come,  tliou  fairest  of  the  fair, 

Those  wonted  smiles,  0  let  me  share  ; 

And  Ly  thy  beauleoua  eelf  I  Bwear, 

J. 

No  love  but  thine  my  heart  shall  know. 

TuBEST  maid  on  Devon  banks, 

Fairaat  maid  on  Devon  baoka, 

Cryetal  Devon,  winding  Devon, 

Crystal  Devon,  winding  Devon, 

Wiit  thou  Iftj  that  frown  asiiJe, 

Wilt  tiiou  lay  tbat  frown  aside, 

And  smile  as  thou  were  wont  to  do  ? 

And  smile  as  thou  were  wont  to  do ! 

GENERAL   CORUESPONDEKCE. 


TO   WILLIAM   BURNESS. 


In-iM,  D/c.  iT,  17S1. 
Honoured  Sib, 
I  HAVE  purposely  dslayad  writing  in  the  hope 
lat  I  should  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you 
1  New- Year's  day;  but  work  curaea  so  hard 
Don  u8,  that  I  do  not  choose  to  be  absent  on 


th 


for  e 


B  other 


little 


as  ioh  I  shall  tell  you  at  meeting.     My 

learly  the  same  as  when  you  were 
mj  sleep  is  s>  little  sounder,  and  on 
am  rather  better  than  otherwise, 
mend  by  very  slow  degrees.  The 
of  my  nerves  haa  so  debilitated  my 
m  I  dare  neither  review  paat  wants,  nor 

d  into  futurity ;  for  the  leaat  ansiety 
p  aUon  in  my  breast  produces  moat  un- 

happy effects  on  my  whole  frame.  Sometimes, 
indeed,  when  for  an  hour  or  two  my  spirits  are 
^lightened,  I  glimntor  a,  tittle  into  futurity  ;  but 
my  principal,  and  indeed  my  only  pleasurable 
employment  ia  looking  backwards  and  forwards 
a  moral  aJii  religious  way ;  I  am  quite  trans- 


ported at  the  thought,  that  ere  long,  perhaps 
very  soon,  I  shall  bid  an  eternal  adieu  to  all  the 
pains,  and  uneasiness,  and  disquietudes  of  this 
weary  life :  for  I  assure  you  I  am  heartily  tired 
of  it;  and  if  I  do  not  very  much  deceive  my- 
self, I  could  contentedly  and  gladly  resign  it. 

It  is  for  this  reason  I  am  more  pleased  with  the 
l&th,  ICth,  and  17th  verses  of  the  7th  chapter 
of  Eevelations,  than  with  any  ten  times  as 
many  ver.oes  in  the  whole  Bible,  and  would  not 
exchange  the  noble  enthusiasm  with  which  they 
inspire  me  for  all  that  this  world  has  to  offer. 
As  for  this  world,  I  despair  of  ever  making  a 
figure  in  it.  I  am  not  formed  for  the  bustle  of 
the  busy,  nor  the  flutter  of  the  gay.  I  shall 
never  again  be  capable  of  entering  into  such 
scenes.  Indeed  I  am  altogether  uiiooneerned 
at  the  thoughts  of  this  life.  I  foresee  that  po- 
verty and  obscurity  probably  await  me,  and  1 
am  in  some  measure  prepared,  and  daily  pre- 
paring to  meet  them.  I  have  but  just  time  and 
paper  to  return  you  my  grateful  tha^ilis  for  the 
lesaoDS  of  virtue  and  piety  you  have  given  me, 
which  were  too  much  neglected  at  the  time  of 
which  I  hope  have  been  ro- 
ts yet  too  late.  Present  my 
1  my  mother,  and  my  compli- 


giving  them,  b\ 
membered  ere  1 
dutiful  respects 
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mentStoMr.  andMrs.  Muir;  and  witlmialiing 
jou  a,  mercy  Kew- Year's  day,  I  shall  conclude. 
I  am,  honoured  sir,  jour  dutiful  son, 

EOBEBT  BuoNfSa. 
P.  S.   My  meal  is  nearly  out,  but  I  am  going 
to  borrow  till  I  get  more. 


, JOHN   MURDOCH 


BTABLES-i; 
[John  Murdoch,  t 


if  Scotland  to  Lon* 


.1,,] 


Lochlea,  J5th  Jaimanj,  1783. 
Dear  Sib, 

Ab  I  have  an  opportunity  of  sending  you  a 
letter  without  putting  you  to  tliat  eipenae 
which  any  production  of  mine  would  but  ill 
repay,  I  embrace  it  with  pleasure,  to  tell  you 
that  I  have  not  foi^ottcn,  nor  ever  will  forgot, 
the  majiy  obligations  I  lie  under  to  your  tind- 
ness  and  friendship. 

I  do  not  doubt.  Sir,  but  you  will  wish  to  know 
what  lias  been  the  result  of  all  the  pains  of  an 
indulgent  father,  and  a  masterly  teacher  ;  and 
I  wish  I  could  gratify  your  curiosity  with  such 
a  recital  as  you  would  he  pleased  with ;  but 
that  ia  what  I  am  afraid  will  not  be  the  ease. 
I  have,  indeed,  kept  pretty  clear  of  vieioua 
habita ;  and,  in  this  respect,  I  hope,  my  conduct 
will  not  disgraee  the  education  I  have  gotten  ; 
but,  as  a  man  of  the  world,  I  arn  most  miserably 
defieiect.  One  would  hare  thought  that,  bred 
as  I  have  been,  under  a  father,  who  has  figured 
pretty  well  as  «n  homme  des  afairea,  I  might  hvte 
been,  what  the  world  calls,  a  pushing,  active 
fellow ;  but  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Sir,  there  la 
hardly  anything  more  my  reverse.  I  seem  to 
he  one  sent  into  the  world  to  Bee  and  observe , 
and  I  very  easily  compound  with  the  knave  who 
tricks  me  of  my  money,  if  there  be  anything 
original  about  him,  which  shows  me  human  na- 
ture in  a  different  light  from  anything  I  have 
seen  before.  In  short,  the  joy  of  my  heart  is 
to  "  study  men,  their  manners,  and  their  ways  ," 
and  for  this  darling  subject,  I  cheerfully  saori- 
fico  every  other  consideration.  I  am  quite  in- 
dolent about  those  gruat  concerns  that  set  the 


bustling,  busy  Kons  of  care  agog  ;  and  if  I  have 
to  answer  for  the  present  hour,  I  am  very  easy 
with  regard  to  anything  further.  Even  the 
last,  worst  shift  of  the  unfortunate  and  tie 
wretched,  does  not  much  territyme:  I  know 
fliat  even  then,  my  talent  for  what  country  folks 

tified  by  a  hoary  head,  would  procure  me  so 
much  esteem,  that  even  then — I  would  learn  to 
be  happy.'  However,  I  am  under  no  appre- 
hensions about  that ;  for  though  indolent,  yet  so 
far  as  an  extremely  delicate  constitution  per- 
mits, I  am  not  lazy  ;  and  in  many  things,  eipe- 
cially  in  tavern  matters,  I  am  a  strict  econo- 
mist ;  not,  indeed,  for  the  sake  of  the  mousy ; 
hut  one  of  the  principal  parts  in  my  composition 
is  a  kind  of  pride  of  stomach  ;  and  I  scorn  to 
fear  the  face  of  any  man  living :  above  every- 
thing, I  abhor  as  hell,  the  idea  of  sneaking  in  a 
corner  to  avoid  a  dun. — possibly  some  pitiful, 
sordid  wretjih,  who  in  my  heart  I  despise  and 
detest.  'Tis  this,  and  this  alone,  that  endears 
economy  to  me.  In  the  matter  of  books,  in- 
deed, I  am  very  profuse.  My  favourite  authors 
are  of  the  sentimental  kind,  such  as  Shenstone, 
particularly  his  "  Elegies  ;"  Thomson  ;  "  Man 
of  Feeling" — a  book  I  prize  nest  to  the  Bib 
"  Mao  of  the  World ;"  Sterne,  especially  his 
"Sentimental  Journey;"  Macpherson's  " 
sian,"  &o. ;  these  are  the  gloriooa  models  after 
which  I  endeavour  to  form  my  conduct,  and  't 
incongruous,  'tis  absurd  to  suppose  that  the  mo 
whose  mind  glows  with  sentiments  lighted  np 
at  their  sacred  flame — the  man  whoso  heart  dis- 
tends with  benevolence  to  all  the  human  race — 
he  "who  can  soar  above  this  little  scene  of 
things". — can  lie  descend  to  mind  the  paltry  con. 
corna  about  which  the  terrfefilial  raco  fret,  and 
fume,  and  ves  themselves  !  0  how  the  glorious 
Iriiunph  "Wells  my  heart  I  I  forget  that  I  am  a 
pour,  msigiiificant  devil,  unnoticed  and  un- 
known, stalking  np  and  down  fairs  and  mar- 
kets, when  I  happen  to  be  in  them,  reading  a 
page  or  two  of  mankind,  and  "  catching  the 
manners  Imng  as  they  rise,"  whilst  the  men  of 
bugines'  jostle  me  on  every  side,  as  an  idle  en- 
eumhram'r  in  their  way. — But  I  dare  say  I  have 
by  this  time  tired  your  patience;  so  I  sliall 
conclude  with  begging  you  to  give  Mrs.  Mur- 
doch—not my  compliments,  for  that  is  a  mere 
common  place  story  ;  but  my  wannest,  kindest 
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les  for  her  welfitre  ;  and  accept  of  the  sami 
for  yourself,  from, 

Dear  Sir,  jours.— R,  B. 


TO  MR.   JAMES    BURNESS, 


^.] 


LotMea,  2\st  June,  1783. 
Deah  Sir, 
My  father  reoeiyed  your  fiTour  of  the  10th 
lurrent,  and  as  ho  has  been  toy  some  niontha 
Tevy  poorly  in  health,  and  is  in  his  own  opinion 
(and  indeed,  in  almost  arerybody's  else)  in  a 
dying  condition,  be  has  only,  with  great  diffi- 
culty, written  a  few  farewell  lines  to  each  of 
his  brothers-in-law.  For  this  melancholy  rea- 
son, I  now  hold  tlie  pen  for  him  to  thank  you 
for  your  kind  letter,  and  to  assure  yon,  Sir,  that 
it  shall  not  be  my  fault  if  my  father's  correspon- 
dence in  the  north  die  pith  him.  My  brother 
writes  to  John  Caird,  and  to  him  I  must  refer 
you  for  the  news  of  oar  family. 

1  shall  only  trouble  you  with  a  few  particu- 
lars relative  to  th.6  wretched  state  of  this 
coantry.  Our  markets  are  eiceedingly  high; 
oatmeal  17d.  and  ISd.  per  peck,  and  not  to  bo 
gotten  even  at  that  price.  We  have  indeed  been 
pretty  well  supplied  with  quantities  of  white 
peas  from  England  and  elsewhere,  but  that  re- 
source ia  likely  to  fail  us,  and  what  will  become 
of  us  then,  particularly  the  very  poorest  sort, 
Heaven  only  knows.  This  country,  till  of  late, 
Svas  flourishing  incredibly  in  the  manufacture 
of  silk,  lawn,  and  carpet-Tveaving ;  and  wo  are 
still  carrying  on  a  good  deal  in  that  way,  but 
much  reduced  from  what  it  was.  We  had  al: 
a  fine  trade  in  the  shoo  way,  but  now  entirely 
uined,  and  hundreds  driven  to  a  starving 
dition  on  account  of  it.    Farming  is  also 


very  low  ebb  with  as.     Our  lauds,  generally 
speaking,   are  mountainous  and   barren;   and 
onr  landholders  full  of  ideas  of  farming  gathered 
from  the  Engl   h    ndthLhn     ad    th 
rich  soils  in  &    tl  nd  m  k    n      11  w  f 

the  odds  of  th    q     1 1      f  1  nl        d 
quently  stret  huam     hby    dwh       nh 
event  wo  will  b     f      d  abl     t     i   y      V, 
also  much  atal       fw         fpP      mlda 
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doubt  you  I        d     f    h       nn  I         n  rab  ra     f 
them  ;  and  im  g  E  gl    h        d  F         1         d 

other  foreign  1  nd  f  pp  h  d 

as  many  more.  There  13  a  great  trade  of  smug- 
gling carried  on  along  our  coasts,  which,  how- 
ever destruotive  to  the  interests  of  the  kingdom 
at  large,  certainly  enriches  this  corner  of  it, 
but  too  often  at  the  expense  of  our  mor 
However,  it  enables  individuals  to  make,  at  least 
for  a  time,  a  splendid  appearance ;  but  Fortune, 
as  is  usual  with  her  when  she  is  uncommonly 
lavish  of  her  favours,  is  generally  even  with  then 
at  the  last;  and  happy  were  it  for  numbers  of 
them  if  she  wonld  leave  them  no  worse  than 
when  she  found  them. 

My  mother  sends  you  a  small  present  of  a 
cheese,  'tis  but  a  very  little  one,  as  our  last  year's 
stock  is  sold  otf ;  but  if  you  could  fix  on  any  cor- 
respondent in  Edinburgh  or  Glasgow,  we  would 
send  you  a  proper  one  in  the  season.  Mrs.  Black 
promises  to  take  the  cheese  under  her  care  aa 
far,  and  then  to  send  it  to  you  by  the  Stirling 

I  shall  conclude  this  long  letter  with  assuring 
you  that  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  hear  from  you, 
or  any  of  our  friends  in  your  country,  when  op- 
portunity soti'es. 


1  This  gam 


m  (the  , 


elder 


•ax&s  kept  up  bj-  my  br 


le  renewed.    Myfathi 
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My  father  sends  yoii,  probably  for  the  Inst 
time  in  this  world,  his  warmest  'wishes  for  your 
■wolfare  and  happiness  ;  and  my  mother  and  the 
rest  of  the  family  desire  to  enclose  their  kind 


1,  Mrs. 


iss,  and  tlie  rt 
a  of, 


fd  by  Gilb 


iBdy.J 


truth,  has  made 
lid  take  me 
id  with   h 


Lochlea,  1783. 

I  VERiiY  believe,  my  dear  E.,  that  the  pur 
genuine  feelings  of  loYe  are  as  rare  in  the  world 
as  tho  pure  genuine  principles  of  virtui 
piety.  This  I  hope  will  account  for  the  m 
mon  style  of  all  my  letters  to  you.  By  ni 
mon,  I  mean  tlieir  beingwritten  in  such  a  s( 
manner,  which,  to  tell  you 
me  often  afraid  lest  you 
some  lealous  bigot,  who 
mistress  as  he  would  couTerse  witli  his  mini 
I  don't  know  how  it  is,  my  dear,  for  tho  f^ 
eicept  your  company,  there  is  nothing  on  ea  h 
gives  me  so  much  pleasure  as  writing  to  u 
yet  it  never  gives  me  those  giddy  raptures  so 
much  talked  of  among  lovers.  I  have  often 
thought  that  if  a  well-grounded  affaetion  be  not 
really  a  part  of  virtue,  'ds  something  eitremely 
akin  to  it.  Whenever  the  thought  of  my  E. 
warms  my  heart,  every  feeling  of  humanity, 
every  principle  of  generosity  kindles  in  my 
breast.  It  cstinguishes  every  dirty  spark  of 
malice  and  envy  which  are  bnt  too  apt  to  infest 
me.  I  grasp  every  creature  in  the  arms  of 
Univeraal  benevolence,  and  equally  participate 
in  the  pleasurca  of  tlie  happy,  and  sympathize 
with  the  miseries  of  the  unfortunate.  I  assure 
you,  my  dear,  I  often  look  up  to  the  Divine  Dis- 

:er  of  events  witli  an  aye  of  gratitade  for  the 
blessing  whieh  I  hope  lie  intends  to  bestow  on 
in  bestowing  you.  I  siaoerely  wish  that  he 
may  bless  my  endeavours  to  make  your  life  aa 
comfortable  and  happy  as  possible,  both  in 
sweetening  the  rougher  parts  of  my  natural  tem- 


per, and  bettering  the  unkindly  circumstai 
of  ray  fortune.  This,  my  dear,  is  a  passion 
least  in  my  view,  worthy  of  a  man,  and  I  will 
add  worthy  of  a  Christian.  The  sordid  earth- 
worm may  profess  love  to  a  woman's  person, 
whilst  in  reality  his  affectioD  is  centred  in  her 
pocket ;  and  the  slavish  drudge  may  go  a-wooing 
as  he  gees  to  the  horse-market  to  choose  one 
who  is  stout  and  firm,  and  as  we  may  say  of  an 
old  horse,  one  who  will  be  a  good  drudge  and 
draw  kindly.  I  disdain  Ibeir  dirty,  pony  ideas. 
I  would  be  heartily  ont  of  humour  with  myself 
if  I  thought  I  were  capable  of  having  so  poor  a. 
notion  of  the  sex,  whioli  were  designed  to  crown 
the  pleasures  of  society.  Poor  devils  1  I  don't 
envy  them  tbeir  happiness  who  have  such 
notions.  For  my  part,  I  propose  quite  other 
pleasures  with  my  dear  partner. 

K.  B. 


TO   MISS   E. 


ot  remember,  in  the  course  of  your  ai 
I  and  mine,  ever  to  have  heard  your 
n  he  ordinary  way  of  falling  in  lov 
p  pie  of  onr  station  of  life :  I  do  n. 
persona  who  proceed  in  the  way  of 
ut  those  whose    affection  is   really 


gan 


Though  I  be,  as  you  know  very  well,  but  a 
very  awkward  lover  myself,  yet  as  I  have  some 
opportunities  of  observing  the  conduct  of  othei 
are  much  better  skilled  in  (ho  affair  o 
courtship  than  I  am,  I  often  think  it  is  owing  to 
lucky  chance  mora  than  to  good  management, 
that  there  are  not  more  unhappy  marriages  than 
iually  are. 

It  is  natural  for  a,  young  fellow  to  like  the  a 
quaintance  of  the  females,  and  customary  fi 
him  to  keep  them  company  when  oceasic 
serves;  some  one  of  them  is  more  agreeable  i 
him  iian  the  rest;  there  is  aometiing,  he  knows 
not  what,  pleases  him,  he  knows  not  how,  in 
her  company.  This  I  take  to  be  what  ia  called 
love  with  the  greater  part  of  us ;  and  I  must 
own,  dear  E,,  it  is  a  hard  game,  such  a  one  as 
you  have  to  play  when  you  meet  with  such  a 
lover.  ¥«i-eaBnot-refH9e-hut  he  is  sincere,  and 
yet  though  you  use  him  ever  so  favourably,  per- 
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Imps  ia  a  few  month?,  or  at  farthest  In  a  year 
ar  two,  the  eame  unac countable  fancy  may  make 
liim  as  distractedly  fond  of  another,  whSst  you 
ire  quite  forgot^*'!  am  aware  that  perhaps  the 
nest  time  I  hare  the  pleasure  of  seeing  jou, 
voa  ma;  bill  me  take  ray  own  lesson,  home,  and 
tell  me  that  the  passion  I  have  professed  foe 
rou  is  perhaps  one  of  those  transient  flaahes  I 
have  been  describing;  but  I  hope,  my  dear  E., 
you  ■will  do  ma  the  justice  to  balieve  me,  when 
Bsure  you  that  the  love  I  have  for  you  is 
founded  on  the  sncrel  prineipies  of  yirtUB  and 
our,  and  by  consequence  so  long  as  you  con- 
le  possessed  of  those  amiable  qualities  which 
Srst  inspired  my  passion  for  you,  so  long  mast 
iontinue  to  love  you.  Believe  me,  my  dear, 
is  love  like  this  alone  which  can  render  the 
rriage  state  happy.  People  may  talk  of 
nes  and  raptures  as  long  as  they  please,  and 
rarm  fancy,  with  a  flow  of  youthful  spirits, 
y  make  them  feel  something  like  what  they 
describe  ;  but  sure  {J^jyn  Vhe  nobler  faculties  of 
the  mind,  with  kindred  feelings  of  the  heart, 
n  only  ibe  the  foundation  of  friendship,  and  it 
has  always  been  my  opinion  tliat  the  married 
was  only  friendship  in  a  more  ejalted  degree. 
If  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  grant  my  wishes, 
and  it  should  please  Providence  to  spare  us  to 
the  latest  periods  of  iife,  I  can  look  forward  and 
that  even,  then,  though  bent  down  vrith 
wrinkled  age ;  even  then,  when  all  other  worldly 
circumslnnces  will  be  indifferent  to  me,  I  will 
regard  m<[Ji-  with  the  tenderest  affectiton,  and 
for  &13  plain  reason,  because  she  is  still  pos- 
ed of  those  noble  qualities,  improved  to  a 
much  higher  degree,  which  first  inspired  my 
affection  for  heT. 


I  know  were  I  to  apeak  in  such  a  style  to  many 
a  girl,  who  thinks  herself  possessed  of  no  small 
share  of  sense,  she  would  think  it  ridiculous ; 
but  the  language  of  the  heart  is,  my  dear  Ej_ 
the  only  courtship  I  shall  ever  use  to  you. 

Wien  I  look  ovej  what  I  have  written,  I  am 
aenable  it  is  vastly  different  from  the  ordinary 
Style  of  courtship,  but  I  shall  make  no  apology 
— I  know  your  good  nature  will  escuse  what  your 
good  sense  may  see  amiss. 


TO   MISS   E. 

LocMea,  1783. 

I  HATE  often  thought  it  a  peculiarly  unlucky 
circumstance  in  love,  that  though  in  every  othei 
situation  in  life,  telling  the  truth  is  not  only  the 
safest,  but  actually  by  far  the  easiest  way  of 
proceeding,  a  lover  is  never  under  greater  diffi. 
oulty  in  acting,  or  more  puzzled  for  expression, 
than  when  his  passion  is  sincere,  and  his  inten- 
tions are  honourable.  I  do  not  think  that  it  is 
very  difficult  for  a  person  of  ordinary  capacity 
to  talk  of  love  and  fondness,  which  ace  not  felt, 
and  tomakevowsof  constancy  and  fidelity,  which 
are  never  intended  to  be  performed,  if  he  bo  vil- 
lifin  enough  to  praetiae  Such  detestable  conduct : 
but  to  a  man  whose  heart  glows  with  the  princi- 
ples of  integrity  and  truth,  and  who  sincerely 
loves  a  woman  of  amiable  parson,  uncommon  re- 
finement of  sentiment  and  purity  of  manners — 
to  such  a^  one,  in  such  circumstances,  I  can  as- 
sure you,  my  dear,  from  my  own  feelings  at  this 
present  moment,  courtship  is  a  task  indeed. 
There  is  such  anumber  of  foreboding  fears  and 
distrustful  aniietiea  crowd  into  ray  mind  when 
I  am  in  your  company,  or  when  I  sit  down  to 
write  to  you,  that  what  to  speak,  or  what  to 
write,  I  am  altogether  at  a  loss. 

There  is  one  rule  which  I  have  hitherto  prac- 
tised, and  which  I  shall  invariably  keep  with  you, 
and  that  is  honestly  to  tell  you  the  plain  truth. 
There  is  something  so  mean  and  unmanly  in  the 
arts  of  dissimulation  and  falsehood,  that  I  am 
surprised  they  oan  be  acted  by  any  one  in  so 
noble,  so  generous  a  passion,  as  virtuous  love. 
No,  my  dear  E,,  I  shall  never  endeavour  tfl  gain 
your  favour  by  such  detestable  practices.  If 
you  will  be  so  good  and  so  generous  as  to  admit 
me  for  y»uF  partner,  your  companion,  your  bo- 
som friend  through  life,  there  isnothing  on  this 
aide  of  eternity  shall  ^ve  mfe  greater  transport ; 
but  I  shall  never  think  of  purchasing  your  hand 
by  any  arts  unworthy  of  a  man,  and  I  will  add 
of  a  Christian.  There  is  one  thing,  my  dear, 
which  I  earnestly  request  of  you,  and  it  is  tliia ; 
that  you  would  soon  either  put  an  end  to  my 
hopes  by  a  peremptory  refusal,  or  cure  me  of  my 
fears  by  a  generous , consent. 

It  would  oblige  me  much  if  you  would  send 
me  a  line  or  two  when  convenient.  I  shall  only 
add  further  that,  if  a  behaviour  regulated 
(though  perhaps  but  very  imperfectly)  by  the 
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rales  of  honour  ani  yirtue,  if  a,  heart  devoted 
love  and  esteem  you,  and  an  eftrneat  endeivoi 
to  promote  jour  happiness  ;  if  these  are  qua 
ties  you  would  wish  in  a  friend,  in  a  husband 
hope  you  shall  ever  find  them  in  jour  real  friend. 


TO   MISS   E. 

LochUa,  1783. 
I  OUOHT,  in  good  manners,  to  have  acknow- 
ledged the  receipt  of  jour  letter  before  this 
time,  but  my  heart  waa  so  shocked,  with  the 
contents  of  it,  that  I  can  scarcely  yet  collect  mj 
thoughts  30  as  to  write  jou  on  the  subject.  I 
will  not  attempt  to  describe  what  I  felt  on  re- 
ceiving your  letter.  I  read  it  over  and  over,  again 
and  again,  and  though  it  waa  in  the  politest  lan- 
guage of  refusal,  still  it  was  peremptory;  "you 
were  aorry  you  could  not  make  me  a  return,  but 
JOU  wish  me,"  wliat  wilhoui  you  I  never  can 
obtain,  "JOU  wish  me  all  kind  of  happiness." 
It  would  be  weak  and  unmanly  to  say  that,  with- 
out you  I  never  can  be  happy ;  but  sure  I  am, 
that  sharing  life  with  jou  would  have  given  it 
a,  relish,  that,  wanting  jou,  I  can  never  taste. 

Your  uncommon  personal  advantages,  and 
your  superior  good  sense,  do  not  ho  much  strike 
me  ;  these,  poasiblj,  in  a  few  instances  may  be 
met  with  in  others;  but  that  amiable  goodness, 
tJiat  tender  feminine  softness,  that  endearing 
sweetness  of  disposition,  with  all  the  charming 
offspring  of  a  warm  feeling  heiicl^ these  I  never 
g  p    t  to  meet  with,  in  such  a  degree,  in 

tl  Id    All  these  charming  qualities,  height- 

d  by         ducation  much  beyond  anything  I 


1  I  e 


PP 


Mj 


e  made  an  impression  on  my  heart 
t  iiinlt  the  world  can  ever  efface. 
Uon  had  fondly   flattered  myself 
w  tn      wi  h   I  dare  not  say  it  ever  reached 
1   I-     th  t  p  ssibly  I  might  one  day  call  y 
m         I  h  d  formed  the  moat  delightful  imag 
and  my  fancy  fondly  brooded  over  them; 
now  I  am  wretched  for  the  loss  of  what  I  rea  y 
had  no  right  to  especL     I  must  now  think 
more  of  jou  as  a  mistress ;  still  I  presume 
ask  to  be  admitted  as  a  friend.     As  such  I  wish 
to  be  allowed  to  wait  on  you,  and  as  I  eipect  to 


remove  in  a  few  days  a  little  further  off,  and 
you,  I  suppose,  will  perhaps  soon  leave 
place,  I  wish  to  see  or  hear  from  you  soon ;  and 
if  an  eipresaion  should  perhaps  escape 
rather  too  warm  for  friendship,  I  hope  jou  will 
pardon  it  in,  mj  dear  Miss— (pardon  me 
dear  expression  for  onee)  *  *  *  »■ 


viir. 
TO   EOBEET   RIDDEL,    ESQ, 

[Tiieso  memoramla  Ihrow  much  iiglil  .jn  the  sarly days 

tions.  Eoberl  Riddel,  of  the  FriarE-Carao,  In  wliom 
thBse  fmgmenlB  were  sonl,  was  a  good  man  as  well  aa  a 
distinguiBhed  anliquary.] 

My  Dear  Sih, 

On  rummaging  over  some  old  papers  I  lighted 
on  a  MS,  of  mj  early  years,  in  which  I  had  de- 
termined to  write  myself  out ;  as  I  was  placed 
by  fortune  among  a  class  of  men  to  whom  my 
ideas  would  have  been  nonsense.  I  had  m 
that  the  book  should  have  lain  by  me,  in 
fond  hope  that  some  timt  or  other,  even  after  I 
was  no  more,  my  thonglits  would  fall  into 
hands  of  somebody  capable  of  appreciating  their 
value.     It  sets  off  thus : — 

"Observations,  Hints,  Songs,  Schafs  op 
Poetry,  &c.,  by  Robert  Bubsess  :  a  man  who 
had  little  art  in  making  money,  and  atill  less  in 
keeping  it;  but  was,  however,  a  man  of  some 
sense,  a  great  deal  of  honesty,  and  unbounded 
good-will  to  every  creature,  rational  and  irra- 
tional.—As  he  was  but  little  indebted  to  scho- 
lastic education,  and  bred  at  a  plough-tail,  his 
performances  must  be  strongly  tinctured  with 
his  unpolished,  rustic  way  of  life;  but  as  I  be- 
lieve they  are  really  his  own,  it  may  be  some 
entertainment  to  a  curious  observer  of  human 

feels  under  the  pressure  of  love,  ambition,  ani- 
g         with  the  like  cares  and  passions, 
wh         h  w    er  diversified  by  the  modes  and 
n  fe,  operate  pretty  much  alike,  1 

b  n    11  the  species." 
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Such  Ihe  soft  image  of  oar  youthful  mind."— Ibid. 

April,  1783. 
Notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  said  against 
loie,  respecting  the  folly  and  wea,liness  it  leads 
a  yoang  ineiperieneed  mind  into  ;  Etill  I  think 
it  in  a  great  measure  deserves  the  highest  en- 
comiums til  at  have  been  passed  npon  it.  If  any- 
thing on  earth  deserves  the  name  of  rapture  or 
transport,  it  is  the  feelings  of  green  eighteen  in 
the  company  of  the  mistress  of  his  heart,  when 
she  repays  him  with  an  equal  return  of  affection 

Aug  iri 
There  is  certainly  some  connexion  between 
loTe  and  mnsio,  and  poetry;  and  therefore    I 
haTe  always  thought  it  a  fine  touch  of  nat  ire 
hat  passage  in  a  modern  lore-composition 

F  r  mT  own  part  I  never  had  the  least  thought 
)r  nc!  na  on  of  turning  poet  till  I  got  orce 
eart  t  n  loye,  and  then  rhyme  and  song  were 
n  a  manner  the  spontaneous  language  of  my 
leart  The  following  composition  was  the  first 
)t  mype  formances,  and  done  at  an  early  period 
of  life,  when  my  heart  glowed  with  honest  warm 
simplicity ;  unacquainted  and  uncorrupted  with 
the  ways  of  a  wicked  world.  The  performxr  e 
is  indeed,  very  puerile  and  silly ;  but  I  am  al 
■  ways  pleased  with  it,  as  it  recalls  to  my  mind 
those  happy  days  when  my  heart  was  yet  honest, 
md  my  tongue  was  sincere.  The  subject  of  it 
Tss  a  young  prl  who  really  deserved  all  the 
iraises  I  hare  bestowed  on  her.  I  not  only  had 
his  opinion  of  her  then — but  I  actually  think 
0  still,  now  that  the  spell  is  long  since  broken, 
and  the  enchantment  at  an  end. 

0  onee  1  lov'd  &  bonnie  lass.' 
Lest  my  works  should  be  thought  below  cri- 
ism :  or  meet  with  a  critic,  who,  perhaps,  will 
t  look  on  them  with  so  candid  and  faTOur- 

able  an  eye,  I  am  determined  to  criticise  them 

myself. 

The  first  distich  of  the  first  stanza  is  quite  too 

much  in  the  flimsy  strain  of  our  ordinary  street 

ballads;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  the  second 


distich  is  too  much  in  the  other  extreme.  The 
expression  is  a  little  awkward,  and  the  scnti- 
erious.  Stania  the  seoond  1  am  well 
th ;  and  I  think  it  conTeys  a  fine  idea 
iable  partof  tlie  ses — the  agreeahles; 
our  Scotch  dialect  we  call  a  sweet 
.  The  third  stanza  has  a  little  of  the 
it ;  and  the  third  line  has  rather 
ast.  The  fourth  stanza  is  a  Tery 
indifl'erent  one ;  the  first  line,  is,  indeed,  all  in 
the  strain  of  the  second  stanna,  but  the  rest  is 
most  expletive.  The  thoughtsin  the  fifth  stanza 
come  finely  up  to  my  favourite  idea — a  sweet 
sonsie  Kss :  the  last  line,  however,  halts  a 
1  ttle  The  same  sentiments  are  kept  up  with 
oquxl  =1  irit  and  tenderness  in  the  sixth  stanza, 
hut  the  second  and  fourth  lines  ending  with 
sh  rt  hjlUhles  hurt  the  whole.  The  seventh 
stanza  has  several  minute  faults ;  hut  I  re- 
member I  composed  it  in  a  wiid  enthusiasm  of 
1  a  s  on  ind  to  this  hour  I  never  recollect  it  but 
mj  heart  melts,  my  blood  saOies,  at  the  remem- 


I  enhiely  agree  with  that  juliciiui  phil  so 
pher  Mr  Smith,  in  his  excellent  Theory  of 
M(ral  Sentiments,  that  remorie  is  the  most 
painful  sentiment  that  o^n  embitter  the  human 
bosom  Any  ordinary  pitch  of  fortitulc  may 
bear  up  tolerably  well  unler  tho^e  taUimtiei 
in  thf  procurement  of  which  we  ouroeh  es  have 
had  no  hand;  but  when  our  own  follies,  or 
crimes,  have  made  us  miserable  and  wretched, 
to  bear  up  with  manly  firmness,  and  at  the  same 
time  have  a  proper  penitent  sense  of  our  mis- 
conduct, is  a  glorious  effort  of  self-command. 

Of  all  the  numerous  ills  that  hurt  our  peace. 
That  press  the  soul,  or  wring  the  mind  with 

anguish. 
Beyond  comparison  the  worst  are  those 
That  to  our  folly  or  our  guilt  we  owe. 
In  every  other  circumstance]  the  mind 
Has  this  to  say,  '  It  was  no  deed  of  mine ;' 
But  when  to  all  the  evil  of  misfortune 
This  sting  is  added — 'Blame  thy  foolish  self!' 
Or  worser  far,  the  pangs  of  keen  remorse ; 
The  torturing,  gnawing  consciousness  of  guilt— 
Of  guilt,  perhaps,  where  we've  involved  others  ; 
The  young,  the  innocent,  who  fondly  lov'd  us, 
Nay,  more,  that  every  love  their  cause  of  ruin  ' 
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0  burning  he!! ;  in  all  thy  store  of  torments, 


Ther 


Lives  there  a  man  so  firm,  who,  wliile  his  heart 
Feels  aU  tie  bitter  horrors  of  his  crime, 
Can  reason  down  ita  agonizing  throbs; 
And,  after  proper  purpose  of  amendment. 
Can  firmiy  force  his  jarring  thoughts  to  peace  1 
0,  happy!  happy  I   enviable  man! 
0  glorious  magnanimity  of  soul  1 


Varch  1"84 
I  have  often  observeJ  in  the  oai  e  f  my 
exjeritnce  of  humin  !  fe  that  every  man  even 
the  w  r  t  has  son  ething  good  about  him 
though  veiy  fteu  nothing  else  than  a  happy 
temperament  ol  oomtituti  n  mclming  hira  to 
this  or  that  virtue  Foi  tb  b  reasm  no  man 
can  sav  in  whit  degree  any  other  jersin  be 
aides  himseil,  can  be,  w  th  strict  justice,  eaOed 
wicked..  Let  any,  of  the  strictest  character  for 
regolflritj  of  conduct  among  ub,  examine  im- 
pardaJIy  how  many  vices  he  has  never  been 
guilty  of,  not  from  any  care  or  vigilance,  but 
for  want  of  opportunity,  or  some  accidental  cir- 
cumstance intervening ;  how  many  of  the  weak- 
nesses of  mankind  he  has  escaped,  because  he 
was  out  of  the  line  of  such  temptation;  ajiil, 
what  often,  if  not  always,  weighs  more  than  all 
the  rest,  how  much  he  is  indebted  to  the  world's 
good  opinion,  because  tiie  world  does  not  know 
all;  I  say,  any  man  who  can  thus  think,  will 
scan  the  failings,  nay,  the  faults  and  crimes,  of 
mankind  around  liim,  with  a  brother's  eye. 

I  have  often  courted  the  acquaintance  of  that 
part  of  mankind,  commooly  known  by  the  or- 
dinary phrase  of  blackguards,  sometimes  far- 
ther than  WES  consistent  with  the  safety  of  my 
character ;  those  who  by  thoughtless  pfodigiv- 
lity  or  headstrong  passions,  have  been  driven 
to  ruin.  Though  disgraced  by  follies,  nay 
stained  with  guilt,  I  have  yet  found 


nong  tl 


As  I  am  what  the  men  of  the  world,  if  they 
knew  such  a  man,  would  call  a  whimsical  mor- 


myaelf,  or  some  here  and  there  such  other  out- 
of-the-way  person.  Such  is  the  peculiar  plea- 
sure I  take  in  the  season  of  winter,  more  than 
the  rest  of  the  year.  This,  I  believe,  may  bo 
partly  owing  to  my  misfortunes  giving  my  mind 
a  melancholy  cast ;  but  there  is  something  e' 
in  the— 


Id  the  he 


ei  the  b 


■arth,"— 


whiek  raises  Uie  mind  to  a  Eerious  sublimity, 
favourable  to  everything  great  and  noble.  There 
is  scarcely  any  earthly  object  gives  me  more^ 
I  do  not  know  if  I  should  call  it  pleasure — but 
something  which  esalts  me,  aometliing  which 
enraptures  me— than  to  walk  in  the  sheltered 
side  of  a  wood,  or  high  plantation,  in  a  cloudy 
winter-day,  and  hear  the  stormy  wind  howling 
among  the  trees,  and  raving  over  the  plain.  It 
is  my  best  season  for  devotion:  my  mind  is 
wrapt  up  in  a  kind  of  enthusiasm  to  Him,  who, 
in  the  pompons  language  of  tie  Hebrew  bard, 
"  walks  on  the  wings  of  the  wind."  In  one  of 
these  seasons,  just  after  a  train  of  misfortunes, 
I  composed  the  following  : — 

The  wintry  west  extends  his  blast.i 

Shenstone  finely  observes,  that  love-verses, 
writ  without  any  real  passion,  are  the  most 
nauseous  of  all  conceits  ;  and  I  have  often 
thought  that  no  man  can  be  a  proper  critic  of 
love-composition,  eioept  he  himself,  in  one  or 
more  instances,  have  been  a  warm  votary  of  this 
passion.  As  I  have  been  all  along  a  miserable 
dupe  to  love,  and  have  been  led  into  a  thousand 
wealinesscs  andfollie.s  by  it,  for  that  reason  I  put 
the  more  confidence  in  my  critical  skill,  in  dis- 
tinguishing foppery  and  conceit  from  real  pas- 
sion and  nature.  Whether  the  following  song 
will  stand  the  test,  I  will  not  pretend  to  say, 
because  it  is  my  own ;  only  I  can  say  it  was,  at 
the  time,  genuine  from  the  heart:— 

Behind  yon  hills,  where  Lugar  flows.'' 

March,  1784. 
There  was  a  certain  period  of  my  life  that  my 
spirit  was  broke  by  repeated  losses  and  disasters 
which  threatened,  and  indeed  effected,  the  utter 
ruin  of  my  fortune.  My  body,  too,  was  attacked 
by  that  most  dreadful  distemper,  a  hypochon- 
dria, or  confirmed  melancholy.   In  this  wretched 
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te,  the  recolleetion  of  which  matea  me  shud- 
der, I  hiing  my  harp  on  the  willow  trees,  es- 

t  in  some  lucid  intervals,  in  one  of  which  I 
composed  the  following  : — 

0  tliou  Great  Being  !  what  Then  art.' 


The  following  song  ig  a  wild  rhapsoijj,  mieera- 
hlj  deficient  in  yeraificatioa  ;  hut  ae  the  senti- 
ments are  the  genuine  feelings  of  my  heart,  for 
that  reason  I  hare  a  particular  pleasure  in  con- 

Mj  father  was  a  farmer 
Upon  the  Carriok  border,  0.' 

I  think  the  whole  species  of  younE  men  may 
be  naturally  enough  divided  intn  two  grand 
classes,  which  I  shall  call  the  gravs  and  the 
riierri/ !  though,  by  the  by,  these  terms  do  not 
with  propriety  enough  express  my  ideas.  The 
grave  I  shall  cast  into  the  usual  division  of  those 
who  are  goaded  on  by  the  love  of  money,  and 
those  whose  darling  wish  is  to  mate  a  figure 
in  the  world.  The  merry  are  the  men  of  plea- 
sure of  ell  denominations;  the  jovial  lads,  who 
have  too  much  fire  and  spirit  to  have  any  settled 
rule  of  action  ;  but,  without  much  deliberation, 
fallow  the  strong  impulses  of  nature :  the 
thoughtless,  the  careless,  the  indolent— in  par- 
ticular he  who,  with  a  happy  sweetness  of  natu- 
ral temper,  and  a  cheerful  vacancy  of  thought, 
steals  through  life— generally,  indeed,  in  poverty 
and  obscurity ;  but  poverty  and  obscurity  are 
only  evils  to  him  who  can  sit  gravely  down  and 
make  a  repining  comparison  between  his  own 
situsdon  and  that  of  others ;  and  lastly,  to  grace 
the  quorum,  such  are,  generally,  those  whose 
heads  are  capable  of  ail  the  towerings  of  genius, 
and  whose  hearts  are  warmed  with  all  the  de- 
iicaoj  of  feeling. 

The  foregoing  was  to  have  been  an  elaborate 
dissertation  on  the  various  species  of  men ;  but 
I  cannot  please  myself  in  the  arrangement 
ny  ideas,  I  must  wait  till  farther  eiperience 
and  nicer  observation  throw  more  light  on  the 
subject. — Iq  the  mean  time  I  shall  set  down  the 
following  fragment,  which,  as  it  is  the  genuine 

J  Poem  IX.  2  SongV. 


language  of  my  heart,  will  enable  anybody  to 
determine  which  of  the  classes  I  belong  to  ; 


There's  nought  but  cai 
In  ev'ry  hour  that  p; 


i,    0.3 


As  the  grand  end  of  human  life  is  to  cultivate 
an  intercourse  with  that  Being  to  whom  we 
owe  life,  with  every  enjoyment  that  renders 
life  delightful;  and  to  maintain  an  integritive 
conduct  towards  our  fellow-creatures  ;  that  so, 
by  forming  piety  and  virtue  into  habit,  we  may 
be  fit  members  for  that  society  of  the  pious  and 
the  good,  which  reason  and  revelation  teach  us  to 
eipect  beyond  the  grave,  I  do  not  see  that  the 
turn  of  mind,  and  pursuits  of  Such  a  one  as  the 
above  verses  describe — one  who  spends  the 
hours  and  thoughts  whioh  the  vocations  of  the 
day  can  spare  with  Ossian,  Shakspeare,  Thom- 
son, Shenstone,  Sterne,  So. ;  or,  as  the  maggot 
takes  him,  a  gnu,  a  fiddie,  or  a  song  to  make  or 
mend;  and  at  al!  times  some  heart's-dear  bon- 
nie  lass  in  view — I  say  I  do  not  see  that  the 
turn  of  mind  and  pursuits  of  such  an  one  are 
in  the  least  more  inimical  to  the  sacred  interests 
of  piety  and  virtue,  than  the  even  lawful,  bus- 
tling and  straining  after  the  world's  riches  and 
honours :  and  I  do  not  see  hut  he  may  gain 
heaven  as  well — which,  by  the  by,  is  no  mean 
eonaideralion— who  steals  through  the  vale  of 
life,  amusing  himself  with  every  little  flower 
thatfortunethrowsinhls  way,  as  he,  who  strain- 
ing straight  forward,  and  perhaps  spattering 
all  about  him,  gains  some  of  life's  little  eminen- 
eies,  where,  after  all,  he  can  only  see  and  be 
seen  a  little  more  conspicuously  than  what,  in 
the  pride  of  his  heart,  he  is  apt  to  term  the 
poor,  indolent  devil  he  has  left  behind  him. 

A  Prayer,  when  fainting  fits,  and  other  alarm- 
ing symptoms  of  a  pleurisy  or  some  other  dan- 
gerous disorder,  which  indeed  still  threatens 
me,  first  put  nature  on  the  alarm  :^ 

0  thou  unknown.  Almighty  Cause 
Of  all  my  hope  and  fear!< 

August. 
Misgivings  in  the   hour  of  despondeeuy   and 
prospect  of  deafii : — 

"Why  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene.' 
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May. 
I  don't  well  knon  what  ia  the  reasoc  of  it, 
but  eomeliow  or  other,  though  I  am  when  I  have 
B,  mind  pretty  generally  beloved,  yet  I  never 
could  get  the  art  of  commanding  respect.  — 
I  imagine  it  is  owing  to  my  being  deficient  in 
what  Sterne  calls  "that  understrapping  virtue 
of  discretion."— I  am  so  apt  to  a  lapsus  Unguce, 
that  I  sometimes  think  the  character  of  a  cer- 
tain great  man  I  have  read  of  somewhere  is  very 
much  apropos  to  myself — that  he  was  a  com- 
pound of  great  talents  and  great  foUy.— N.  B. 
To  try  if  I  can  diseorec  the  causes  of  this 
wretched  infirmity,  and,  if  possible,  to  mend  it. 


Auffjist. 
However  I  am  pleased  with  the  works  of  our 
Scotch  poets,  pavtieulnrlj  the  excellent  Eamsay, 
and  the  slill  more  excellent  Fergusson,  yet  I  am 
hurt  to  see  other  places  of  Scotland,  their  towns, 
rivers,  woods,  haughs,  &c.,  immortalized  in  such 
celebrated  performances,  while  my  dear  native 
country,  the  ancient  bailieries  of  Carrick,  Kyle, 
and  Cunningham,  famous  hoth  in  ancient  and 
modem  times  for  a  gallant  and  warlike  race  of 
inhabitants;  a  country  where  civil,  and  parti- 
cularly religious  liberty  have  ever  found  their 
first  support,  and  their  last  asylum  ;  a  country, 
the  birth-place  of  many  famous  philosophers, 
soldiers,  statesman,  and  the  scene  of  many  im- 
portant events  recorded  in  Scottish  history,  par- 
ticniarly  a  great  many  of  the  aelJons  of  the 
glorious  Wallace,  the  Satioitb  of  his  country; 
yet,  we  have  never  had  one  Scotch  poet  of  any 
0  make  the  fertile  banks  of  Irvine, 
Lc  woodlands  and  sequestered  scenes 
on  Ayr,  and  the  heathy  mountainous  source 
andwiniling  sweep  of  DOON,  emulate  T ay,  Forth, 
Ettpiok,  Tweed,  &c.  This  is  a  complaint  I 
would  gladly  remedy,  but,  alas  I  I  am  far  un- 
equal to  the  task,  both  in  native  genius  .ind 
education.  Obscure  I  am,  and  obscure  I  must 
be,  though  no  young  poet,  nor  young  soldier's 
heart,  ever  beat   more   fondly  for   fame  than 


SeptemlieT. 
There  ia  a  great  irregularity  in  the  old  Scotch 
songs,  a  redundancy  of  syllables  with  resperl 
to  that  exactness  of  accent   and  measure  thil 
the  English  poetry  requires,  but  wh  ch  glidtr 
in,  moat  melodiously,  with  the  respective  tin  ' 
to  which  they  are  set.     For  instance   the  fii  ( 
old  song  of  "  The  Mill,  Mill,  0    '  to  give  it  a 
plain  prosaic  reading,  it  halts  prodigiously  oul 
of  measure;   on  the  other  hand  the  sing  "ol 
to  the  same  tune  in  Bremner's  Collection  of 
Scotch  songs,  which  begins  "To   Fanny  fair 
could  I  impart,"  &e.,  it  is  most  exact  measur 
and  yet,  let  them  both  be  sung  bet  le  a  le 
critic,  one  above  the  biases  of  prejuJn,e  hut 
thorough  judge  of  nature, — how  flit  ind  sp  i 
less  mill  the  last  appear,  how  tr  te    and  lamely 
methodical,    compared  with  the  wild  wirbl    g 
cadence,  the  heart-moving  mclo  iy    f  the  hr 
— This  is  particularly  the  case  with  all  those 
airs  which  end  with  a  hypermetrical  syllable. 
There  is  a  degree  of  wild  irregularity  in  many 
of  the  compositions  and  fragments  which  d 
daily  stmg  to  them  by  my  compeers,  the  co. 
mon  people — a  certain  happy  arrangenient  of 
old  Scotch  syllables,  and  yet,  very  frequently, 
nothing,  not  even  like  rhyme  or  sameness 
jingle,  at  the  ends  of  the  lines.     This  has  made 
me  sometimes  imagine  that  perhaps  it  might  he 
possible  for  a,  Scotch  poet,  with  a  nice  judicious 
ear,  to  set  compositions  to  many  of  our  most 
favourite  airs,  particularly  that  class  of  them 
mentioned  above,  independent  of  rhyme  alto- 
gether. 

There  is  a  noble  sublimity,  a  heart-melting    ' 
tenderness,    in   some  of  our   ancient  ballads, 
which  show  them  to  be  the  work  of  a  masterly 
hand :  and  it  has  often  given  me  many  a  heart- 
ache to  reflect  that  such  glorious  old  bards — 
bards  who  very  probably  owed  all  their  talents 
to  native  genius,  yet  have  described  the  exploits 
of  heroes,  the  pangs  of  disappointment,  and  the    : 
meltings  of  love,   with  such   fine   strokes   of 
nature — that  their  very  names  (0  how  mortily- 
ing  to  a  bard's  vanity !)  are  now  "  buried  among    ' 
the  wreck  of  things  which  were."  : 

0  ye  illustrious  names  unknown !  who  could    , 
feel  so  strongly  and  describe  so  well;  the  last,    1 
the  meanest  of  the   muses'   train  —  one  who, 
though  far  inferior  to  your  flights,  yet   eyes 


,e  Mill,  Mill,  O,' 
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your  pati,  T  d  w  th  i  e  all  ng  w  n^  would 
lometimeg  a  r  ft  r  jo  — a  po  r  rn  I  o  barl 
unkuowu.  pajs  th  3  BjmpfltLel  t  l.ang  tu  jour 
memory!  9i  me  of  jo  tell  us  w  tU  all  the 
eharmaofvcr  p  thatioulit  e  been  unfortunate 
Q  the  world — unfortunate  ju  !oye.  lie,  too,  haa 
felt  the  loHS  of  his  little  fortune  tl  e  loss  of 
friends,  and,  norse  thin  ill  the  loss  of  the 
man  he  adored,  L  Le  jdu  all  hs  consola 
a  was  his  muse :  she  taufeht  h  m  n  rus  0 
asures  to  complfun  Happy  could  he  haye 
le  it  witli  your  strengtl  f  m  fe  nat  on  and 
flow  of  verse !  May  the  turf  lie  lightly  ou  jour 
bones!  and  may  jou  now  enjoj  that  solace  and 
rest  which  this  world  rarelj  gives  to  the  heart 
tuned  to  all  the  feelings  of  poesy  and  love  1 


Tlie  following  fragment  is  done  something  in 
imitation  of  the  niimner  of  a  noble  old  Soottisb 
piece,  called  M'Millan's  Peggy,  and  sings  to  the 
tune  of  Galla  Water. — My  Montgomery's  Peggy 
was  my  deitj  for  aiK  or  eight  months.  She  had 
been  bred  (though,  as  the  world  says,  without 
any  just  pretanco  for  it)  in  a  style  of  life  rather 
elegant ;  but,  as  Vanbmgh  says  in  one  of  his 
comedies,  my  "d— d  star  found  me  out"  there 
too  ;  for  though  I  began  the  affair  merely  in  a 
gaklU  ds  CiEnr,  or,  to  tell  the  truth,  which  will 
scarcely  be  believed,  a  vanity  of  showing  my 
parts  in  courtship,  particularly  my  abilities  at  a 
bilUt-doiix,  which  I  always  piqued  myself  upon, 
made  me  lay  siege  to  her ;  and  when,  as  I  always 
do  in  my  foolish  gallantries,  I  had  fettered  my- 
self into  a  very  warm  affection  for  her,  she  told 
me  one  day,  in  a  flag  of  truce,  tliat  her  fortress 
had  been  for  some  time  before  the  rightfli!  pro- 
perty of  another ;  but,  with  the  greatest  friend- 
10  offered  me  every  alliance 
ision.  1  found  out  after- 
told  me  of  a  pre-engage- 

d  of  the  affair, 
J)  imitate  in  this  extempore 
1  the  rhymes,  which. 


ship  and  politcn 
except  actual  posse 
wards  that  what  she 
m.nl  ...  rally  Ir 
beartacbes  to  get  ri 
I  have  even  tried 
thing  that  irregularity  i 
u  judioioualy  done, 


the 


"Altho'  my  bed  were  in  yon  rr 


September. 
There  is  anotlier  fragment  in  imitation  of  an 
old  Scotch  song,  well  known  among  the  country 
ingle-sides. — I  cannot  tell  the  name,  neither  of 
the  song  nor  the  tune,  but  they  are  in  fine  unison 
with  one  another. — By  the  way,  these  old  Scot- 
tish airs  are  so  nobly  sentimental,  that  when  one 
would  compose  to  them,  to  "aouth  the  tune,"  a?, 
oar  Scotch  phraseis,  over  and  over,  is  the  readi- 
est way  to  catch  the  inspiration,  and  raise  the 
bard  into  that  glorious  enthusiasm  so  strongly 
characteristic  of  our  old  Scotch  poetry.  I  shall 
here  set  doim  one  serae  of  the  piece  mentioned 
above,  both  to  mark  the  song  and  tune  I  mean, 
and  likewise  as  a  debt  I  owe  to  the  author,  as 
the  repeating  of  that  verse  has  lighted  up  my 
Same  a  thousand  tjmea: — 


When  clouds  in  ski 
To  hide  the  brigl 

There  will  surely  bi 
When  a'  their  sto 


come  together 

i  pleasant  weatl 
re  past  and  gon 


Though  fickle  fortune  has  deceived  me. 
She  promis'd  fair  and  perform'd  but  ill ; 

Of  miatresB,  friends,  and  wealth  bereav'd  m( 
Yet  I  hear  a  heart  shal!  support  me  still. 


['II  ai 


nith  pruden 


■s  far  as  I'm  able, 


I'll  meet  the. 

The  above  was  an  extempore,  under  the  pres- 
sure of  a  heavy  train  of  misfortunes,  which,  in- 
deed, threatened  to  undo  me  altogetlier.  It  was 
just  at  the  close  of  that  dreadful  period  men- 
tioned already,  and  thoagh  the  weather  has 
brightened  up  a  little  with  me,  yet  there  has 
always  been  since  a  tempest  brewing  round  me 
in  the  grim  sky  of  futurity,  which  I  pretty  plainly 
see  will  some  time  or  other,  perhaps  ere  long, 
overwhelm  me,  and  drive  me  into  some  doleful 
dell,  to  pine  in  solitary,  squalid  wretchedness.— 
However,  as  I  hope  my  poor  conntiy  muse,  who, 
all  rustic,  awkward,  and  unpolished  as  ahe  is, 
has  more  charms  for  me  than  any  other  of  the 
pleasures  of  life  beaide— aa  I  hope  she  wOI  not 
then  desert  me,  I  may  even  then  learn  to  be,  if 
not  happy,  at  least  easy,  aud  south  a  sang  to 
soothe  my  misery. 

'Twas  at  the  same  time  I  act  about  composing 
an  air  in  the  old  Scotch  style.— I  am  not  musi- 


i  Alluri 


liiigly  la 
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cal  scholar  eniv.^h  to  prick  down  my  tune  pro- 
perly, 80  it  can  never  see  tlie  liglit,  and  perhops 
'tis  no  grest  matter ;  but  tlie  following  were  the 
verses  I  composed  to  siiit  it :  — 

0  r.nging  fortune's  withering  blast 
Has  laid  mj leaf  full  low,  OP 

The  tune  consisted  of  three  parts,  so  that  tlie 
ahOYu  TCrses  just  went  tiirough  the  whole  air. 

October,  1T86. 

If  ever  any  young  man,  ia  the  restibule  of  the 
world,  chance  to  throw  his  eye  over  these  pages, 
let  him  pay  a  warm  attention  to  the  following 
observations,  as  I  asanre  him  they  are  the  fruit 
of  a  poor  dcTil's  dear-bought  esporienco, — I 
have  literally,  like  that  great  p        an     g 
gallant,  and  by  consequence,  tha    gr  a 
Solomon,  "  turned  my  eyes  to  bf      d        da 
and  folly."     Nay,  I  have,  with  a      h    a  d  o 
of  a  lirely,  fancifnl,  and  whlmsica     n  gina     n 
accompanied  with  a  warm,  feeling  p         ha 
shakes  liands  with  their  intoxicating  fiiendship. 

In  the  first  place,  let  my  pupil,  aa  ha  tenders 
his  own  peace,  keep  up  a  regular,  warm  inter- 
coorse  with  the  Deity.  *  *  *  * 

This  is  all  worth  quoting  in  my  M8S.,  and 
move  tlian  all.  !{.  B. 


TO   MR.   JAMES   BUllNESS 


LocMm,  17( 


b4 


the  best  of  fncnds  and  ablest 

without  feeling  what  perhaps  the  calmer  dictates 

of  reason  would  partly  condemn. 

I  hope  my  father's  friends  in  your  country 
will  not  let  their  connesion  in  this  place  die 
with  him.  For  my  part  I  shall  eyer  with  plea- 
sure— ^with  pride,  acknowledge  my  conneiion 
with  those  who  were  allied  by  the  ties  of  Mood 
and  friendship  to  a  man  whose  memory  I  shall 
ever  honour  and  revere. 

I  espeet,  therefore,  my  dear  Sir,  you  will  not 
neglect  any  opportunity  of  letting  me  hear  from 
you,  which  will  very  much  oblige. 

My  dear  Coasin,  yours  sincerely, 
R.  B. 


TO  JAMES   BURNESS, 


in  ihes> 


Bople,  HE 


rs.] 


Mossgid,  August,  1784. 
We  have  been  surprised  with  one  of  the  most 
ejLtraordinary  phenomena  in  the  moral  world 
which,  I  dare  say,  bas  happened  in  the  course  of 
this  half  century.  We  have  had  a  party  of  Pres- 
b  ton  rel  f  as  th  11  th  1  f  m 
T  g 


I  wouLti  have  returned  you  n 
your  kind   favour   of  the   13th         D 
sooner,  had  it  not  been  that  I  w 
you  an  aeoonnt  of  that  melaneliolj  event,  whioli, 
for  some  time  past,  we  have  from  day  to  day 
expected. 

On  the  18th  current  I  lost  tlia  best  of  fathers. 


H 


I 


Though,  t 


e  have  had  loni 


ig  warning 


of  the  impending  stroke;  still  the  feelings  of 
nature  claim  their  part,  and  I  cannot  recollect 
the  tender  endearments  and  parental  lessons  of 


private  to  his  party,  and  was  supported,  both 
he  and  their  spiritual  mother,  as  they  affect  ti 
call  old  Bucban,  by  the  contributions  of  the 
rest,  several  of  whom  were  in  good  circum- 
stances; till,  in  spring  last,  the  populace  rose  and 
mobbed  Mrs.  Buchan,  and  put  hor  ont  of  the 
town  ;  on  which  aU  her  followers  voluntarily 
quitted  the  place  likewise,  and  with  such  preci- 
pitation, that  many  of  them  never  shut  their 
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rs  beliiiid  ihum  ;  one  left  a  washing  on  die 
greeu,  uuotLcr  :i  cow  bellowing  at  the  crib  nitli- 
ut  food,  or  aajboiiy  to  mind  her,  anil  after 
everal  stages,  thej  are  fixed  at  present  in  the 
leighbourhood  of  Dumfries.  Their  tenets  are 
a  strange  jumble  of  enthusiastic  j  n.rgon  j  among 
otiers,  aiie  pretends  to  give  them  the  Holy  Ghost 
hy  breathing  on  them,  whicli  she  does  with  pos- 
:ea  nnd  piaotiees  that  nre  scandalously  inde- 
nt; they  have  likewise  disposed  of  all  their 
effects,  and  hold  a  community  of  goods,  and 
live  nearly  an  idle  life,  carrying  on  a  great 
farce  of  pretended  devotion  in  bams  nnd  woods, 
where  tliej  lodge  and  lie  ail  together,  and  hold 
likewise  a  commaoity  of  women,  as  it  is  another 
of  their  tenets  that  they  can  commit  no  mora! 
sin.  I  am  personally  acquainted  with  most  of 
them,  and  I  can  assure  you  the  above  mentioned 
are  facts. 

This,  my  dear  Sir,  ia  one  of  the  many  in- 
stances of  the  folly  of  leaving  the  guidance  of 
sound  reason  and  common  sense  in  matters  of 
religion. 

Whenever  we  neglect  or  despise  these  snored 
monitors,  tlie  whimacal  notions  of  a  pertorbated 
briun  are  taken  for  the  immediate  influences 
of  the  Deity,  and  the  wildest  fanaticism,  and 
tlie  most  inconstant  absurdities,  will  meet  with 
abettors  and  converts.  Nay,Ihave  often  thought, 
that  the  more  out-of-the-way  and  ridioulons  the 
fancies  are,  if  once  they  are  sanctified  nniJer  the 
sacred  name  of  religion,  the  unhappy  mistaken 
Totaries  are  the  more  firmly  glued  to  them. 


the  deuce  somehow  abont  my  hat  My  b  t 
has  been  widowed  these  many  m  nth  a  d  I 
thought  myself  proof  against  th  f  m.  ting 
\yitclieraft;  but  I  amafraidyo  w  U  t  1  gl? 
convince  me  what  I  am."  I  s  y  I  am  fr  d 
because  I  am  not  sure  what  is  th  m  t  with 
me.  I  have  one  miserable  bad  symptom;  when 
you  whisper,  or  look  kindly  to  another,  it  gives 
.  draught  of  damnation.  I  have  a  kind  of 
wayward.wish  to  be  with  you  ten  minutes  by 
yourself,  though  what  I  would  say,  Heaven 
aboTe  knows,  for  I  am  sure  I  knownot.  I  have 
no  formed  design  in  all  this;  but  just,  in  the 
nakedness  of  my  heart,  write  you  down  a  mere 
matter-of-fact  story.  You  may  perhaps  give 
yourself  airs  of  distance  on  this,  and  that  will 
completely  onre  me ;  but  I  wish  you  would  not : 
just  let  na  meet,  if  you  please,  in  the  old  beaten 
way  of  friendship. 

I  will  not  subscribe  myself  your  humble  ser- 
Tant,  for  that  is  a  phrase,  I  think  at  least  fifty 
milos  off  from  the  heart ;  but  I  will  conclude 
with  sincerely  wishing  that  tlie  Great  Protector 
of  innocence  may  shield  you  from  the  barbed 
dart  of  calumny,  and  hand  you  by  the  covert 
snare  of  decdt.  R.  B. 


TO   MR.   JOHN   RICHMOND, 


19  MoBohlinB  carrier.] 


MT  dear  CoBKTBTlVaM.lK, 

AM  SO  impatient  to  siiow  you  thati  am  onee 
re  at  peace  with  you,  that  I  aenl  yon  the  bod 

I  mentioned  directly,  rather  than  wait  the  nn 
tain  time  of  my  seeing  you  I  am  afrxid  I 
'e  mislaid  or  lost  Collins'  P  ems    wh  ch  I 

promised  to  Miss  Irvin.     If  I  can  find  them  I 

will  forward  them  by  you;   if  not    you  i 

npologiie  for  me. 

I  know  you  will  laugh  at  it  wl  en  I  tell 

tliat  your  piano  and  you  togethei  hjve  pi 


Mi  d 


!,  Feb.  17,  ITSe. 


I  have  not  time  at  present  to  upbraid  you 
for  your  silence  and  neglect ;  I  shall  only  say  I 
received  yours  with  great  pleasure.  I  hiTO 
enclosed  you  a  piece  of  rhyming  ware  for  your 
perusal.  I  have  been  very  busy  with  the  muses 
since  I  saw  you,  and  have  composed,  among 
several  others,  "The  Ordination,"  a  poem  on 
Mr.  M'Kinlay's  being  called  to  Kilmarnock; 
"  Scotch  Drink,"  a  poem  ;  "  The  Cotter's  Satur- 
day Night;"  "An  Address  to  the  Devil,"  &c.  I 
have  likewise  completed  my  poem  on  the 
"Dogs,"  but  have  not  shonn  it  to  the  world, 
My  chief  patron  now  is  Mr.  Aiken,  in  Ayr,  who 
is  pleased  to  express  great  approbation  of  my 
works.    Be  so  good  as  send  me  Fergusson,  br 
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Connel,  and  Iwil!  remit  jou  the  money.  I  have 
no  news  to  acquaint  you  with  about  Mauchline, 
they  are  just  going  on  in  tie  old  naj.  I  hare 
Bome  very  important  news  with  respect  to  my- 
self, not  the  moat  agreeable — news  that  I  am 
sure  you  cannot  guess,  but  I  shall  give  you  the 
particulars  another  time.  I  am  extremely 
*■"  happy  with  Smith ;  he  is  the  only  friend  I 
haTe  now  in  Mauchline.  I  can  acaroelj  forgive 
your  long  neglect  of  me,  and  I  heg  you  will  let 
me  hear  from  you  regularly  by  Connel.  If 
yon  would  act  your  part  as  a  friend, 
neither  good  nor  bad  fortune  should 
alter  me.  Excuse  haste,  as  I  got  yours  but 
yesterday. 


I  am,  my  dear  8 


XIII. 

TO   MR.   JOHN  KENNEDY, 


Mossfjid,  Zd  March,  1786. 

SlB, 

I  HflVB  done  myself  the  pleasure  of  comply- 
ing with  your  request  in  sending  you  my  Cot- 
tager.— If  you  have  a  leisure  minute,  I  should 
be  glad  you  would  copy  it,  and  return  me  either 
the  original  or  the  transcript,  as  I  hare  n 
copy  of  it  by  me,  and  I  have  a  friend  who  wishes 

"Now,  Kennedy,  if  foot  or  horse."' 


XIV. 
TO   MR.   ROBERT   MUIR, 


seeing  you  as  you  rotuined  through  Jiauohlin 
but  as  I  was  enijagod,  I  could  not  be  in  toi 
before  the  evening. 
I  here  enclose  you  my  "  Scotch  Drink,"  and 

"  may  the follow  with  a  blessing  for  your 

edification."     I  hope,  some  time  before  we  hear 
the  gowk,  to  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  yoi 
Kilmarnock,  when  I  intend  we  shall  haye  a  gill 
between  ns,  in  a  mutchkin-stoup ;  which  will  be 
a  great  comfort  and  consolation  to. 
Dear  Sir, 
Your  humble  servant, 

RoBT.  BnasEES. 


TO   MR,   AIK 


Mosigiel,  Sd  April,  1786. 
DiAii  Sib, 

n  your  kind  letter  with  double  plea- 
t  of  the  second  flattering  in- 
stance of  Mrs.  C.'s  notice  and  approbation,  I 


Its  the  famous  Ramsay,  of  jingling  memory, 
says,   at   such  a  patroness.     Present  her  my 

most  grateful   acknowledgment   in   your  vory  j 

best  manner  of  telling  truth.     I  hare  inscribed  j 

the  following  stanza  on  the  blank  leaf  of  Miss  ! 

More's  Work:— =  ! 

My  proposals  for  pnbhahing  I  am  just  going  | 

to  send  to  press.    !  expect  to  hear  from  you  by  ! 

the  first  opportunity.  ' 

I  am  ever,  dear  Sir,  I 


TourS; 


ROBT.   BUKSESS. 


[  AM  heartily  sorry  I  had 


Mossgiel,  20<ft  March,  1786. 
the  pleasure  c 


XVI. 
TO   MR.    M'WHINNTE, 
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Mossgkl,  I7lh  April,  1786. 
It  ia  injuring  some  hearts,  tliose  hearts  that 
elegantly  bear  the  impression  of  the  good  Cre- 
ator, to  say  to  tlem  yon  give  them  tte  tronble 
of  obliging  a  friend ;  for  this  reason,  I  only  tell 
you  that  I  gratify  my  own  feelings  in  requesting 
jonr  friendly  offices  with  respect   to  the   en- 
ised,  because  I  know  it  will  gratil^  youra  to 
aist  me  in  it  to  the  utmost  of  your  power. 
I  hiive  sent  you  fonr  copies,  as  I  have  no 
■■s  than  eight  dozen,  which  ia  a  great  deal  more 

Be  sure  to  remember  a  poor  poet  militant  in 
yoav  prayers.  He  loolta  forward  with  fear  and 
trembling  to  that,  to  him,  important  moment 
which  Etamps  the  die  with — with — with,  per- 
haps, the  eternal  disgrace  of, 


Mydi 


r  Sir, 
Yonr  humble, 

Hie  ted,  tormented, 

ROUEBT    BUKKS, 


TO   MB.  JOHN  KENNEDY. 


Sib, 


3Iossgid,  Wth  April,  178 


T  some  neglect  in  Mr.  Hamilton,  I  dicl  not 

r  of  your  kind  request  for  a  subscription 
paper  'till  this  day.  I  will  not  attempt  any  ac- 
knowledgment for  this,  nor  the  manner  in  which 

e  your  name  in  Mr.  Hamilton's  subscription 
Allow  me  only  to  say.  Sir,  I  feel  the  weight 
of  the  debt. 

T  have  here  likewise  enclosed  a  small  piece, 
the  very  latest  of  my  produetiona.  I  am  a  good 
deal  pleased  with  some  sentiments  myself,  as 
they  are  juat  the  native  querulous  feelings  of 
a  heart,  which,  aa  the  elegantly  melting  Gray 
says,  "  melancholy  has  marked  for  her  own." 

lar  race  comes  on  a-pace;  that  much-ex- 
pected sceae  of  revelry  and  mirth  ;  but  to  me  it 
brings  no  joy  equal  to  that  meeting  with  which 
your  last  flattered  the  espectation  of. 


Your  indebted  humble  si 


TO   MON.    JAME 


Mtd 


Monday  Morning,  Mosagid,  1786. 
4B  Sib, 


I  WENT  to  Dr.  Douglas  yesterday,  fully  re- 
solved to  take  the  opportunity  of  Captain  Smith : 
hut  I  found  the  Doctor  with  a  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
White,  both  Jamaicans,  and  they  have  deranged 
my  plans  altogether.  They  assure  hira  that  to 
send  me  from  Savannah  la  Mar  to  Port  Antonio 
will  cost  my  master,  Charles  Douglas,  upwards 
of  fifty  pounds;  besides  running  the  risk  of 
throwing  myself  info  a  pleuritic  fever,  in  conse- 
quence of  hard  travelling  in  the  sun.  On  these 
accounts,  he  refuses  sending  mc  with  Smith, 
but  a  vessel  sails  from  Greenoek  the  first  of  Sep- 
tember, right  for  the  place  of  my  destination. 
The  Captain  of  her  is  an  intimate  friend  of  Mr, 
Gavin  Hamilton's,  and  as  good  a  fellow  as  heart 
could  wish ;  with  him  I  am  destined  to  go. 
Where  I  shaO  shelter,  I  know  not,  but  I  hope  to 
weather  the  storm.  Perish  the  drop  of  blood  of 
mine  that  fears  them  I  I  know  their  worst,  and 


On  Thursday  morning,  if  yon  can  muster  as 
much  eclf-ilenial  as  to  be  out  of  bed  about  seven 
o'clock,  I  shall  see  you,  as  I  ride  through  to  Cum- 
nock. After  all.  Heaven  bless  the  ses !  I  feel 
there  is  still  happiness  forme  amongthem: 


xrx. 
TO   MK.   JOHN   KENNEDY. 


Mosigid,  16  May,  179S. 
Deab  Sir, 
I  HAVE  sent  you  the  above  hasty  copy  aa  I 
promised.     In  about  three  or  four  weeks  I  shall 
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probably   set  tlie   press  a-going.     I  am  mucli 
liurrieii  at  present,  otherwiso  your  diligence,  eo 
TSry  friendly  in  my  aubBCi'iption,  should  liaTe  a 
more  lengtliened  acknowledgment  from, 
Dear  Sir, 
Your  obliged  servant. 


«R.   DAVID  BR  ICE. 


workii^  in  Gla^ow  when  tbis  letter  was  ivtitlep.J 

Moiigie!,  June  12,  1786. 
Deak  iiKICB, 

IjiECEivEDjourmessngeby  6.  PnttevEon,  and 
as  I  am  not  very  throng  at  present,  I  just  write 
to  let  you  know  Uiat  there  is  such  a  worthlesa, 
rhyming  reprobate,  as  your  humble  servant, 
still  in  the  land  of  the  living,  though  1  can 
Bcaroely  say,  in  the  plaj;e  of  hope.  I  liave  no 
news  to  tell  you  that  will  ^ve  me  any  pleasure 
to  mention,  or  you  to  hear. 

Poor  ill-advised  ungrateful  Armour  came 
home  on  Friday  last.  You  Lave  heard  all  the 
partioulars  of  that  affair,  and  a  black  affair  it  is. 
What  she  thinks  of  her  conduct  now,  I  don't 
know ;  one  thing  I  do  know — she  baa  made  mo 
completely  miserable.  Never  man  loved,  or 
rather  adored  a  woman  more  than  I  did  her  ; 
and,  to  confess  a  truth  between  you  and  me,  I 
do  still  love  her  to  distraction  after  all,  though 
I  won't  tell  her  so  if  I  were  to  see  her,  which  I 
don't  want  to  do.  My  poor  dear  unfortunate 
Jean !  Iiow  happy  have  I  been  in  thy  arms  I  It 
is  not  the  losing  her  that  makes  me  so  unhappy, 
but  for  har  sake  I  feel  most  soverely  :  I  fore- 
see she  is  in  the  road  to,  I  am  afraid,  eternal 

May  Almighty  God  forgive  her  ingratitude 
and  perjury  to  me,  as  I  from  my  very  seal  for- 
^ve  her:  aod  may  his  grace  be  wili  her  and 
hless  her  in  aU  her  future  life  !  I  can  have  no 
nearer  idea  of  tie  place  of  eternal  punishment 
Uian  what  I  have  felt  in  my  own  hreast  on  her 
account.  I  have  tried  often  to  forget  her ;  I 
have  run  into  all  kinds  of  dissipation  and  riots, 
mason-meetings,  drinking  matches,  and  other 
mischief,  to  drive  her  out  of  my  head,  hut  all  in 
rain.  And  now  for  a  grand  cure ;  the  ship  is 
on  her  way  home  that  is  tj>  take  me  out  to 
Jamaica ;  and  then,  farewell  dear  old  Scotland ! 


and  farewell  dear  ungrateful  Joanl  for  ne 
never  will  I  see  you  more. 

You  will  liave  heard  that  I  am  going  to  g< 
mence  poet  in  print ;  and  to  morrow  my  works 
go  to  the  press.  I  expect  it  will  be  a  volume  of 
about  two  hundred  pages^it  is  just  the  las 
foolish  action  I  intend  to  do ;  and  then  turn  i 
wise  man  as  fast  as  possible. 

Believe  me  to  be,  dear  Eriee, 

Your  friend  and  well-wisher, 

R.  B. 


TO   MR.    ROBERT   AIKEN. 

[TIjia  letter  wos  written  iipdei:  grenl  distrSBB  of 
Tli^t  eopuruUi'D  which  Bums  records  in ''  Tlie  Lni 


itfroi 


SiK, 


lAprshire,  1786.] 


I  WAS  with  Wilson,  my  printer,  t'other  day, 
and  settled  all  our  by-gono  matters  between 
After  X  had  paid  him  all  demands,  I  made  him 
the  offer  of  the  second  edition,  on  the  hazard  of 
being  paid  out  of  the  first  and  readiest,  which 
he  declines.  By  his  account,  the  paper  of  a 
thousand  copies  would  cost  about  twenty-seven 
pounds,  and  tlie  printing  about  fifteen  or  six- 
teen :  he  oifers  to  agree  to  this  for  tlie  printing, 
if  I  will  advance  for  tlie  paper,  but  this,  you 
know,  is  out  of  my  power ;  so  farewell  hopes  of 
a  second  edition  till  I  grow  richer  I  an  epocha 
which  I  think  will  arrive  at  the  payment  of  the 
British  national  debt. 

There  is  scarcely  anything  hurts  mo  so  much 
in  being  disappointed  q{  my  second  edition,  n 
not  having  it  in  my  power  to  show  my  gratitude 
to  Mr.  Ballantyne,  by  publishing  mj  poem  of 
"  The  Brigs  of  Ayr."  I  would  detest  myself  ai 
a  wretch,  if  I  thought  I  were  capable  in  a  very 
long  life  of  forgetting  the  honest,  warm, 
tender  delioaoy  witii  which  he  enters  into 
interests.  1  am  sometimes  pleased  with  myself 
inmygreateful  sensations;  but  I  believe,  on  the 
whole,  I  have  very  little  merit  in  it,  as  my  gra- 
titude is  not  a  virtue,  Oie  consequence  of  reflec- 
tion; but  sheerly  the  instinctive  emotion  of  my 
heart,  too  inattentive  to  allow  worldly  max 
and  views  to  settle  into  selflsli  hahits. 
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ongly  Bgainst 


bioli  may  per- 


I  h^ve  Ijeen  feeling  nil  the  yai 
and  moTenientB  witliin,  reapeeti 
ihere  are  many  tliiugs  plead  st 
iti  tlie  oueei-tiuntj  of  getting  sooi 
th«  consequences  of  my  follies,  i 
baps  make  it  impracticable  for 
home ;  and  besiiies  I  have  for  si 
pining  under  secret  wretoiiednes: 
nhiob  yon  pretty  wall  know— the  pang  di 
appointment,  the  slJLg  of  pride,  with  som 
dering  stabs  of  remorse,  which  ne-ver  fail 
n  my  vitals  like  vulturos,  when  atten 
not  ealled-away  by  the  calls  of  society, 
Tagariesof  the  muse.  Even  in  the  hour 
cial  mirth,  my  gayety  is  the  madness  of 
toxioated  criminal  under  the  hands  of  th 
mer.  All  these  reasons  urge  me 
abroad,  and  to  all  these  reasons  I  ha 
answer— the  feelings  of  a  father.  T 
the  present  mood  I  am  in,  overbalances 
thing  that  can  be  laid  in  the  scale  against  i 
ou  may  perhaps  think  it  an  extra 
fancy,  but  it  is  a  sentiment  which  strike  m 
to  my  very  soul ;  though  sceptical  in 
points  of  oar  cnrreot  belief,  yet,  I  think 
every  OTidence  for  the  reality  of  a  life  beyo 
ted  bourne  of  our  present  eaistence 
then,  how  should  I,  in  the  presence  of  th 
mendoaa  Being,  the  Author  of  esistenc 
should  I  meet  the  reproaflhea  of  those  wh 

le  in  the  dear  relation  of  children,  w  m 
deserted  in  the  smiling  innooency  of  1 
infancy?  O,  thou  great  unknown  Po  — 
thon  almighty  Godl  who  has  lighted  up  reason 
B  my  breast,  and  blessed  me  with  immortality  I 
—I  have  frequently  wandered  from  that  order 
and  regularity  necessary  for  the  perfection  of 
thy  works,  yet  thou  hast  never  left  me  nor  for- 
saken me ! *  *  *  * 

Since  I  wrote  the  foregoing  sheet,  I  have  seen 
something  of  the  storm  of  mischief  thickening 
oyer  my  folly-deyoted  head.  Should  you,  my 
friends,  my  benefactors,  be  saocessfal  in  your 
applicatiooa  for  me,  perhaps  it  may  not  be  in 
my  power,  in  that  way,  to  reap  the  fruit  of  your 
frien  lly  efforts.  What  I  have  written  in  the  pre- 
ceding pages,  is  the  settled  tenor  of  my  present 
resolution ;  but  should  inimical  circumstances 
forbid  me  closing  with  your  kind  offer,  or  enjoy- 
ing it  only  threaten  to  entail  farther  misery 

To  tell  the  truth,  I  h.ive  little  reason  for  com- 
plaint;  as  the  world,  in  general,  has  been  kind 


to  me  fully  up  to  my  deserts.  I  was,  for  some 
time  post,  fast  getting  into  the  pining,  distrust- 
ful snarl  of  the  misanthrope.  I  saw  myself  alone, 
unfit  for  the  struggle  of  life,  shrinking  at  every 
rising  cloud  in  the  chance-directed  atmosphero 
of  fortune,  while  all  defenceless  I  looked  about 
mm  It  never  occurred  to  me, 

wi      the  force  it  deserved,  that 

p    g  essive  struggle  ;  and  that, 

£f  mann       (which  last,  by  the  by,  was 

m  an      conld  well  boast) ;   still, 

asive  qualities,  there  was 
to  ne.     When  all  my  school- 

compeers  (those  mi  Eguiilcd 
joined,  to  use  a  Gentoo 
hores"  of  tiie  human  race) 
ff  th  eager  hope  and  earnest 
or  other  of  the  many  paths 
standing  idle  in  tlie  market- 
the  chase  of  the  butterfly 
r,  to  hunt  fancy  from  whim 

if  to  know  one's  errors  were 
nding  them,  I  stand  a  fair 
ding  to  the  reverend  Weat- 
ugh  conviction  must  precede 
y  far  from  always  implying 


XXII. 
HN   KICHMOND, 


Mosagiel,  ^th  July,  1786. 
My  DEflB  Feienii, 

With  the  sineerest  grief  I  read  your  letter. 
Ton  arc  truly  a  son  of  misfortune.  I  shall  be 
estremely  anxious  to  hear  from  you  how  your 
health  goes  on ;  if  it  is  in  any  way  re-estab- 
lishing, or  if  Leilh  promises  well ;  in  short,  how 
you  feel  in  the  inner  man. 

So  news  worth  anything:  only  godly  Bryan 
was  in  the  inquisition  yesterday,  and  half  (lie 
country-side  as  witnesses  against  him.  He  still 
stands  out  steady  and  denying ;  but  proof  was 
led  yesternight  of  circumstances  tighly  suapi- 
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cious:  almost  dsfacto,  one  of  the  servant  girls 
made  faith  that  she  upon  a  time  rashly  entereil 
the  iiouse — to  speak  in  jour  eant,  "in  the  hour 
of  cause." 

I  have  waited  on  Armour  Bince  her  return 
home  ;  not  from  anj  the  least  Tiew  of  reconcili- 
ation, but  mwclj  to  ask  for  her  health  and — to 
jou  I  will  confess  it — from  a  foolish  hankering 
fondness — yerj  ill  placed  indeed.  Tie  mother 
forbade  me  the  hoaee,  nor  did  Jean  show  the 
penitence  that  might  have  been  espected.  How- 
ever, the  priest,  I  am  informed,  will  ^ve  me  a 
certificate  as  a  single  man,  if  I  comply  with  the 
rules  of  the  ohurcli,  which  for  that  very  reason 
1  intend  to  do. 

1  am  going  to  put  on  sack-cloth  and  a^l 
this  day.  I  am  indulged  so  far  aa  to  aprear 
my  own  seat.  Feccmii,  pater,  iniseri.Te  meu 
book  will  be  ready  in  a  fortnight.  If  you  hi 
sny  suhgcribers,  return  them  by  C  nnel  The 
Lord  stand  with  the  rigMeons:  amen,  amen. 
R.  E. 


XX  in. 
TO   JOHN   BALLANTTNE; 


:eiti£cate 


Iroyed.J 


nosocBBB  Sib, 
Ml"  proposals  came  to  hand  last  night,  and 
knowing  that  you  would  wish  to  have  it  Id  your 
power  to  do  me  a  service  as  early  as  anybody, 
I  enclose  you  half  a  sheet  of  them.     I  mu£t 
consult  you,  first  opportunity,  on  the  propriety 
of  sending  my  quondam  friend,    Mr.   Aiken,  a 
copy.    If  lie  is  now  reconciled  to  my  character 
an  honest  man,  I  would  do  it  with  bU  my 
soul;  but  I  would  not  be  beholden  to  the  noblest 
being  ever  God  created,  if  he  imagined  mo  to  be 
a  rascal.     Apropos,  old  Mr.  Armour  prevailed 
with  him  to  mutilate  that  unlucky  paper  yester- 
day.    Would  you  believe  it?  though  I  had  not 
a  hope,  nor  even  a  wish,  to  make  her  mine  after 
ir  conduct ;  yet,  when  he  told  me  the  names 
are  all  out  of  the  paper,  my  heart  died  within 
9,  and  he  out  my  veins  with  the  news.     Per- 
dition seize  her  falsehood '. 

R.  B.      I 


XXIV. 
TO    MR.   DAVID   BRICE. 


brlghiot.J 


arly 


MoasgM,  17th  Jaiy,  178G. 
I  HA.TE  been  so  throng  printing  my  Poems, 
that  I  could  scarcely  find  as  much  time  a: 
write  to  you.    Poor  Armoar  is  come  back  again 
to  MauchUne,  and  I  went  to  call  for  her,  and 
her  mother  forbade  me  the  house,  nor  did 
her=(lf  eiproes  much  sorrow  for  what  she  has 
d  ne       I  have   already   appeared  publicly  in 
church  and  was  indulged  in  the  liberty  of  stand- 
ing in  my  own  seat.     I  do  this  to  get  a  certi- 
ficate as  a  bachelor,  which  Mr.  Auld  has  pro- 
miseinie.     I  am  now  fixed  to  go  for  the  West 
Indies  in  October.  Jean  and  her  friends  insi) 
much  that  she  should  stand  along  with  me  in 
kirk,  but  the  minister  would  not  allow  it,  which 
bred  a  great  trouble  I  assure  you,  and   I  s 
blamed  as  the  cause  of  it,  though  I  am  surt 
am  innocent;  bat  I  am  very  much  pleased,  for 
all  that,  not  to  have  had  her  company.     I  h 
no  news  to  tell  you  that  I  remember.     I 
reaUy  happy  {j3  hear  of  your  welfare,  and  that 
you  are  so  well  in  Glasgow.     I  must  certainly 
see  you  before  T  leave  the  country.    I  shall  ex 
pect  to  hear  &om  you  soon,  and  am. 
Dear  Briee, 

Tours,— R.  B. 


TO   MR.   JOHN   RICHMOND. 


Myd 


Old  Rome  ForesI  SOih  July,  1786. 
EAR  Hi  hhond 


Mt  hour  is  now  come — you  and  I  will  never 
eet  in  Britain  more  I  have  orders  within 
three  weeks  at  farthoot  to  repair  aboard  the 
Nancy,  Captain  Smith  fr  m  Clyde  to  Jamaica, 
and  call  at  Antigua  This  eieept  to  our  friend 
Smith,  whom  God  long  preserve,  is  a  secret 
about  Mauchline.    Would  you  believe  it!    Ar 


by  Google 


OF   HOBERT   BURNS. 


Dionr  lias  got  a  warrant  to  tlirow  me  in  jail  till 
I  find  aeouritj  for  an  enormous  sum.  TMa  they 
keep  an  entice  secret,  but  I  got  it  by  a.  cbannel 
tliey  Uttle  dream  of;  and  I  am  wandering  from 
one  fiicnd's  house  to  another,  and,  like  a  true 
Bon  of  the  gospel,  "have  nowhere  to  lay  my 
liead  "  I  know  you  will  pour  an  execration  on 
her  hi,aii,  but  spun,  the  poor,  ill-advised  giri, 
for  my  sake ,  tliough  may  all  the  ftiriea  that 
rt.nd  tlie  injured,  eniaged  Iutof's  bosom,  await 
htr  mother  until  her  latest  hour  1  I  write  in  a 
moment  ot  rage,  reflecting  on  jay  miserable 
titualian — billed,  abaniloned,  forlorn.  I  can 
wiite  no  more — let  me  hear  from  you  by  the 
I  will  write  you  ere  I  go. 


lai 


iSir, 

rs,  heie  and  hereafter, 


XXVI. 
TO   MR.   ROBEET   I 


t— tLis  1 


le.] 


Nossgiel,  Friday  noon. 

Mt   FniEND,    MT    BnOTHlfR, 

Wakm  recollection  of  an  absent  friend  presaea 
so  hatd  upon  my  heart,  that  I  send  him  the 
[ri-fiied  bagatelle  (the  Calf),  pleased  with  the 
tho  i|,ht  that  it  will  greet  the  man  of  my  bosom, 
aT  1  be  a  kind   of  distant  language  of  friend- 

You  will  hare  heard  that  poor  Armour  has 
repaid  me  double.  A  Tery  fine  boy  and  a  giri 
have  awakened  a  thought  and  feelings  that  thrill, 
Eoms  with  tender  pressure  and  some  with  fore- 
boding anguish,  through  Taj  soul. 

The  poem  was  nearly  an  estemporaneoue  pro- 
duclJon,  on  a  wager  with  Mr.  Hamilton,  that  I 
would  not  praduoe  a  poem  on  the  subjeot  in  a 
given  time. 

If  you  think  it  worth  while,  read  it  to  Charles 
and  Mr.  W.  Pajker,  and  if  they  choose  a  copy 
of  it,  it  is  at  their  serYice,  as  they  are  men 
whose  friendship  I  shall  be  proud  to  olaim,  both 
in  this  world  and  that  which  is  to  come. 

I  believe  all  hopes  of  stajing  at  home  will  be 
abortiye.  but  more  of  this  when,  in  the   latter 


irt  of  next  week,  you  shall  be  troubled  with  a 

JIj  dear  Sir, 

Your  moat  devoted, 

R.  B. 


TO   MRS.    DUNLOP, 


!(frie 


to  the  Idi 


of  hie  life.] 


Ayrihire,  1780. 
Madam, 
I  A«  truly  sorry  I  was  not  at  home  yesterday, 
when  !  was  so  much  honoured  with  your  order 
for  ray  copies,  and  incomparably  more  by  the 
handsome  compliments  you  are  pleased  to  pay 
my  poetic  abilities.  I  am  fully  persuaded  that 
there  is  not  any  class  of  mankind  s< 
alire  to  the  tjtillations  of  applause  c 
of  Farnassua :  nor  is  it  easy  U 
the  heart  of  the  poor  bard  dances  with  rapture, 
when  those,  whose  character  in  life  gives  them 
a  right  to  be  polite  judges,  honour  him  with 
their  approbation.  Had  you  been  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  me.  Madam,  you  could  not 
have  touched  my  darling  heart-chord  more 
sweetly  than  by  noticing  my  attempts  to  cele- 
brate jour  illustrious  ancestor,  the  Saviour  of 
his  Country. 

The  first  book  I  met  with  in  my  early  years, 
which  I  perused  with  pleasure,  was,  "The  Life 
of  Hannibal;"  the  nest  was,  "Tho  History  of 
Sir  William  Wallace  :"  for  several  of  my  earlier 
years  I  had  few  other  authors  ;<  and  many  a 
solitary  hour  have  I  stole  out,  after  the  labori- 
ous vocations  of  the  day,  to  shed  a  tear  over 
tieir  glorious,  but  unfortunate  storiea.  In  those 
boyish  days  I  remember,  in  particular,  being 
struck  wjti  that  part  of  Wallace's  story  where 
these  lines  occur— 
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of  miles  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Leglen  wood, 
witli  as  raueh,  devout  enthusiasm  as  ever  pil- 
grim did  to  Eorctto ;  and,  as  I  eiplored  erery 
den  and  dell  where  I  conld  suppose  my  heroic 
countryman  to  have  lodged,  I  reoolleot  (for  even 
then  I  was  a  rhymer)  that  my  heart  glowed 
with  a  nish  to  be  ahle  to  make  a  song  on  him 

E.  B. 


.   JOHN   KENNEDY. 


in  the  uDhoppy  Eornmec  nnd  BDtuma  of  i;S6.] 
KilmaTaock,  August,  178G. 


Mm 


nSin, 


Tonn  truly  faoetiooa  epistle  of  lie  3d  inst. 
gave  me  much  entertainment.  I  was  aori'y  I 
had  not  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  as  I  jiassed 
your  way,  but  ttc  shall  bring  up  all  our  lee  way 
on  Wednesday,  tbe  16th  current,  when  I  Lope 
to  have  it  in  my  power  to  call  on  you  and  take 
a  kind,  rery  probably  n  !ast  adieu,  before  I  go 
for  Jamaica;  and  I  expect  orders  to  repair  to 
Groenook  every  day. — I  have  at  last  made  my 
public  appearance,  and  am  solemnly  inaugu- 
rated into  the  numerous  claea.— Could  I  have 
got  a  carrier,  yon  should  have  Lad  a  score  of 
vouchers  for  mj  authorship ;  but  now  you  have 
them,  let  tliem  speak  for  themselves. — 

Farewell,  my  dear  (Mend  I  may  guid  Inck  hit 


Ml  SEAB  Sib, 
I  Tflia  moment  receive  youra — receive  it  with 
the  honest  hospitable  warmth  of  a  friend's 
welcome.  Whatever  comes  from  yon  wakens  al- 
ways  up  the  bettor  blood  about  my  heart,  wliieh 
your  kind  little  recollections  of  my  parental 
friends  carries  as  far  as  it  will  go.  'Tis  there 
that  man  ia  blest!  'Tis  there,  my  friend,  man 
feels  B  consciousness  of  something  within  him 
above  the  trodden  clod  1  The  grateful  reve- 
rence to  the  hoary  (earthly)  author  of  his  being 
— the  burning  glow  when  he  clasps  the  woman 
of  his  soul  to  his  bosom — the  tender  yearnings 
of  heart  for  the  little  angels  to  whom  he  has 
given  existence — these  nature  has  poured  in 
milky  streama  about  the  human  heart;  and  tlio 
man  who  never  rouses  them  to  action,  by  the 
inspiring  inflnencea  of  their  proper  objects, 
losea  by  far  the  must  pleasurable  part  of  his 


My  departure  ia  uncertain,  bat  I  do  not  think 
it  will  be  till  after  harvest.  I  will  be  on  very 
short  allowance  of  time  indeed,  if  I  do  not  com- 
ply with  your  friendly  invitation.  When  it  will 
be  I  don't  know,  bat  if  I  can  make  my  wi?]i 
good,  I  will  endeavour  to  drop  you  a  line  some 
time  before.      My   best   compliments  to  Jtrs, 

;  I  should  [be]  equally  mortilied  should  I 

drop  in  when  she  is  abroad,  but  of  that  I  sup- 
pose there  ia  little  chance. 

What  I  have  wrote  heaven  knows;  I  have  not 
time  to  review  it ;  so  accept  of  it  in  the  beaten 
way  of  friendship.     With  the  ordinary  phrase 


you. 

And  'mang  her  favourites  admit  you ! 
If  e'er  Detraction  shore  to  smit  you. 

—perhaps  rather  more  than  the  ordinary  sin- 
cerity, 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

May  nane  believe  him  ! 
And  ony  de'il  that  thinks  to  get  you, 

Good  Lord  deceive  him. 

Ever  yours, 

K.  B. 

E.  B. 

XXX. 

XXTX. 

TO   MISS   ALEXANDER. 

TO   MR.   JAME3   BURNESS, 

MOSTBOSE. 

Her  reject  in  not  repljiny  to  lliis  request  is  a  verj-  food 
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Mai 


Mougisl,  18(A  A^ok.  1786. 


Poets  are  aueh  oufrfi  beings,  so  mueli  tlie 
children  of  wayward  fancy  and  capricious  whira, 
that  I  believe  the  world  genernlly  allows  them  a 
larger  latitude  in  the  laws  of  propriety,  than  the 
sober  sons  of  judgment  and  prudence,  I  oieu- 
tion  this  aa  an  apology  for  the  libertiea  that  a 
nameless  stranger  has  taken  with  you  in  the  en- 
tlosed  poem,  which  he  begs  leave  to  present  you 
with.  Whether  it  has  poetical  merit  any  way 
worthy  of  the  theme,  lam  not  the  proper  judge; 
but  it  is  the  beat  my  abilities  can  produce  ;  and 
what  to  a  good  heart  wiU,  perhaps,  he  a  superior 
grace,  it  is  equally  sincere  as  fervent. 

The  scenery  was  nearly  taken  from  real  life, 
though  I  dare  say,  Madam,  you  do  not  recollect 
it,  as  I  believe  you  scarcely  noticed  the  poetic 
revettr  aa  he  wandered  by  you.  I  had  roved  out 
as  chance  directed,  in  the  favourite  haunts  of 
my  muse  on  the  banks  of  the  Ayr,  to  view  nature 
in  all  the  gayety  of  the  vernal  year.  The  even- 
ing sun  was  flaming  over  the  distant  irestern 
hills ;  not  a  breath  stirred  the  crimson  opening 
blossom,  or  the  verdaut  spreading  leaf.  It  waa 
a  golden  moment  for  a  poetic  heart.  I  listened 
to  the  feathered  warblers,  pouring  their  har- 
mony on  every  hand,  with  a  congenial  kindred 
regard,  and  frequently  turned  out  of  my  path, 

;  I  should  disturb  their  little  songs,  or 
frighten  them  to  another  station.  Surely,  said 
I  to  myself,  he  must  be  a  wretch  indeed,  who, 
regardless  of  your  harmonious  endeavour  to 
please  him,  can  eye  your  elusive  flights  to  dia- 

all  the  property  nature  ^ves  you — your  dearest 
iforta,  your  helpless  nestlings.  Even  the 
hoary  liawthorn  twig  that  shot  across  the  way, 
what  heart  at  such  a  time  but  must  have  been 
interested  in  its  welfare,  and  wished  it  preserved 
from  the  rudely-browsing  catUe,  or  the  wither- 
ing eastern  blast?  Such  was  the  scene, ^and 
inch  the  hour,  when,  in  a  corner  of  my  prospect, 
I  spied  one  of  the  fairest  pieces  of  nature's 
workmanship  that  ever  crowned  a  poetio  land- 
scape or  met  a  poet's  eye,  those  visionary  bards 
excepted,  who  hold  commerce  with  aerial  beings! 
Had  Calumny  and  Villany  taken  my  walk,  they 
1  at  that  moment  sworn  eternal  peace  with 
such  an  object. 

What  an  hour  of  inspiration  for  a  poetl  It 
would  have  raised  plain  dull  historic  prosa  into 
aetaphor  measure. 


The  enclosed  song  was  the  work  of  my  ri 

home:  and  perhaps  it  but  poorly  answers 

might  have  been  expected  from  such  a  see 

I  have  the  honour  to  be. 

Madam. 


SXXI, 

TO   MRS.   STEWART, 


of  Stair,  to 


ssonES,] 


[1786.] 
Madam, 
The  hurry  of  my  preparations  for  going 
abroad  has  hindered  me  from  performing  my 
promise  so  soon  as  I  intended.  T  huve  here  sent 
yon  a  parcel  of  songs,  &o.,  which  never  made 
their  appearance,  except  to  a  friend  or  two  at 
most.  Perhaps  some  of  them  may  be  no  great 
entertainment  to  you,  but  of  that  I  am  far  ttaia 
being  an  adeijuate  judge.  The  song  to  the  tune 
of  "  Ettrick  lianks"  [The  bonnie  lass  of  Eal- 
lochmyle]  you  will  easily  see  the  impropriety 
of  exposing  much,  even  in  manuscript.  I  think, 
myself,  it  has  some  merit :  both  as  a  tolerable 

a  July  evening,  and  one  of  the  finest  pieces  of 
nature's  irorkmanship,  the  finest  indeed  we 
know  anything  of.  an  amiable,  beautiful  yoong 
woman;!  but  I  have  no  common  friend  to  pro- 
cure me  tiat  permission,  without  which  I  would 
not  dare  to  spread  the  copy. 

I  am  quite  aware.  Madam,  what  task  tlic  world 
would  assign  me  in  this  letter.  The  obscure 
bard,  when  any  of  the  great  eondeseend  to  take 
notice  of  him,  should  heap  the  altar  with  tlic  in- 
cense of  flattery.  Their  high  ancestry,  their 
own  great  and  god.>like  qualities  and  actions, 
should  be  recounted  with  the  most  exaggerated 
description.  This,  Madam,  ia  a  task  for  ivhich 
I  am  altogether  unfit.  Besides  a  certain  disquali- 
fying pride  of  heart,  I  know  nothing  of  your 
oonneiioiis  in  life,  and  have  no  access  to  where 


by  Google 


GENERAL   GOKKESPONDKNOK 


joor  real  character  is  to  bo  found — the  company 
of  jonr  compeera  :  and  more,  I  am  afraid  that 
even  tlie  moat  refined  adulation  ja  by  no  meauB 
the  road  to  your  good  opinion. 
One  feature  of  jour  character  I  shall  ever  with 

got  when  I  had  the  Lonour  of  waiting  on  you  at 
Stair.  I  am  little  acquainted  with  politeneas, 
but  I  know  a  good  deal  of  benevolence  of  tem- 
f  er  and  goodness  of  heart.  Surely  did  those  in 
exalted  stations  know  hovf  happy  they  could 
make  some  classes  of  their  inferiors  by  conde- 
Eceiision  and  affability,  tliey  would  never  stand 
so  high,  measuring  out  with  every  look  the  height 
of  their  elevation,  bat  condescend  as  sweetly  as 
did  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair. 


XXXll, 
IN  THE  NAME  OF  THE  NINE.     AMEN. 


glVBH  to  BherLCTa'  oftif 


rrieinleriiMlslho'-DalPBreiii 
lelure,  wiiieli,  if  righl,  poinia 

icoBiog  BppolU 


joflhsli 


We,  Robert  Burns,  by  virtue  of  a  warrant  from 
Nature,  bearing  date  the  twenty-fifth  day  of 
January,  Anno  Domini  one  thousand  seven 
hundred  and  fifty-nino, '  Poet  Laureat,  and  Bard 
in  Chief,  io  and  over  the  districts  and  countries 
of  Kyle,  Cuuningham,  andCarrick,  of  old  extent, 
To  our  trusty  and  well-beloved  William  Chal- 
mers and  John  M'Adam,  students  and  practi- 
tioners in  the  ancient  and  mysterious  science  of 
.  oonfounding  right  and  wrong. 
RiQHT  TauBrt : 
Be  it  known  unto  you  that  whereas  in  the 
course  of  our  care  and  watchings  over  the  order 
and  police  of  all  and  sundry  the  manufacturers, 
retainers,  and  venders  of  poesy;  bards,  poets, 
poetasters,  rhymers,  jinglers,  songsters,  ballad- 


singers,  S 


,  male  and  female  — 


i  discovered  a  certain  nefarious,  abo- 
minable, and  wicked  song  or  ballad,  a  copy 
wliereof  We  have  here  enclosed ;  Our  Will 
therefore  is,  that  Ye  pitch  upon  and  appoint 
the  most  execrable  individual  of  that  most  exe- 
crable species,  Imownby  the  appellation,  phrase, 
and  nick-name  of  Tiie  Deil'a  Yeld  Nowte:  and 


after  having  caused  him  to  kindle  a  fire  at  the 
Croes  of  Ayr,  ye  shall,  at  noontide  of  the  day, 
put  into  the  said  wretch's  merciless  hands  the 
said  copy  of  the  said  nefarious  and  wicked 
song,  to  be  consumed  by  fire  in  the  presence  of 
all  beholders,  in  abhorrenee  of,  and  terrorem 
to,  all  such  compositions  and  composers.  And 
this  in  nowise  leave  ye  nndone,  but  have  it  ese- 
cut«d  in  every  point  as  this  oar  mandate  bears, 
before  the  twenty-fourth  current,  when  in  per- 
son We  hope  to  applaud  your  faithfulness  and 

Given  at  MaucHine  this  twentieth  day  of  No- 
vember, Anno  Domini  one  thousand  seven  hun- 
dred and  eighty-six. 

God  save  the  Bard  ! 


XXXIII. 

TO   MB.   ROBERT   MOIK. 

e  eipeilitlon  lo  ' Edinburgh,  to  which  this 


My  e 


Mossgiel,  18th  Nov.,  17S 


ENCLOSED  you  have  "  Tam  Samson,"  as  I  in- 
tend to  print  him.  I  am  thinking  for  my  Edin- 
burgh expedition  on  Monday  or  Tuesday,  come 
ae'ennight,  for  pos.     I  will  see  you  on  Tuesday 

Tour  much  indebted, 


XXXIV. 
TO  DR.    MACKENZIE, 


[To  the  ■ 


irable  Dr.  1 


pec  ting  tbs 


for  Boii 
graphe™  f..r  Home  valuable  m 
Bailyd^yB  of  Burns.] 

Wednesdai/  Mortdng. 
Deak  Sin, 
I  KBVEa  spent  an  afternoon  among  great  folks 
with  half  that  pleasure  as  when,  in  company 
with  you,   I  had  the  honour  of  paying  my  de- 
voirs to  that  plain,  honest,  worthy  man,   the 
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professor.  [Uugald  Stewart.]  I  would  be  de- 
lighted f  0  sec  him  perform  acts  of  kindness  and 
friendsiiip,  though  I  weve  not  tho  object;  be 
does  it  with  Buoh  a.  grace.  I  think  hia  charac- 
er,  divided  into  ten  parts,  stands  thus — four 
parts  Socrates — four  parts  Nathaniel — and  two 
parts  Shakspeare's  Brutas. 

The  foregoing  Tenses  were  really  extempore, 
hut  a  little  corrected  since.  They  may  enter- 
tain yon  a  little  with  the  help  of  that  partiality 
with  which  jou  are  60   good  aa  to  favour  the 

Dear  Sir, 
'  Your  very  humMe  servant. 


XXXV. 

TO   GAVIN   HAMILTON,   ESQ., 


m  Qayin  HanuLtoD  Bun 


ie,] 


e  by  vsrse  nc 


Edinhurgk,  De-.  -.ih,  1786. 
Honoured  Sib, 
:  HAVE  paid  every  attention  to  your  eom- 
nds,  but  can  only  say  what  perhaps  you  will 
have  heard  before  tiia  reach  you,  that  Mulr- 
kirklands  were  bought  by  a  John  Gordon,  W. 
,  but  for  whom  I  know  not;  Mauchlonds, 
Haugh.  Miln,  As.,  by  a  Frederiot  FoOiering- 
■m,  supposed  to  be  f or  Ealloclunyle  Laird,  and 
Adamhill  and  Shawood  were  bought  for  Oswald's 
folks. — This  is  so  imperfect  an  account,  and 
Bill  be  BO  late  ere  it  reach  you,  that  were  it  not 
to  discharge  my  oonsoienee  I  would  not  trouble 
you  with  it;  but  after  all  my  diligence  I  could 
make  it  no  sooner  nor  better. 

For  my  own  affairs,  I  am  in  a  fair  way  of  be- 
coming as  eminent  as  Thomas  a  Kempia  or  John 
Bunyan ;  and  you  may  expect  hencefortli  to  see 
my  birth-day  inserted  among  the  wonderful 
nts,  in  the  Poor  Kobin's  and  Aberdeen  Alma- 
nacks, along  with  the  Black  Monday,  and  the 
battle  of  Eothwell  bridge. — My  Lord  Glencairn 
and  the  Dean  of  Faculty,  Mr.  H.  Erskine,  have 
taken  mo  under  their  wing;  and  by  all  proba- 
bility I  shall  soon  be  the  t«nth  worthy,  and 
the  eighth  wise  man  in  the  world.  Through  my 
1'b  influence  it  is  Inserted  in  the  records 
of  the  Caledonian  Hunt,  that  they  universally. 


one  and  all,  subscribe  for  the  second  edition. — 
My  subscription  bills  come  out  to-morrow,  and 
you  shall  have  some  of  them  neit  post. — I  have 
met,  in  Mr.  Dalrymple,  of  Orangefield,  what 
Solomon  emphatically  calls  "  a  friend  that  stick- 
elh  closer  than  a  brother." — The  warmth  with 
which  he  interests  himself  in  my  affairs  ia  of 
the  same  enthusiastic  kind  which  you,  Mr  Aiken, 
and  the  few  patrons  that  took  notice  of  my 
earlier  poetic  days,  showed  for  the  poor  unlucky 
devil  of  a  poet. 

I  .ilways  remember  Mrs.  Hamilton  and  Miss 
Kennedy  in  my  poetio  prayers,  but  you  both  in 

May  cauld  ne'er  catch  you  but  a  hap. 
Nor  hunger  but  in  plenty's  lap ! 


XXXVI. 
TO   JOHN   BALLANTYNE,   ESQ., 


tlemc 


is  B;ood  deed.] 


EdtTtbnrgh,  IZlh  Bee.  1786. 

FaiEND, 

I  wouipnot  writeyou  till  I  could  have  it  in  my 
power  to  give  you  some  account  of  myself  and  my 
mattera,  which,  by  the  by,  is  oft«n  no  easy  task. 
— I  arrived  here  on  Tuesday  was  se'ennight,  and 
have  Buffered  ever  since  I  came  to  town  with  a 
miserable  headache  and  stomach  complaint, 
but  amnovf  a  good  deal  better. — I  have  found  a 
worthy  warm  friend  in  Mr.  Dalrymple,  of  Orange- 
field,  who  introduced  me  to  Lord  Glencairn, 
a  man  whose  worth  and  brotherly  kindnesa  to 
me,  I  shall  remember  when  time  shall  be  no 
more. — By  his  interest  it  is  passed  in  the  "Cale- 
donian Hunt,"  and  entered  in  their  books,  that 
they  are  to  take  each  a  copy  of  the  aecond  edi- 
tion, for  which  they  are  to  pay  one  guinea. — 
I  have  been  iatroduced  to  a  good  many  of  the 
noblesse.,  but  my  avowed  patrons  and  patronessea 
are  the  Duchess  of  Gordon — the  Countess  of 
Glencairn,  with  my  Lord,  and  Lady  Betty  '~~ 
tie  Dean  of  Faculty — Sir  John  IVhitefoorcl — 1 


I  LadyB 
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h.ive  likewise  wnrm  friends  among  the  literati; 
Profpssors  Stewart,  Blair,  and  Mr.  Mackenzie — 
the  Man  of  Feeling. — An  ankaown  liand  left  ten 
gainess  for  the  Ayrshire  hard  tritli  Mr.  Sibbald, 
which  I  got. — 1  since  have  discovered  my  gene- 
roue  unknown  friend  to  be  Patrick  Millar,  Esq., 
brother  to  the  Jusdoe  Clerk ;  and  drank  a  glass 
of  claret  with  Mm,  by  invitation,  at  his  own 
house,  yesternight.  I  am  nearly  agreed'  with 
Creech  to  print  my  book,  and  I  suppose  I  will 
begin  on  Monday.  I  will  send  a  subscription 
bill  or  two,  nest  post ;  when  I  intend  writing 
my  first  kind  patron.  Mr.  Aifeen.  I  saw  his  son 
to  day   and  he  is  very  well 

Dugald  Stewart,  and  some  of  my  learned 
fr  en  Is  put  n  e  n  the  per  od  al  p  per  called 
Tl  e  Lo  n  e  a  c  py  of  wh  ch  I  here  enclose 
yu  — I  was  r  who  I  waa  first  honoured 
wjth  your  n  t  ce  to  obscu  e  now  I  tremble 
est  I  0  11  be  cm  el  by  be  ng  dragged  too 
sullenly  nto  the  glare  of  pol  te  and  learned 
obserrat  on 

I  shall  ce  ia  niv  my  ever  honoured  patron, 
wr  te  jou  an  account  of  my  e  erv  f cp ;  and 
better  health  and  m  re  sp  r  s  may  e  blc  me 
t  nake  t  sora  tl  ng  bette  th  n  th  stupid 
ma  te    of  fa  t  ep  atle 

I  have  tlie  honour  to  be, 

Good  Sir, 
Your  ever  grateful  humble  serrant, 

K,  B. 

If  any  of  my  friends  write  me,  my  direction 
is,  care  of  Mr.  Creech,  bookseller. 


XXXVII. 
TO   MR.   ROBERT   MUIR, 


vanthns  gGDeniua,  manlj-,  and  nobla;  anil  if  ev?r 
na  11  n  from  the  A11-b:ooiJ  Beii^  animnted  a  Iihihjd 
Jm       waa  thine. 

Edinbargh,  Bee.  2Qth,  1786. 
■\Iy  ieah  Frienc, 
I  H\1E  just  time  for  the  carrier,  to  tell  you 
1  at   I  re  eived  your  letter  ;  of  wliicli  I  shall 
ly  no  more  but  what  a  lass  of  my  acquaintance 
ad    f  her  bastard  wean ;  she  said  she   "  did 

1  TlnpapBrheraallnded 


na  ken  wha  was  the  failier  exactly,  but  she 
suspected  it  was  some  o'  the  bonny  blackgaard 
smugglers,  for  it  was  like  them."  So  I  only 
say  your  obliging  epistle  was  like  you.  I  en- 
close you  ft  parcel  of  subscription  bills.  Your 
affair  of  sixty  copies  is  also  like  you ;  bnt  it 
would  not  be  like  me  to  comply. 

Yonr  friend's  notion  of  my  life  has  put  a 
crotchet  in  my  head  of  sketching  it  in  some 
future  epistle  to  yon.  My  compliments  to 
Charles  and  Mr.  Parker.  E.  B. 


XXXVIII. 
ILLIAM   CHALMERS, 


of  1789.] 

Edmhtirgh,  Dec.  27,  1786. 
My  DE-IB  Feiend, 
I  CONFESS  I  haye  sinned  the  sin  for  whicl 
tlicro  is  hardly  any  forgiveness— ingi-atitude  to 
friendship — in  nut  writing  you  sooner  ;  but  of 
all  men  living,  I  had  intended  to  have  sent  you 
an  entertaining  letter ;  and  by  all  the  plodding, 
stupid  powers,  that  in  nodding,  conceited  ma- 
jesty, preside  oyer  the  dull  routine  of  business 
— a  heavily  solemn  oatb  tliis ! — I  am,  and  have 
been,  ever  since  I  came  to  Edinburgh,  as  unfit 
to  write  a  letter  of  humour,  as  to  write  a  com- 
mentary on  tlic  Revelation  of  St.  John  the  Di- 
vine, who  was  banished  to  the  Isle  of  Patmos, 
by  the  cruel  and  bloody  Domitian,  son  to  Ves- 
pasian and  brother  to  Titus,  both  emperors  of 
Rome,  and  who  was  himself  an  emperor,  ftml 
raised  the  second  or  third  pocsecution,  I  forget 
which,  against  the  Christians,  and  after  throw- 
ing the  said  Apostle  John,  brother  to  tlie  Apostle 
James,  commonly  called  James  the  Greater,  to 
distinguish  him  from  another  James,  who  was, 
on  some  account  or  other,  known  by  the  name 
of  James  the  Less— after  throwing  him  into  a 
cauldron  of  boiling  oil,  from  which  he  was  mi- 
raculously preserved,  he  banished  the  poor  son 
of  Zebedee  to  a  desert  island  in  the  Archipelago, 
where  he  was  gifted  with  the  second  sight,  and 
saw  as  many  wild  beasts  as  I  have  seen  since  I 
came  to  Edinburgh ;  which,  a  circumstance  not 
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n  storj-telling,  brings  m 


f  ery  uno( 

To  make  you  eome  Brnends  for  what,  before 

j-on  reach  tliispiirii.gra.pli,  you  will  have  suffered, 

I  enclose  you  two  poema  I  have  carded  and  spun 

lince  I  past  Olenbnck. 

One  blank  in  the   address  to  Edinburgh  — 

'Fnir  B ,"  is  heavenly  Miss  Burnet,  dmiEh- 

ter  to  Lord  Jlonbottdo,  at  whose  house  1  haye 
had  the  honour  to  he  more  than  once.  There 
not  been  nnything  nearly  like  her  in  all  the 
combinations  of  beauty,  grace,  and  goodness 
the  great  Creator  has  formed  since  Milton's  Eve 
!)E  ilie  first  day  of  her  existence. 

My  direcdon  is — care  of  Andrew  Bruce,  mer- 
cliont,  Bridge-street.  K.  B, 


TO   THE   EARL   OP   EGLINTOUN. 


From  the    emotion';  of  my  inmoF^t  fouI  I  do  it. 
Seiliali  ingratitude  I  hope  lam  incapable   of; 
mercenary  serviiity,  I  trust,  I  shall  ever 
have  BO  much  honest  pride  as  to  detest. 


XL. 

TO   ME,   GAVIN   HAMILTON. 

This  letter  was  firs!  publisheii  by  Robert  Chambf 

o  punsiderad  it  as  rlaaipg  the  inquiry,  ''wne  Bu 

larried  man  V    No  doubt  Burns  thougbt  hiraeelT  i 


irotber 


,e.] 


.of  pi 


I  of  the 


Edinburgh,  Jan.  7,  1787. 
To  tell  the  truth  among  friends,.!  feel  a  mi- 
serable blank  in  my  heart,  with  the  want  of  her, 
iiid  I  don't  think  I  shall  erer  meet  with  so  de- 
ieious  an  armful  again.  She  has  her  faults; 
ind  so  have  you  and  I ;   and  so  has  everybody ; 


raft  hae  put  m 
e  in  and  a'  that 


I  daft ; 


Edinburgh,  January  1787. 
My  Lord, 
As  I  iiave  bat  slender  pretensions  to  philoso- 
phy. I  cannot  rise  to  the  exalted  ideas  of  a  citi- 
ri:n  of  the  world,  but  have  all  those  national 
I'l-tjiidices,  which  I  believe  glow  peculiarly 
strung  in  the  breast  of  a  Scotchman.  There  is 
?-;!ii-ccly  anything  to  which  I  am  so  feci  g  y 
iilho  as  the  honour  and  welfare  of  my  conn  y 
and,  as  a  poet,  I  have  no  higher  enjoyment  n 
singing  lier  sons  and  daughters.  Fate  had  a 
my  station  in  tlie  veriest  shades  of  life  bu 
never  did  a  heart  pant  more  ardently  u 
mine  to  be  distinguished;  though,  till  y 
lately,  I  loohed  in  vaiu  on  every  side  for  y 
of  light.  It  is  easy  then  to  guess  how  m  hi 
was  gratified  with  the  countenance  and  app 
bation  of  one  of  my  coantry's  most  illustnoos 
sons,  when  Mr,  IVauchope  called  on  me  yester- 
day on  the  part  of  your  lordship.  Tour  muni- 
ficence, my  lord,  certainly  deserves  my  very 
grateful  acknowledgments ;  but  your  patro- 
nage is  a  honnty  peculiarly  Suited  to  my  feel- 
s.  I  am  not  mastflr  enough  of  the  etiquette 
of  life  to  know,  whether  there  be  not  some  im- 
propriety in  troubling  your  lordship  with  my 
thnTiljR,  tut  niy  heart  whispered  me  to  do  it- 


Their  tri< 
They'vi 

But  clear  your  decks,  and  here's  the  sei, 
I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that. 
For  a'  that  and  a'  that. 
And  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that. 

I  have  met  with  a  very  pretty  ^ri,  a  Lothian 
f  ra  '  d  ughter,  whom  I  have  almost  per- 
n  d  d  accompany  me  to  the  west  country, 
hud  ec  return  to  settle  there.  By  the 
by  ft  L  lian  farmer  is  about  an  Ayrshire 
qu  he  lower  kind ;  and  I  had  a  most  de- 

n  ttem  Leith  to  her  house  yesternight, 

n  a  h      ney-ooach  with  her  brother  and  two 
d  broUier's  wife.     We  had  dined  nlto- 
g  a   a  common  friend's  house  in  Leith,  and 

d  n  onk,  and  sang  till  late  enough.     Tiie 

night  was  dart,  the  claret  had  been  good,  and 
I  thirsty,  *****  11.  B. 


XLI. 
BALLA^lTrNE,   ESQ. 


by  Google 


GENEEAL    COnEESPONDENCE 
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!=■] 


Edinburgh,  Jan.  14,  1787. 
)  Feishd, 

It  gives  ine  a  secret  comfurt  to  observe  in 
mjeelf  tliat  I  am  not  jet  so  ta,r  gone  as  Willie 
Gaw's  Sliate,  "past  redemption;"  for  I  haTe 
etill  tills  favourable  symptom  of  grace,  that 
when  my  oonsolenoe,  as  In  the  ease  of  this 
letter,  tells  me  I  am  leaving  something  undone 
that  I  ought  to  do,  it  teases  me  eternally  till  I 
doit 

I  am  still  "  dark  as  was  Chaos"'  in  respect  to 
futurity.  My  generous  friend,  Jlr.  Patrick 
Wilier,  haa  heen  talking  witli  me  abont  a  lease 
of  some  farm  or  other  in  an  estate  called  Dal- 
BwintoB,  irhich  he  has  lately  bought,  near  Dum- 
fries. Some  life-rented  embittering  recoUec- 
ionswhisperraethatlnUl  be  happier  anywhere 
Jian  in  my  old  neighbourhood,  but  Mr,  Miller 
s  no  judge  of  land;  and  tiongh  I  dare  say  he 
jieaus  to  favour  mc,  yet  he  may  give  mo,  in  his 
opinion,  an  advantageous  bargain  tliat  may  ruin 
I  am  1«  take  a  tour  by  Dumfries  as  I 
m,  and  have  proniis«d  to  meet  Mr.  Miller 
on  his  \aa'ln  some  time  in  May. 

I  went  to  a  mason-lodge  yesternight,  where 
the  most  Worshipful  Grand  Master  Charters, 
and  all  the  Grand  Lodge  of  Scotland  visited. 
The  meeting  was  numerous  and  elegant ;  alt  the 
different  lodges  about  town  were  present,  in  all 
their  pomp.  The  Grand  Master,  who  presided 
with  great  solemnity  and  honour  to  himEelf  as 
a  gentleman  and  maaon,  among  otlier  general 
toasts,  gave  "  Caledonia,  and  Caledonia's  Bard, 
Brother  Bums,"  which  mng  through  tlie  whole 
assembly  with  multiplied  honours  and  repeated 
As  I  had  no  idea  snch  a  thing 
would  happen,  1  was  downright  thunderstruck, 
and,  trembling  in  every  nerve,  made  the  best 
:rn  in  my  power.  Just  as  1  had  finished, 
e  of  the  grand  officers  said,  so  lj>ud  that  I 
could  hear,  with  a  most  comforting  accent, 
"  Very  well  indeed  i"  which  set  me  something 
to  rights  again. 

I  have  to-day  corrected  my  1521  page.  My 
best  good  wishes  to  Mr.  Aiken. 

Dear  Sir, 


TO   JOHN   BALLANTYNE. 


man.J 

Janimr^j  — ,  1787. 
While  here  I  sit,  sad  and  solitary  by  the  Bid( 
of  a  fire  in  a  little  country  iin,  and  drying  mj 
wet  clothes,  in  pops  a  poor  fellow  of  sodger,  and 
tells  me  he  is  going  to  Ayr.  Ey  heavens  !  say  I 
to  myself,  with  a  tide  of  good  spirits  which  the 
magic  of  that  sound,  Anld  Toon  o'  Ayr,  conjured 
up,  I  will  sent  my  last  song  to  Mr.  Ballantyne. 
Here  it  is — 

Ye  flowery  banks  o'  bonnie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  blume  sae  fair  ; 
How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds. 


TO   MRS.   DUNLOr. 


eaofCuri 


[The   frleiilah 

Edinburgh,  16th  January,  1787. 
Mack, 
YoDRs   of  the  9th  current,  which  I  am  this 
moment  honoured  with,  is  a  deep  reproach  to 
me  for  ungrateful  neglect.     I  will  tell  yon  the 
real  truth,  for  I  am  miserably  awkward  at  a  fib 
—1  wished  to  have  written  to  Dr.  Moore  before 
I  wrote  to  you ;  but  though  every  day  since  I 
received  jours  of  December  80th,  the  idea,  the     i 
wish  to  write  to  him  has  constantly  pressed  on    ; 
mj  thoughts,  yet  I  could  not  for  my  soul  set 
about  it.     I  know  his  fame  and  character,  and    ] 
I  am  one  of  "  the  sous  of  little  men."    To  write    1 
Mm  a  mere  matter-of-fact  affair,  like  a  mer-    j 
chant's  order,  would  be  disgracing  the  little 
charac  ter  I  have ;  and  to  write  the  author  of 
"  The  View  of  Society  and  Manners"  a  letter 
of  sentiment— 1  declare  every  artery  runs  cold 
at  the  thought.    I  shall  try,  however,  to  write 
to  him  to-morrow  or  next  day.     His  kind  inter-    ; 
position  in  mybehaiflhave  already  ciperieneed,     | 
as  a  gentleman  waited  on  me  the  other  day,  on 
the  part  of  Lord  Eglintoun,  with  ten  guineas,  by 

«  SoajCXXXI. 
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way  of  subscription  for  tifo  copies  of  mj  next 

edition. 

The  word  you  object  to  in  the  mention  I  haie 
made  of  my  glorious  ooimtrjman  and  yoar  im- 
mortal ancestor,  is  indeed  borrowed  from  Thom- 
son; but  it  does  not  strike  me  as  an  improper 
epithet.  I  distrnsted  my  own  judgment  OQyour 
finding  fault  with  it,  and  applied  for  the  opinion 
of  some  of  tie  literati  hero,  who  hononr  me 
with  their  oridcal  slrictures,  and  they  all  allow 
it  U>  be  proper.  The  aong  you  ast  I  cnnnot  re- 
collect, and  I  have  not  a  copy  of  it.  I  have  not 
composed  anything  on  the  great  Wallace,  except 
what  you  have  seen  in  print ;  and  the  enclosed, 
which  I  will  print  in  this  edition.  You  will  see 
I  have  mentioned  some  others  of  the  name. 
When  I  composed  my  "  Vision"  long  ago,  I  had 
attempted  a  description  of  Koyle,  of  which  the 
additional  stanzas  are  n  part,  as  it  originally 
stood.  Mj  heart  glows  with  a  wish  (a  be  able 
to  do  justice  to  the  merits  of  the  "Saviour  of 
Ilia  Country,"  which  sooner  or  later  I  shall  at 
least  attempt. 

i'ou  are  afraid  I  shall  grow  intosicated  with 
my  prosperity  as  a  poet ;  alas !  Madam,  I  know 
myself  and  the  world  (oo  well.  I  do  not  mean 
any  airs  of  affected  modesty;  I  am  willing  to 
believe  that  my  abilities  deserve  some  notice ; 
but  in  a  moat  enlightened,  informed  nge  and 
nation,  wlien  poetry  is  and  has  been  the  study 
of  men  of  the  first  natural  genius,  aided  with  all 
the  powers  of  polite  learning,  polite  books,  and 
polite  company — to  be  dragged  forth  to  the  full 
1^1  e  of  learned  and  j  oVte  observat  on  w  th  all 
n  mpe  -feet  ons  of  awkward  ru  lie  ty  and 
crule  unp  bahel  iloaa  on  my  held — I  assure 
you,  Madam  I  do  not  dissemble  when  I  tell 
you  I  tremlle  for  the  consequences  The 
a  Yclty  of  a  I  oet  in  mi  obscure  "  taation  with 

ut  any  of  those  advantages  wh  h  are  reckoned 
necessary  for  that  character,  at  least  at  this 
time  of  day,  has  raised  a  partial  tide  of  public 
notice  which  has  borne  me  to  a  height,  whore  I 
am  absolutely,  feelingly  certain,  ray  abilities 
are  inadequate  to  support  me  ;  and  too  surely 
do  I  see  that  time  when  the  same  tide  will 
leave  me,  and  recede,  perhaps,  as  far  below  the 
mark  of  truth.  I  do  not  say  this  in  the  ridi- 
culous affectation  of  self-abasement  and  mo- 
desty. I  have  studied  myself,  and  know  what 
ground  I  occupy;  and,  however  a  friend  or  the 
world  may  differ  from  me  in  that  particular,  I 
stand  for  my  own  opinion,  in  silent  resolve,  with 


all  tb 
this  to  you 
and  I  do 


i-Dinisa  of  property.  I  mention 
for  all  to  disburthen  my  mind, 
ish  to  hear  or  say  more  about 


you  will  bear  me  witness,  that  when  my  bubble 
of  fame  was  at  the  highest,  I  stood  uniiitosi- 
cated  witli  the  inebrialiug  cup  in  my  h:ind, 
looking  forward  witli  rueful  resolve  to  the 
hastening  time,  when  the  blow  of  Calumny 
should  dash  it  to  the  ground  witJi  all  the  eager- 
ness of  vengeful  triumph. 

Your  patronizing  me  and  interesting  yourself 
in  my  fame  and  character  as  a  poet,  I  rejoice 
in;  it  exalts  me  in  my  own  idea;  and  whether 
you  can  or  cannot  aid  me  in  my  subscription  ia 
a  trifle.  Has  a  paltry  subscription-bill  any 
charms  to  the  heart  of  a  bard,  compared  with 
the  patronage  of  t!ie  descendant  of  the  immortal 
Wallace?  fi.  B. 


TO   DR.    Jl  0  0  it  E. 

[Dr.  Moare,  Uifl  aroompliaKed  aullmr  of  Zelueoaiu 
folhot  of  Sir  JohnMoore,  interested  MmEell  in  the  fani. 
end  forluDB  of  Bunu,  n«  Hion  as  the  jmhii.Mtion  of  M, 
Poems  made  Ids  name  knotvn  to  tlia  world.] 

Edinhurgh,  Jan.  1787. 
Sir, 
Mrs.  DuNioP  has  been  so  kind  as  to  send  m< 
extracts  of  letters  she  has  had  from  you,  where 
TOH  do  the  rustic  bard  the  bonour  of  noticing 
h  m  and  his  works.  Tiiose  who  have  felt  the 
anxieties  and  solicitudes  of  authorship,  can  only 
know  what  pleasure  it  gives  to  be  noticed  in 
such  a  manner,  by  judges  of  the  first  character. 

only  I  am  sorry  they  mostly  came  too  late  :  a 
peccant  passage  or  two  that  I  would  certainly 
have  altered,  were  gone  to  the  press. 

The  hope  to  be  admired  for  ages,  is,  in  by  far 
the  greater  part  of  those  even  who  are  authors 
of  repute,  an  nnsnbstaiitial  dream.  For  my 
part,  my  first  ambition  was,  and  still  my  alrong- 
est  -wish  is,  to  please  my  compeers,  the  rustic 
inmates  of  the  hamlet,  while  ever-changing  lan- 
guage and  manners  shall  allow  me  to  be  relished 
understood.  I  am  very  willing  to  admit 
that  I  have  some  poetical  abilities ;  and  as  few, 
if  any,  writers,  either  moral  or  poetical,  are  in- 
timately acquainted  with  the  classes  of  mankind 
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among  whom  I  have  chiefly  mingled,  I  may  have 
1  men  and  manners  in  a  different  phasia  from 
what  is  common,  which  may  assist  originality 
of  thought.  Still  I  know  very  well  the  noTelty 
of  my  character  has  by  far  the  greatest  share 

n  the  learned  and  polite  notice  I  have  lately 
had;  and  in  a  language  where  Pope  and 
Churchill  have  raised  the  laugh,  and  Shenstone 
and  Gray  drawn  tlie  tear  ;  where  Thomson  and 
Beattie  have  painted  the  landscape,  and  Lyttel- 
ton  and  Collins  deeoribed  tlie  heart,  I  am  not 
vain  enough  to  hope  for   distinguished  poetic 

fame.  R-  B. 


XLV. 

TO 

THE 
en  said  u 

REV.   G 

S,   NEAB   KI 

thoLifepfB 

LAURie, 

inbo^li.  he  1 

d  nol  virit  Dr.  B 

bi^ki 

■enras  indocei  h 

t  City  Ml  w 

ime,  al  lenst,  to 

I,ou 

inttoduced  him  W  (he  Dm  lot.] 

Edinburgh,  Feb.  5th,  1787. 
KI)  DEAH  Sir, 
When  I  look  at  the  date  of  your  kind  letter, 
my  heart  reproaehes  me  severely  with  ingrald- 
tude  ia  neglecting  so  long  to  answer  it.  I  will 
not  trouble  you  with  any  account,  by  way  of 
apology,  of  my  hurried  life  and  distracted  at- 
tention: do  me  the  justice  to  believe  that  my 
delay  by  no  means  proceeded  from  want  of  re- 
spect. I  foel,  and  ever  shall  feel  for  you  the 
mingled  sentiments  of  esteem  for  a  friend  and 
reverence  for  a  father. 

I  thank  you,  Sir,  with  all  my  soul  for  youc 
friendly  hints,  though  I  do  not  need  them  so 
much  as  my  friends  are  apt  to  imagine.  You 
are  daizled  with  newspaper  accounts  and  distant 
reports  ;  bnt,  in  reality,  I  hiive  no  great  tempta- 
tion to  be  intoiicated  with  the  cnp  of  prosperity. 
Novelty  may  attract  the  attention  of  manMnd 
awhile;  to  it  I  owe  my  present  ^olat;  butlaee 
the  time  not  far  distant  when  the  popular  tide 
which  has  borne  me  to  a  height  of  which  I  am, 
perhaps,  unworthy,  shall  recede  with  silent  ce- 
lerity, aud  leave  me  a  barren  waste  of  sand,  to 
descend  at  my  leisure  to  my  former  station.  I 
do  not  say  this  in  the  affectation  of  modesty; 
I  see  the  cocsequeuce  is  unavoidable,  and  am 
prepared  for  it.     I  had  been  at  a  good  deal 


of  pains  to  form  a  just,  impartial  estimate  of 
my  intellectual  powers  before  I  came  here  ;  I 
have  not  added,  since  I  came  to  Edinburgh, 
anything  to  the  account;  and  I  trust  I  shall 
take  every  atom  of  it  back  to  my  shades,  iio 
coverts  of  my  unnoticed,  early  years. 

In  Dr.  Blaeklook,  whom  I  see  very  often,  I 
have  found  what  1  would  have  eipected  in  our 
friend,  a  clear  head  and  an  CEcellent  iieart. 

By  far  the  most  agreeable  hours  I  spend  in 
Edinburgh  must  be  placed  to  the  account  of 
Miss  Laurie  and  her  piano-forte.  I  cannot  help 
repeating  to  you  and  Mrs.  Laurie  a  compliment 
that  Mr.  Mackenzie,  the  celebrated  "  Man  of 
Feeling,"  paid  to  MIsa  Laurie,  tie  oliter  night 
at  the  concert  I  had  come  in  at  the  interlnde, 
and  sat  down  by  bim  till  I  saw  Miss  Laurie  in 
a  seat  not  very  distant,  and  went  up  to  pay  my 
respects  to  her.  On  my  return  to  Mr.  Macken- 
zie he  asked  me  who  she  was  ;  I  told  him  'twas 
the  daughter  of  a  reverend  friend  of  minein  the 
west  country.  He  returned,  there  was  some- 
thing very  striking,  to  his  idea,  in  her  appear- 
ance. On  my  desiring  to  know  what  it  was,  he 
was  pleased  to  say,  "  She  has  a  great  deal  of  the 
elegance  of  a  well-bred  lady  about  her,  with  all 
the  sweet  simplicity  of  a  country  girl." 

My  compliments  to  all  tiie  happy  inmates  of 
St.  Margaret's.  R.  B. 


XL  VI. 

TO   OR.    MOORE. 

wer  to  this  letter.  Dr.  Moors 


MdinbuTgli,  \bth  February,  1787. 
Silt, 
Pakdon  my  seeming  neglect  in  delaying  so 
long  to  acknowledge  tLe  honour  yon  have  done 
me,  in  your  kind  notice  of  me,  J.anuary  23d. 
Not  many  months  ago  I  knew  no  other  employ- 
ment than  following  the  plough,  nor  could  boast 
anything  higher  tlian  a  distant  acquaintance 
with  a  country  clergyman.  Mere  greatness 
never  embarrasses  me;  I  have  nothing  to  ask 
from  the  great,  and  I  do  not  fear  their  judg- 
ment :  but  genius,  polished  by  learning,  and  at 
its  proper  point  of  elevation  in  the  eye  of  the 
world,  this  of  late  I  frequently  meet  with,  and 
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tremble  at  its  approach, 
of  eeetaing  modesty  to  co 


scorn  the  affectatjan. 
r  self-conceit.  That 
,ot  deny  ;  but  I  see 
with  frequent  wringings  of  heart,  that  the  no- 
velty of  my  cliaracter,  and  the  honest  national 
prejudice  of  my  coimti-ymcn,  have  borne  me  to 
a  height  altogether  untenable  to  my  abilities. 

For  the  honour  Mias  Williams  has  done  me, 
please,  Sir,  return  her  in  my  namo  my  most 
grateful  tbanks,  I  have  more  than  once  thought 
of  paying  her  in  kind,  hut  have  hitherto  quitted 
the  idea  in  hopeless  despondcncj.  1  had  never 
before  heard  of  her ;  but  (he  other  day  I  got 
her  poems,  which  for  several  reasons,  some  be- 
longing to  the  head,  and  others  the  offspring  of 
the  heart,  give  me  a  great  deal  of  pleasure.  I 
have  little  pretensions  to  critic  lore  ;  there  are, 
I  think,  two  characteristic  features  in  her  poetry 
— the  unfettered  wild  flight  of  native  genius, 
and  the  querulous  sombre  tenderness  of  "  time- 
settled  Borrow." 

T  only  know  what  pleases  me,  often  witliout 
being  able  to  tell  why.  R.  B. 


XLvn. 
TO  JOHN  BALIANTYNE,   ESQ. 
[The  pici 


e  Alex. 
hU:— ilia. 


M.1 


in  tliis 


imjih— tha  eldest  of  living  Briiish 
.he  eicepUnn  of  a  profile  by  Miera, 


EdmbursK  Feb.  2ith,  17S7. 
c  Feieisd, 

I  WILL  soon  be  with  you  now,  in  guid  bla^k 
prent ; — in  a  week  or  ten  days  at  farthest.  I 
am  obliged,  against  ray  own  wish,  to  print  auh- 
soribers'  names;  bo  if  any  of  my  Ayr  friends 
have  subscription  bills,  they  must  he  sent  in  to 
Creech  directly.  I  am  getting  my  phiz  done  by 
9in  eminent  engraver,  and  if  it  can  be  ready  in 
time,  I  will  appear  in  my  book,  looking  like  all 
other /oofc  to  my  title-page.  R,  B. 


XL  VIII. 
TO   THE   EARL  OF   GLENCAIRN. 


Ediiiburgh,  178T 
My  Lokd, 
I  WANTED  to  purchase  a  profile  of  your  lord- 
ship, which  I  was  told  was  to  be  got  in  town  ; 
but  I  am  truly  sorry  to  see  that  a  blundering 
painter  haB  spoiled  a  "human  face  divine." 
The  enclosed  stamas  I  intended  to  have  written 
below  a  picture  or  profile  of  your  lordship, 
could  1  have  been  80  happy  as  to  procure  one 
with  anytluDg  of  a  likenesi. 

As  I  will  soon  return  to  my  shades,  I  wanted 
to  have  something  like  a  material  object  for  my 
gratitude  ;  I  wanted  to  have  it  in  my  power  to 
say  to  a  friend,  there  is  my  noble  patron,  my 
generons  benefactor.  Allow  me,  my  lord,  to 
publish  these  verses.  I  conjure  your  lordship, 
by  the  honest  throe  of  gratitude,  by  the  gene- 
rous wish  of  benevolence,  by  all  the  powers  and 
feelings  which  compose  the  magnanimous  mind, 
do  not  deny  me  this  petition,  I  owe  much  to 
your  lordship:  and,  what  has  not  in  some  other 
instances  always  been  the  case  with  me,  the 
weight  of  the  obligation  is  a  pleasing  load.  I 
trust  I  have  a  heart  aB  independent  as  your 
lordship's,  than  which  I  can  say  nothing  more; 
and  I  would  not  be  beholden  to  favours  that 
would  orueify  my  feelings.  Tour  dignified  cha- 
racter in  life,  and  manner  of  supporting  that 
character,  are  flattering  to  my  pride ;  and  I 
would  be  jealous  of  the  purity  of  my  grateful 
attachment,  where  I  was  under  the  patronage 
of  one  of  the  much  favoured  sons  of  fortune- 
Almost  every  poet  has  eelebrated  his  patrons, 
particularly  when  liey  were  names  dear  to  fame, 
and  illustrious  in  their  country  ;  allow  me,  then, 
my  lord,  if  you  think  the  verses  have  intrinsic 
merit,  to  tell  the  world  how  much  I  have  the 
honour  to  be, 

Your  lordship's  highly  indebted, 

And  ever  grateful  humble  servant, 


TO   THE  EARL  OF   BUOHAN. 

[The  Eari  of  Buchan,  a  man  of  talent,  bu[  mote  tha 
.etably  vain,  advised  Burns  lo  visit  the  batlle-field 
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Mt  Lokd, 
The  honour  jour  lordship  has  don 


Htant,  1  shall  eyer  gratefully  remember  :- 


Your  lordship  touches  the  darling  chord  of  my 
heart  when  yon  adriae  me  to  fire  roy  muse  at 
Seottiah  story  and  Sooteh  scenes.  I  wish  for 
nothing  more  than  to  make  a  leisurely  pilgrim- 
age through  my  native  country ;  to  sit  and  muse 
on  those  once  hard-contended  fields,  irhere  Cale- 
donia, rejoicing,  saw  her  bloody  lion  borne 
through  broken  ranks  to  victory  and  fame ;  and, 
catfihing  the  inspiration,  to  pour  the  deathless 
names  in  song.  But,  my  lord,  in  the  midst  of 
these  enthusiastic  reveries,  a  long-visaged,  dry, 
moral-looking  phantom  strides  across  my 
imagination,  and  pronounces   these   emphatic 

"  I,  TTisdom,  dwell  with  Prudence.  Friend, 
I  do  not  come  to  open  the  ill-closed  wounds  of 
your  follies  and  misfortunes,  merely  to  give  you 
pain  r  I  wish  through  these  wounds  to  imprint  a 
lasting  lesson  on  your  heart.  I  will  not  mention 
how  many  of  my  salutary  advices  you  have  des- 
pised :  I  have  given  you  line  upon  line  and  pre- 
cept opon  precept ;  and  while  I  was  chalking 
out  to  you  the  straight  way  to  wealth  and  cha- 
racter, with  audacious  effrontery  you  have  lig- 
iagged  across  the  patb,  contemning  me  to  my 
face;  jou  know  the  consequences.  It  is  not 
yet  three  months  since  home  was  so  hot  for  you 
that  yoo  were  on  the  wing  for  the  western  shore 
of  the  Atlantic,  not  to  mate  a  fortune,  but  to 
hide  your  misfortune. 

"  Now  that  your  dear-loved  Scotia  puts  it  in 
your  power  to  return  to  the  situation  of  your 
forefathers,  will  you  follow  these  will-o'-wisp 
meteors  of  fancy  and  whim,  till  they  bring  you 
once  more  to  the  brink  of  ruin?  I  grant  that 
the  utmost  ground  you  cnu  occupy  is  but  half  ft 
step  from  the  veriest  poverty;  bnt  still  it  is  half 
a  step  from  it.  If  all  that  I  can  urge  be  ineffoc- 
tual,  let  her  who  aeldom  calls  to  you  in  vain, 
let  the  call  of  pride  prevail  with  you.  Ton  know 
how  you  feel  at  the  iron  gripe  of  ruthless  op- 
pression :  you  know  how  you  bear  the  galling 
Hieer  of  contumelious  greatness.  1  hold  you 
out  tlie  conveniences,  the  comforts  of  life,  in- 


dependence, and  ehoiMcler,  on  tlic  one  Land;  I 
tender  you  civility,  dependence,  and  wretched- 
ness, ou  the  other.  I  nill  not  insult  your  un- 
derstanding by  hidding  you  make  a  choice." 

This,  my  lord,  is  unaiLsweiMble.  I  must  re- 
turn to  my  humble  station,  and  woo  my  rustic 
muse  in  my  wonted  way  at  the  plongh-tail. 
Still,  my  lord,  while  the  drops  of  life  warm  my 
heart,  gratitude  to  that  denr-loved  country  in 
which  I  boast  my  birth,  and  gratitude  to  those 
her  distinguished  sons  who  have  honoured  me 
so  much  with  their  patronage  and  approbation, 
shall,  while  stealing  through  my  humble  shade?, 
ever  distend  my  bosom,  and  at  times,  as  now, 
draw  forth  the  swelling  tear.  R.  B. 


TO  MR.  JAMES  CANDLISH. 

[Jomss  Cundlish,  a  student  of  nnxliciiie,  wa>  well 
quaintfldwilh  (lie  poelr>'orL(™e.niiilinrnf  thai  euhl 
li-iie,  "Moty's  Dream, "and  nt  the  requed  of  Bums  i 

sicul  Museum.l 

Edinburgh,  March  21,  1787. 

Mr  EVER  DEAR  OLD  ACQUAINTANOB, 

I  was  equally  surprised  and  pleased  at  your 
letter,  tiough  I  dare  say  you  will  think  by  my 
delaying  so  long  t<i  write  to  vou  that  I  am  so 
drowned  in  the  inttxication  of  gooJ  fortnne  as 
to  be  lulifterent  t<:  old  and  once  detr  con 
neiions  The  truth  is  I  was  iettrmme  1  to 
write  a  good  lettei  full  oi  aiguiient  amplih 
cation  erudition  an  1  as  Bayes  saj "  all  tl  at 
I  thought  of  it  and  thought  of  it  and  hy  my 
soul,  I  could  not ,  and,  lest  yon  should  nnstake 
the  cause  of  my  silence,  1  just  sit  down  to  tell 
yon  so.  Don't  give  yourself  credit,  though,  that 
the  strength  of  your  logic  scares  me :  the  truth 
is,  I  never  mean  to  meet  you  on  that  ground  at 
all.  You  have  shown  me  one  thing  which  was 
to  be  demonstrated .-  tliat  strong  pride  of  rea- 
soning, with  a  litUe  affectation  of  singjularity, 
may  mislead  the  best  of  hearts.  I  likewise, 
since  you  and  I  were  first  ncjuainted,  in  the 
pride  of  despising  old  woman's  Bitirieii,  ventured 
in  "  the  daring  path  Spinosa  li-od  ;"  hut  experi- 
ence of  the  weakness,  not  the  ttii^ngth  of  human  i 
powers,  made  me  glad  to  giniip   at  revealed 

I   am  still,   in   the  Apostle  Paul's  phrase,     I 
"  The  old  man  with  his  deeds,"  as  when  we 


by  Google 


OF   IlOIiERT   BURNS. 


wcie  spnrting  about  the  " Lady  Thorn."  I  aliall 
be  four  nesks  bore  jet  at  leiist ;  itnd  bo  I  ahaSl 
espect  to  hear  &om  you;  welcome  eense,  wel- 


The  Esculapian  Cliib  of  Edinburgh  hare,  i 
deoUi  of  Burus,  added  soiae  irou-wurk,  with  si 
tion  in  Itunour  of  the  Ajreliire  ]»>el,  to  llio  origi: 


Mt  v 


1,  March,  1  & 


You  may  tbiuk,  autl  too  justly,  tbat  I  am  a 
selfish,  ungrateful  fellow,  having  reeeWel  ao 
many  repeated  instanoes  of  Mniiiiess  from  you 
and  yet  never  putting  pen  to  pnper  to  say  thank 
you  ;  but  if  jou  knew  wliat  a  devil  of  a  1  fo  my 


1  that  a 


t    yo 


good  heart  would  think  yourself 
avenged.  By  the  bye,  there  is  nothing  in  the 
whole  frame  of  man  which  seems  to  be  so  unac- 
countable as  that  thing  called  conscience.  Had 
the  trouhlesome  yelping  cur  powers  efBcient  to 
prevent  a  mischief,  he  migbt  be  of  use;  but  at 
the  beginning  of  the  business,  his  feeble  efforts 
are  ta  the  workings  of  passion  as  the  infant 
frosts  of  an  ftutumnal  morning  to  the  unclouded 
fervour  of  the  rising  sun:  and  no  sooner  are 
the  tumultuous  doings  of  the  wicked  deed  over, 
than,  amidst  the  bitter  native  consequences  of 
folly,  in  the  very  vortes  of  our  horrors,  np 
starts  conscience,  and  harrows  us  with  the  feel- 
ings of  the  damned. 

I  have  enclosed  you,  by  way  of  eipiation, 
some  verse  and  prose,  that,  if  they  merit  a  place 
m  your  truly  entertaining  misoellaJiy,  you  are 
welcome  to.  The  prose  extract  is  literally  as 
Mr.  Sprott  sent  it  me. 

The  inscription  on  the  atone  is  as  follows : — 

"HERB  LIES  ROBERT  FEBGU5S0N,  POET. 
Born,  SeptembetSth,  1761— Died,  161h  October,  1774. 
"  No  aculptur'd  marhlo  hero,  nor  pompous  lay. 


tb    M  he  Kirk  and  Kirk- 

ongate. 
Wh  th  to  the  said  funds 

m  Robert  Bums,  of 

was  read  and  ap- 
eir  sederunt  book, 
follows:— 
'•  n  u  the  honourable  bailljes  of  Canongate, 
EJ  nbu  gh.— Oentlemen,  I  am  sorry  to  be  told 
hat  the  remains  of  Robert  Ferguason,  the  So 
ju  tly  celebrated  poet,  a  man  whose  talents  for 
ages  to  come  will  do  honour  to  our  Caledouiai 
nime  lie  in  your  ohureh-yard  among  tbe  ignoble 
deal  unnoticed  and  unknown. 

Some  memorial  to  direct  the  steps  of  the 
ve  s  of  Scottish  song,  when  they  wish  to  shed 
a  tear  over  the  '  narrow  house'  of  the  bard  who 
s  DO  more,  is  surely  a  tribute  due  to  Fergus- 
son's  memory:  a  tribute  I  wish  to  have  the 
honour  of  paying. 

"  I  petition  you  then,  gentlemen,  to  permit 
tne  to  lay  a  simple  stone  over  his  revered  ashes, 
to  remain  an  unalienable  property  to  his  death- 
less fame.  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  gentlemen, 
your  very  hnmble  servant  (sfe  mbserikilur), 

KOEEET    ElTBNS." 

Thereafter  the  said  managers,  in  considera- 
tion of  the  laudable  and  disinterested  motion 
of  Sir.  Burns,  and  the  propriety  of  Lis  request, 
did,  and  hereby  do,  unanimously,  grant  power 
and  liberty  to  the  said  Robert  Bums  to  erect  a 
headstone  at  the  grave  of  the  said  Robert  Fec- 
gusson,  and  to  feeep  up  and  preserve  the  same 
to  his  memory  in  all  time  coming.  Extracted 
forth  of  the  records  of  the  managers,  by 

William  Smorr,  Clerk. 


TO   MRS.    DDNLOr. 


by  Google 


OENEKAL    COIIEESPONDEN-CK 


EdmbuTffh,  March  22rf,  1787. 
Maiiaii, 

I  KBAD  your  letter  Tritli  waterj  eyes.  A  little, 
V  17  little  while  ago,  I  liad  scarce  a  friend  but 
lie  atubborn  pride  of  my  own  boaom :  now  I 
::ia  iialinguiahed,  patrouiied,  befriended  by  you. 
\  our  ftiendly  advioeB,  I  "will  not  give  them  the 
■ijld  name  of  critioismB,  I  receive  itith  reve- 
lonce.  I  hare  made  some  sioall  alterations  in 
'.vhat  I  before  had  printed.  I  have  the  advice 
of  some  very  jadieions  friends  among  the  literati 
here,  but  with  them  I  sometimes  find  it  neces- 
sary to  claim,  the  privilege  of  thinlting  for  my- 
self. The  noble  Earl  of  Giencairn,  to  whom  I 
owe  more  than  ti3  any  man,  itaes  mo  the  honour 
of  ^ving  me  his  strictures  :  his  hints,  with  re- 
spect U>  impropriety  or  indelicacy,  I  follow  im- 
plicitly. 

You  kindly  interest  yourself  in  my  future 
viewa  and  prospects ;  there  1  can  give  you  no 
light.     It  ia  all 


IS  Cliac 


■e  [he  i 


The  appcilation  of  a  Scottish  bard,  is  by  far 
my  highest  pride;  to  continue  to  deserve  it  is 
my  most  eialted  ambition.  Scottiati  acenea 
and  Scottish  story  are  the  themoa  I  could  wish 
to  sing.  I  have  no  dearer  aim  than  to  have  it 
in  my  power,  unplagued  with  the  routine  of 
business,  for  which  heaven  IsnoWB  I  am  unfit 
enough,  to  mal;e  leisurely  pilgrimages  through 
Caledonia;  to  sit  on  the  fields  of  her  battles; 
to  wander  on  the  romantic  hanks  of  her  rivera ; 
and  to  muse  by  the  stately  towers  or  vene- 
rable ruins,  onee  the  honoured  abodes  of  bee 

But  thoae  aro  all  Utopian  thoughts :   I  have 

dallied  long  enough  with  life;  'tia  time  to  be  in 

earnest.   I  have  a  fond,  an  aged  mother  to  care 

for  r  and  some  other  bosom  ties  perhaps  equally 

tender.     Where  tlie  individual  only  aufi'era  by 

the   consequences  of  his  own  thoughtlessness, 

indolence,  or  folly,  he  may  he  escusable;  nay, 

shining  abilities,  and  some  of  tte  nobler  virtues, 

may  half  sanctify   a  heedless  character ;    hut 

liere  God  and  nature  have  intrusted  the  wel- 

re  of  others  to  his  cave ;  where  the  trust  is 

ered,  and  the  ties  are  dear,  that  man  must 

be  far  gono  in  selfishness,  or  strangely  lost  to 

1  Bljiir'samvs. 


reflection,  whom  thes 


willn 


I  guess  that  I  shall  clear  between  two  1 
three  hundred  pounds  by  my  authorship ;  with 
that  sum  I  intend,  so  far  as  I  may  he  said  t 
have  any  intention,  to  return  to  my  old  ac 
quaintance,  the  plough,  and,  if  I  can  mett  wit 
a  lease  by  which  I  can  liye,  to  commence  farmei 
I  do  not  intend  to  give  up  poetry ;  being  bred 
to  labour,  secures  me  independence,  and  the 
muses  are  my  chief,  sometimes  have  been  my 
only  enjoyment.  If  my  practice  second  my 
resolution,  1  shall  have  principally  at  heart  the 
serious  business  of  life;  but  while  following  my 
plough,  or  building  up  my  shocks,  I  shall  cas 
leisure  glance  to  that  dear,  tiat  only  feature 
my  character,  which  gave  me  the  notice  of  my 
country,  and  the  patronage  of  a  Wallace. 

Thus,  honoured  Madam,  I  have  given  you  the 
bard,  his  situation,  and  his  views,  native  as 
they  are  in  his  own  bosom.  It.  B. 


TO    MRS.    DUNLOP. 


[This  seei 
ifUn.  Dun 


in  for  his  | 


ig  Ihe  pajiDi 
us.] 


Edinburgh,  15th  AprU,  1787. 
Madam, 
Theeb  is  an  affectation  of  gratitude  which  I 
dislike.  The  periods  of  Johnson  and  the  pause 
of  Sterne,  may  hide  a  selfish  heart.  For  my 
part.  Madam,  I  trust  I  have  too  much  piide  for 
servility,  and  too  little  prudence  for  selfishness. 
I  have  this  moment  broken  open  your  letter, 
but 


so  I  shall  not  trouble  you  with  any  fine  speeohca 
and  hunted  figures,  I  sball  just  lay  my  hand 
on  my  heart  and  say,  I  Lope  I  shall  ever  have 
the  truest,  the  warmest  sense  of  your  goodness. 
I  come  abroad  in  print,  for  certain  on  Wed- 
nesday, Your  orders  I  shall  punctually  attend 
to ;  only,  by  the  way,  I  must  tell  you  that  I 
was  paid  before  for  Dr,  Moore's  and  Miss  Wil- 
liams's copies,  through  the  medium  of  Commis- 
sioner Cochrane  in  this  place,  but  that  we  can 
settle  when  I  have  the  honour  of  waiting  on  you, 

3  From  Olhello. 
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Dr.  Smith '  was  juat  gone  to  London  tlie  i 
□iiig  before  I  received  joue  letter  to  liirn. 


TO   MR.    SIBBALD, 


little  am  I  aoqnlunteii  with  the  words  and 
of  the  more  public  and  polished  walks 
of  life,  that  I  often  feel  myaelf  much  embar- 
rassed how  t«  express  the  feelings  of  raj  heart, 
partjoularly  gratitude: — 

'.  Rude  cm  liQn, J' speech, 
And  lime  therefore  Eh^»  I  gmse  my  cause 
Ip  speukiag  for  myMlf— " 
The  warmth  with  which  you  hare  befnende  1 
an  obscure  man  and  a  joung  author  in  the  last 
three  magaiines— I  can  only  say.  Sir,  1  feel  the 
weight  of  the  obligation,  I  wish  I  coald  exprei 
my  sense  of  it.     In  the  moan  time  accept  of  the 
conscious  acknowledgment  from, 
Sir. 


den  Knowea,  Banks  of  Yarrow,  Tweed,  &i!., 
I  shall  return  to  my  rural  shades,  in  all  likeli- 
hood never  more  to  quit  them.  1  have  formed 
many  intimacies  and  friendships  here,  but  I  am 
afraid  they  are  all  of  too  tender  a  oonstruction 
to  bear  carriage  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles.  To 
the  rich,  the  great,  the  fashionable,  the  polite,  I 
have  no  equivalent  to  offer;  and  I  am  afraid  my 
meteor  appearance  will  by  no  means  entitle  me 
to  a  settled  correspondence  with  any  of  you,  who 
arc  the  permanent  lights  of  gem.ua  and  litei  iture 
My  most  respectful  compliments  to  Miss 
Williams.  If  once  this  tangent  flight  of  mine 
were  over,  and  I  were  returned  to  my  wcnted 
leisurely  motion  in  my  old  cirtle  I  may  pio 
bably  cndpavour  to  return  her  poetic  cmipli 
meat  in  kind.  K    B 


Your  obliged  si 


TO  DR.   MOORE, 
to  which  the  pael  allndea,  w»a  the  WflU 
I  of  Sooiety  by  Dr.  Moore,  a  work  of  spmt 
Ion.] 

Edinburgh,  23d  April,  1787. 
1  the  books,  and  sent  the  one  you 
mentioned  to  Mrs.  Dunlop.  I  am  ill  sMIlod  in 
healing  the  coverts  of  imagination  for  metaphors 
of  gratitude.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  for  the  bononr 
yon  have  done  me]  and  to  my  latest  hour  will 
warmly  remember  it.  To  be  highly  pleased  with 
your  book  is  what  I  have  in  common  with  llie 
world ;  but  to  regard  these  volumes  as  a  mark 
of  the  author's  friendly  esteem,  is  a  atill  more 
supreme  gratification. 

I  leave  Edinburgh  in  the  course  of  ten  days 
or  a  fortnight,  and  after  a  few  pilgrimages  over 
some  of  the  classic  ground  of  Caledonia,  Cow- 


TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


IS  f  irt 


begged 


wiih  the  ^ 


irfd.] 


Edinburyh,  Wth  April,  1787. 
YoiTB.  criticisms.  Madam,  I  under- 
stand very  well,  and  eould  have  wished  to  have 
pleased  you  better.  You  are  right  in  your 
guess  that  I  am  not  very  amenable  to  counsel. 
Piets  much  my  superiors,  have  so  flattered 
tliose  wb>  possessed  the  adventitious  qualities 
of  wealth  and  power,  that  I  am  determined  to 
flatter  no  created  being,   either  in  prose   or 

I  set  as  Uttie  byprinoes,  lords,  clergy,  critics, 
&c.,  as  all  these  respective  gentry  do  by  my  bard- 
ship.  I  know  what  I  may  expect  from  the 
world,  by  and  by— illiberal  abuse,  and  perhaps 
contemptuous  neglect. 

I  am  happy.  Madam,  that  some  of  my  own 
favourite  pieces  are  distinguished  by  your  par- 
ticular approbation.  For  my  "Dream,"  which 
has  unfortunately  incurred  your  loyal  displea- 
sure, 1  hope  in  four  weeks,  or  less,  to  have  the 
honour  of  appearing,  at  Dunlop,  in  its  defence 
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GENERAL   CORRESPONDENCE 


LVII. 
TO   THE   REV.   DB.    HUGH  BLAIR. 


Latim-marliet,  Edinburgh,  Zd  May,  1787. 

ReTEBKKD  ASD  KUCH-aKSFECTED  SiB, 

[  LEAVE  Edinburgh  to-morrow  morning,  but 
coqM  not  go  without  troubling  you  with  half  a 
!,  fiiacerely  io  thank  jou  for  the  kindness, 
patronage,  ajid  friendship  you  hare  shown  me. 
I  often  felt  the  embarrassment  of  my  aingular 
iation  ;  drawn  forth  from  the  veriest  shades 
of  life  to  the  glare  of  remark;  and  honoured  by 
notice  of  ttose  illustrious  names  of  my  conn- 
try  whose  works,  wliile  th«y  are  applauded  to 
tlie  end  of  time,  will  ever  instmct  and  mend  the 
heart.  However  (he  metaor-like  novelty  of  my 
loaranee  in  the  world  might  attract  notice, 
and  honour  me  with  the  acquaintance  of  the  per- 
cent lights  of  gonias  and  literature,  those 
)  aro  truly  benefactors  of  the  immortal  na- 
B  of  man,  I  knew  very  well  thitt  my  utmost 
■it  was  far  unequal  to  the  task  of  preserving 
that  character  when  once  the  novelty  was  over; 
ia,Te  made  np  my  mind  that  abuse,  or  almost 
en  neglect,  will  not  surprise  me  in  my  quar- 

I  have  sent  you  a  proof  impression  of  Beugo's 
work'  for  me,  done  on  Indian  paper,  as  a  tri- 
g  but  sincere  testimony  with  what  heartwarm 
gratitude  I  am,  &c.  B.  B. 


Lvin. 

TO   THE   EAEL   OF   GLENCAIRN. 

ITho  ii™i  aii dressed  the  ftllowinj  letter  In  the  Karl 
of  Gl^ncaicn,  whan  lie  ooininenceil  hia  jnurney  to  the 
Border.  Jl  was  first  ptinled  in  Ihe  Ihird  edition  of  Loclt- 
iiart's  Ufe  of  Burne;  an  eloquent  and  laanlr  work.] 

Mr  Lord, 
I  Qo  away  to-morrow  morning  early,  and  al- 
low me  to  vent  the  fulness  of   ray  heart,   in 
thanking  your  lordship  for  all  tliit  patronage, 


that  benevolence  anti  that  friendship  with  which 
you  have  honoured  me.  With  brimful  eyes,  I 
pray  that  you  may  End  in  that  great  Being, 
whose  image  you  so  nobly  hear,  that  friend 
which  I  have  found  in  you.  My  gratitude  is  not 
selfish  design— that  I  disdain— it  is  not  dodging 
after  tho  heels  of  greatness — that  is  an  offering 
you  disdain.  It  is  a  feeling  of  the  same  kind 
with  my 


LIX. 
TO   MR.   WILLIAM   DUNBAR. 


Laicit-market,  Monday  morning. 
Dear  Sir, 
In  justice  to  Spenser,  I  must  acknowledge 
that  there  is  scarcely  a  poet  in  the  language 
could  have  been  a  more  agreeable  present  to 
me ;  and  in  justioB  to  you,  allow  rae  to  say.  Sir, 
tJiat  I  hare  not  met  with  a  man  in  Edinburgh  to 
whom  I  would  so  wiUingly  have  been  indebted 
for  the  gift.  The  tattered  rhymes  I  herewith 
present  you,  and  the  handsome  volumes  of 
Spenser  for  nhieh  I  am  so  much  indebted  to 
your  goodness,  may  perhaps  be  not  in  proportion 
to  one  another ;  but  be  that  as  it  may,  my  gift, 
though  far  less  valuable,  is  as  sincere  a  mark 


IS  yours. 


approaching  when  I  shall  return 
to  my  shades ;  and  I  am  afraid  my  numerous 
Edinburgh  friendships  are  of  so  tender  a  con- 
struction, that  they  will  not  bear  carriage  witli 
me.  Yours  is  one  of  the  few  that  I  could  wjsb 
of  a  more  robust  constitution.  It  is  indeed 
very  probable  that  when  X  leave  this  city,  we 
part  never  more  to  meet  in  this  sublunary 
sphere ;  but  I  have  a  strong  fancy  that  in  some 
future  eccentric  planet,  the  comet  of  happier 
systems  than  any  with  which  astronomy  is  yet 
acquainted,  you  and  I,  among  the  harum  scavum 
sons  of  imagination  and  whim,  with  a  hearty 
shake  of  a  hand,  a  metaphor  and  a  laugh,  shall 
recognise  old  acquaintance: 
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tritj,  deac  Sir,  & 


TO   JAMES   JOHNSON. 


work,  fo 


Lawn-market,  Friday  noon,  3  May,  1787. 
Dear  6  in, 

I  HAVE  sent  you  a  eong  never  before  known, 
for  joar  collBotion;  the  air  by  M'Gibbon,  bat 
I  know  not  the  author  of  the  words,  as  I  got  il 
from  Dr.  Blacklaok. 

Farewell,  my  dear  Sir!  1  wished  to  have  aeer 
you,  but  I  have  been  dreadfully  throng,  as  ] 

rch  to-morrow.  Had  my  acquaintance  witli 
you  been  a  littlo  older,  I  would  have  asked  the 
favour  of  your  correspondence,  as  I  have 
with  few  people  whose  company  and  conve' 
tion  gives  me  so  much  pleasure,  because  I  have 
met  with  few  wbose  sentiments  are  so  congenial 

Wlica  Dunbar  and  you  meet,  tell  him  that  I 
left  Edinburgh  with  the  idea  of  him  hanging 
somewhere  about  my  heart. 

Keep  the  original  of  the  song  till  we  meet 
again,  whenever  that  may  be.  R.  B. 


'  Selk  k  ah  res ;  and  nest  week  I  begin,  a 
u„h  the  north  of  England.  Testerd 
J  nel  w  th  Lady  Harriet,  sister  to  my  i 
pitr  n  Q  fm  Ileus  amsfrve) !  Iwouldwrit 
I  w  aid  tire  you  as  much  with  dull  prose, 
I  re  say  by  this  time  you  are  with  wret 
er  e  but  I  am  jaded  to  death;  s<i,  wi 
j  ateful  fa  ewell, 

I  have  the  honour  to  bo. 

Good  Sir,  yoiirs  sincerely, 
R. 

Auld  chuckle  Reekie's  sair  Jistrest, 
Down  drops  her  anoe  weel  burnish'il  cre^ 
Nae  joy  her  bonnie  buskit  nest 

Can  yield  ava; 
Her  darling  bird  that  she  loves  best, 

Willie's  awa.2 


Mr 


ILLIAM   CREECH,   ESQ. 


SdUrk,  IZikMay,  1787. 


Erie 


The  enclosed  I  have  just  wrote,  nearly  ei- 
tempore,  in  a  solitary  inn  in  Selkirk,  after  a 
miserable  wet  day's  riding.  I  have  been  over 
most  of  East  Lothian,  Berwick,  Roxburgh,  and 


LXII. 
TO   MR.   PATISON, 


:e.] 


Betry-weU,  Ji 

Dear  Sir, 

I  AM  sorry  I  was 

slight  pilgrimage  i 

ctmntry,  whea  I  wa 


T  Dunse,  May  lllh,  1787. 


out  of  Edinburgh,  making  a 
0  the  classic  scenes  of  this 
j  favoured  with  yours  of  the 
11th  instant,  enclosing  an  order  of  the  Paisley 
banking  company  on  the  royal  bank,  for  twenty- 
two  pounds  seven  akillings  sterling,  payment  in 
full,  after  carriage  deducted,  for  ninety  copies 
of  my  book  I  sent  you.  According  to  your 
motions,  I  see  you  will  have  left  Scotland 
before  this  reaches  you,  otherwise  Iwould  send 
you  "  Holy  Willie"  with  aU  my  heart.  I  was 
BO  hurried  that  I  absolutely  forgot  several  things 
I  ought  to  have  minded,  among  the  rest  sending 
books  to  Mr.  Cowan ;  but  any  order  of  yours 
win  be  answered  at  Creech's  shop.  You  will 
please  remember  that  non-subscribers  pay  six 
shillings,  this  is  Creech's  profit ;  but  those  who 
have  subscribed,  though  their  names  have  been 
neglected  in  the  printed  list,  which  is  very  in- 
correct, are  supplied  at  subscriptioa  price.  I 
was  not  at  Glasgow,  nor  do  I  intend  for  Lou- 
don; and  I  think  Mrs.  Fame  is  very  idle  to  teU 

iSeaPoeinLXXXIII. 
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BO  maay  lies  on  a  poor  poet,  IVien  you  oi 
Cowan  write  for  copies,  if  jon  should  want  any 
direct  to  Mr.  Hill,  at  Mr.  Creech's  shop,  and  I 
write  to  Mr.  Hill  by  this  post,  to  answer  either 
of  your  orders.  Hill  ia  Mr.  Creech's  first  clerlt, 
and  Creech  himself  is  presently  in  London.  I 
Euppose  I  shall  haye  the  pleasure,  against  your 
return  to  Paisley,  of  assuring  you  how  much  I 
am,  dear  Sir,  your  obliged  humlile  servant, 
11.  B. 


LXin. 

.  Nicol,  : 


'    The  pgel  named  I 


CarliaU,  June  1.,  1787. 
Kind,  honest-hkabted  Willie, 

I'm  sitten  down  here  after  seven  and  forty 
miles  ridin',  e'en  as  foijesliet  and  forniaw'd  s 
a  forfoughten  cock,  to  gie  yon  some  notion  i 
my  land  lowper-libe  stravaguin  sin  the  sorrow 
fu'  hour  thatlsheuk  hands  and  parted  wi'  auld 
Reekie. 

My  anld,  ga'd  gleyiie  o'  a  njeere  has  hnch- 
yaird  up  hill  and  down  brae,  in  Scotland  and 
England,  as  teugh  and  bimle  as  a  vera  devil  w 
me.  It's  true,  slie's  as  poor's  asang.taalierandE 
hard's  a  Mrlc,  and  tipper-taipors  when  alie  taks 
the  gate,  first  like  a  lady's  gentlewoman  ir 

yauld,  pontherie  Girran  for  a'  that,  and  has 
stomaok  like  Willie  Stalker's  meere  that  wad 
hae  disgeested  tumbler-wheels,  for  she'll  whip 

B  aff  Iier  five  stimparts  o'  the  best  aits  at  a 
down-sittin  and  ne'er  fash  her  thumb.  When 
:e  her  ringbanes  and  spavies,  her  cracks  and 
cramps,  are  fairly  soupl'd,  she  beets  to,  beets 
to,  and  ay  the  hindmost  hour  the  tightest.  I 
could  wager  her  price  to  a  thretty  pennies,  that 
twa  or  three  wooks  ridin  at  fifty  miles  a  day, 
the  deil-stricket  a  five  gallopers  acqneesh  Clyde 
and  Whithorn  could  cast  saut  on  her  tail. 

I  hae  dander'd  owre  a'  the  kintra  frae  Dum- 
bar  to  Selcraig,  and  hae  forgather'd  wi'  monie 
a  guid  fallow,  and  monie  a  weelfar'd  huiiie.  I 
met  wi'  twa  dink  quines  in  particular,  ane  o' 
them  a  sonsie,  fine,  fodgel  lass,  baith  braw  and 


bonnie  ;  the  tither  was  a  clean-sliankit,  straight, 
tight,  weelfar'd  winch,  as  blythe'aa  lintwhiteona 
flowerie  thorn,  and  as  sweet  and  modeat's  a  new- 
blawn  plumrose  in  a  hazle   shaw.    They  were 
baith  bred  to  maincrs  by  the  beuk,  and  onie  ane 
o'them  hadasmucklesmeddum  and  rumblegum- 
tion  as  the  half  o'  some  preabytries  ihat  you  and 
I  baith  ken.      They  play'd   me  aik  a  deevil  o' 
shavie  that  I  daursay  if  myharigals  were  turr 
out,  ye  wad  see  twa  nioks  i'  the  heart  o'  me  li 
tht:  mark  o'  a  kail-whittle  in  a  castock. 

I  was  gaun  to  write  you  a  lang  pystle,  but, 
Gude  forgie  me,  I  gat  mysel  sae  uoutouriously 
hitehify'd  the  day  after  kail-time,  that  I  can 
hardly  stoiter  but  and  ben. 

My  best  respecks  to  the  guidwife  and  a'  our 
common  friens,  espeoiall  Mr,  and  Mrs.  Cruik- 
sbank,  and  the  honest  guidmau  o'  Jock's  Lodge. 

rU  be  in  Dumfries  the  morn  gif  the  beast  be 
to  the  fore,  and  the  branks  bide  hale. 
Gude  be  wi'  you,  Willie !  Amen ! 


LXIV. 
TO   MR.   JAMES   SMITH, 


tBarns,  It  seema  by  th 


MlE' 


Mimchline,  llik  June,  1787. 
eSjk, 


I  DATE  this  from  Mauehline,  where  I  arrived 
on  Friday  even  last,  i  slept  at  John  Dow's,  and 
called  for  my  daughter.  Mr.  Hamilton  and 
family;  your  mother,  sister,  and  brother;  my 
quondam  Eliza,  &c.,  all  well.  If  anything  had 
been  wanting  to  disgust  ma  completely  at  Ar- 
mour'fl  family,  their  meaji,  servile  compliance 
would  have  done  it. 

Give  me  a  spirit  like  my  favourite  hero,  Mil- 
ton's Satan : 

Hail,  honors!  hai^ 
Infernal  vrorld  1  snd  thou  profniindeat  lioU, 
EecBivfl  thy  new  poesesBor !  he  who  brings 

I  cannot  settle  to  my  mind. — Farming,  the 
only  thing  of  which  I  know  anything,  and 
heaven  above  knows  but  little  do  I  understand 
of  that,  I  cannot,  dare  not  risk  on  farms  as 
they  are.     If  I  do  not  fii  I  will  go  for  Jamaica. 
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Should  I  stay  in  an  unsettled  statK  at  home,  I 

would   only  dissipate   my   little   fortune,   and 

n  what  I  intend  shall  compensate  mj  little 

!E,  for  the  atigmiL  I  haye  brought  on  their 


I  shall  n 


te  jou  more  at  large  _ . .    , 
ou  no  postage,  if  it  be  worth  read- 
ing JOU  camiot  complaia  of  your  penny-worth. 
I  am  ever,  my  dear  Sir, 

R.  B. 

P.S.  The  cloot  has  unfortunately  broke,  but 
I  hare  proTided  a  fine  buffalo-horn,  on  which  I 

a  going  to  affis  tiie  same  cipher  which  you 
will  remember  was  on  tie  litJ  of  the  cloot. 


LXV- 
TO  WILLIAM   NICOL,   ESQ. 


in  ElliBl 


a  diBsolveil  li 


L  little 


people.] 

MauehUne,  June  18,  1787. 
[y  dear  Fbiend, 

1  now  arrived  safe  in  my  native  country, 
iTCry  agreeable  jaunt,  and  have  theplea- 
j  finl  all  my  friendB  well.  I  breakfasted 
with  your  gray-headed,  rererend  frientl,  Mr. 
Sm  th  and  was  highly  pleased  both  with  the 
IT  (lal  weltome  he  gave  me,  and  his  moat  ex- 
cellent aj-pearanee  and  sterling  good  sense. 

1  hare  been  with  Mr.  Miller  at  Dalswinton, 
anil  am  to  meet  him  again  in  August.  From 
Djy  view  of  the  landa,  and  hia  reception  of  my 
ba  lal  p  my  hopes  in  that  business  are  rather 
menle  1    but  still  they  are  but  slender, 

I  am  quite  charmed  with  Dumfries  folks — 
Mr  Burn«ide,  the-olergyman,  ja  particular,  is 
a  man  wh  ti  I  shall  ever  gratefully  remember; 
and  hs  w  fe,  Oude  forgie  me!  I  ha^  almost 
broke  the  tenth  commandment  on  her  accoun 
S  n  pi  ty  elegance,  good  sense,  Bweetni  ss  o 
d  spo  t  on  good  humour,  kind  hoapitality,  ai 
the  cou'it  lents  of  bcr  manner  and  heart:  i 
short — but  if  I  say  one  word  more  about  her,  I 
shall  be  directly  in  love  with  her. 

I  never,  my  friend,  thought  mankind  very  i 
pable  of  anything  generous  ;  but  the  atatelini 
of  the  patricians  in  Edinburgh,  and  the  servility 
of  my  plebeian  brethren  {who  perhaps  formerly 
tyed    me    askance)    slnoe  I  returned 


have  nearly  put  me  out  of  conceit  altogetber 
wiili  my  species.  I  have  bought  a  pocket  Mil- 
ton, which  I  carry  perpetually  about  with  me, 
in  order  to  study  the  sentiments — the  dauntless 
magnanimity,  the  intrepid,  unyielding  inde- 
pendence, the  desperate  daring,  and  noble  de- 
fiance of  hardship,  in  that  great  personage,  Sa- 
TAB.  'Tis  true,  I  have  just  now  a  little  cash; 
but  I  am  afraid  the  star  that  hitherto  has  shed 
ita  malignant,  purpoae-blaating  rays  full  in  my 
zenith ;  that  noxious  plaiiet  so  baneful  in  its 
influences  to  the  rhyming  tribe,  I  much  dread 
it  is  not  yet  beneath  my  horizon. — Misfortune 
dodges  the  path  of  human  life  ;  the  poetic  mind 
finds  itself  miserably  deranged  in,  and  unfit  for 
the  walks  of  business ;  add  to  all,  that  thought- 
less follies  and  hare-brained  whims,  like  so  many 
ignea  falui,  eternally  diverging  from  tie  right 
line  of  sober  discretion,  sparkle  with  step-be- 
witoiing  blaze  in  the  idty-gaiing  eyes  of  the 
poor  heedless  bard,  till,  pop,  "  he  falls  like  Lu- 
cifer, never  to  hope  again."  God  grant  lila 
may  be  an  unreal  picture  with  respect  to  n 
but  should  it  not,  I  have  very  little  dependence 
on  mankind.  I  will  close  my  letter  with  this 
tribute  my  heart  bids  me  pay  you — the  many 
ties  of  acquaintance  and  friendship  whicl 
have,  or  think  I  have  in  life,  I  have  felt  along 
the  lines,  and,  damn  them,  they  are  almost 
of  them  of  such  fi'ail  contexture,  that  1  am  s 
they  would  not  stand  the  breath  of  the  least  ad- 
verse breeze  of  fortune ;  but  from  you,  my  ever 
dear  Sir,  I  look  with  confidence  for  the  aposto- 
lic love  that  shall  wait  on  me  "  tirongh  good 
report  and  had  report" — the  love  which  Si 
mon  emphatically  says  "  is  strong  as  deati." 
My  compliments  to  Mrs.  Nicol,  and  all  tie  circla 
of  our  common  friends. 

P.  8.     I  shall  be  in  Edinburgh  abont  the  lal^ 
tar  end  of  July.  R.  B. 


LXVI. 

TO   MR. 

JAMES   CANDLISH. 

[Candlish  waa 
ng8  of  Srotlon 

,aswellaafoltl,epoelr:,ofG« 

Edinburgh,  1787 

Mt  dear  FHIEND, 

If  once  I  were  gone  from  this  scene  of  iorry 
and  dissipation,  I  promise  myself  the  pleasure 
of  that   correspondence  being  renewed  which 
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ha?  been  so  long  trolien.     At  present  I  hate 

e  for  nothing.     Dissipation  and  business  en- 
gross every  moment,     I  am  engaged  in  assist- 
nn  honest  Scotch  enthusiast,'  a  friend  of 

le,  who  is  an  engraser,  and  has  taken  it  into 
his  head  to  publish  a  coOeotion  of  all  our  songs 

to  music,  of  irhich  the  words  and  music  are 
done  by  Sootamen.    This,  you  will  easilyguess, 

,n  undertaking  exactly  t{i  my  taste.  1  hare 
collected,  begged,  borrowed,  and  stolen,  all  the 
songs  I  could  meet  with     Pompey  s  Ghost,  words 

I  music,  I  beg  from  you  immcdiatclj,  to  go 

)  his  second  number  the  first  is  already 
published.     I  shall  show  j  lu  the  tiist  number 

en  I  see  you  in  Glatgow  which  will  be  in  a 
fortnight  or  less.  Do  be  so  kini  as  to  send  me 
the  song  in  a  day  or  two ;  you  cannot  imagine 
how  much  it  will  oblige  me. 

)irect  to  mo  at  Mr.  W.  Crnikshank's,  St. 
James's  Square,  New  Town,  Edinburgh. 

E.  B. 


IXVTI. 
TO  ROBERT   AINS  LIE,    ESQ. 
r  Burns  bad 


Mtdi 


B  SlB, 


n  llie  habit  at  qcoting 
I  with  hlB  Mends:  and  t 
iiem  in  tlie  company  of 


An-acher,  28[A  June,  1787. 


r  through  a  country  wli ere 
savage  streams  tumble  oyer  savage  mountains, 
thinly  overspread  with  savage  flocks,  which 
sparingly  support  as  savage  inhabitants.  My 
last  stage  was  laverary — to-morrow  night's 
stage  Dumbarton.  I  ought  sooner  to  have  an- 
swered your  kind  letter,  bat  you  know  I  am  a 
man  of  many  sins.  B.  B. 


Lxvni. 

TO 

WILLIAM 

KICOL 

ESQ. 

noing' 

Bly[)ie 

ohtsttyte 

biythe  a 

proda 

cedlL 

IZ^'l 

Johnso 

,lhep 

Wisher  n 

dpro 

Ti,,C 

oflheM 

Mtd 


Auchlertyre,  Monday,  Jans,  ^ 


myself  very  comfortable  here,  neither 
by  ceremony  nor  mortified  by  neg- 
lect. Lady  Augusta  is  a  most  engaging  woman, 
and  very  happy  in  her  family,  which  makes 
one's  outgoings  and  incomings  very  agreeable. 
I  called  at  Mr.  Ramsay's  of  Auohtertyre  as  I 
came  up  the  country,  and  am  so  delighted  with 
him  that  I  shall  certainly  accept  of  his  invita- 
tion to  spend  a  day  or  two  with  him  as  I  return. 
I  leave  this  place  on  Wednesday  or  Thursday. 
Make  my  kind  compliments  to  Mr.  and  tirs 
Cruikshank  and  Mrs.  Kicol,  if  she  is  returned. 

Tour  deeply  indebted, 


LXIX. 
TO  WILLIAM  CRUIKSHANK,   ESQ. 


eable  I; 


la.] 


Atichteriyre,  Monday  ■mormng. 
I  HAVE  nothing,  my  dear  Sir,  to  write  to  you 
but  that  I  feel  myself  esoeedingly  oonfortaWy 
situated  in  this  good  family :  jnst  noUce  enough 
to  make  me  easy  but  not  to  embarrass  me.  I  was 
storm-staid  two  days  at  the  foot  of  the  Ochill- 
hills,  with  Mr.  Trait  of  Herveyston  and  Mr. 
Johnston  of  Alva,  bnt  was  so  well  pleased  that 
I  shall  certainly  spend  a  day  on  the  banks  of 
the  Devon  as  I  return.  I  leave  this  place  I 
suppose  OB  Wednesday,  and  shall  devote  a  day 
to  Mr.  Ramsay  at  Auehtertyre,  near  Stirling : 
a  man  to  whose  worth  I  cannot  do  justice.  My 
respectful  kind  compliments  to  Mrs.  Cruik- 
shank, and  my  dear  little  Jcanic,  and  if  you 
see  Mr.  Masterton,  please  remember  me  to  h 

My  dear  Sir,  &o. 
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gBVO  1 


an.   JAMES  SMITH, 


'i 


JuneSO,  1787. 
My  DE4B  Friend, 
)n  our  return,  at  a  Highland  gentleman's 
jiitaHe  mansion,  we  fell  in  with  a  merry 
party,  and  daaeed  till  the  ladlea  left  us,  at  three 
n  the  morning.  Our  dancing  was  none  of  the 
Prentli  or  English  insipid  formal  movements; 
the  ladies  sung  Scotch  songs  like  angels,  at 
intervals  ;  then  wo  flew  at  Bab  at  tLe  Bowster, 
Tulloeligorura,    Looh    Erroch    Side,    &o.,   lilie 

prognostic  ating  a  storm  in  a  hairst  day. — When 
the  dear  lasses  left  ns,  wo  ranged  round  the 
bowl  till  the  good-fellow  hour  of  sis;  eicept  a 
fow  minutes  that  we  went  out  to  pay  our  devo- 
tions to  the  glorious  lamp  of  day  peering  over 
the  towering  top  of  Benlomond.  We  all  kneeled ; 
our  worthy  landlord's  son  held  the  bowl;  each 
man  a  full  glass  in  his  hand;  and  I,  as  priest, 
repeated  some  rhyming  nonsense,  like  Thomas- 
a-Rhymer's  prophecies  I  suppose. — After  a  small 
refreshment  of  the  gifts  of  Somnus,  we  pro- 
ceeded to  spend  the  day  on  Loehlomond,  and 
reach  Dumbarton  in  the  evening.  We  dined  at 
another  good  fellow's  house,  and  consequently, 
pushed  tho  hotde  ;  when  we  went  out  to  mount 
our  horses,  we  found  ourselves  "  No  vera  fou 
but  gaylie  yet."  My  two  friends  and  I  roda 
soberly  down  the  looh  side,  till  by  came  a 
Highlaudman  at  the  gallop,  on  a  tolerahlj 
good  horse,  but  which  had  never  known  the 
ornaments  of  iron  or  leather.  We  scorned  to  be 
out-galloped  by  a  Ilighlandman,  so  off  we 
started,  whip  and  spur.  My  companions,  though 
seemingly  gaily  mounted,  fell  sadly  astern ;  but 
my  old  mare,  Jenny  Qeddcs,  one  of  theEosinante 
family,  she  strained  past  the  Highlandman  in 
spite  of  all  hia  efforts  with  the  hair  halter ;  just 
as  I  was  pasainghim,  Donald  wheeled  hia  horse, 
as  if  to  cross  before  me  to  mar  my  progreaa, 
when  down  came  his  horse,  and  threw  Ms  rider's 
breekleaa  a — e  in  a  dipt  hedge ;  and  down  came 
Jenny  Geddes  over  all,  and  my  hardship  be- 
tween her  and  the  Highlandman'S  horae.  Jenny 
Geddes  trode  over  me  with  such  cautions  re- 
verence, that  matters  were  not  so  bad  as  might 


well  have  been  eipeoted ;  so  I  came  off  witli  a 
fow  cuts  and  bruises,  and  a  thorough  resolution 
to  be  a  pattern  of  sobriety  for  the  future, 

I  have  yet  fised  on  nothing  with  respect  to 
the  serious  business  of  life.  I  am,  just  as  usual, 
a  rhyming,  mason-makiag,  raking,  aimless,  idle 
fellow.  However,  I  shall  somewhere  have  a 
farm  soon.  I  was  going  to  say,  a  wife  too ;  but 
that  must  never  be  my  blessed  lot.  I  am  but ; 
yonnger  son  of  the  house  of  Parnassus,  ani 
like  other  younger  sons  of  great  families,  I  may 
intrigue,  if  I  choose  to  run  all  risks,  but  must 


rry. 


id  I  have  almost  ruined  one  source, 
the  principal  one,  indeed,  of  my  former  happi- 
nese ;  that  eternal  propensity  I  always  bad  to 
fall  in  love.  My  heart  no  more  glows  with  fe- 
verish rapture.  I  have  no  paradisaical  evening 
interviews,  stolen  from  the  restless  eares  t 
prying  inhabitants  of  this  weary  world.  I  have 
only  «  *  *  *.  This  last  is  one  of  your  distant 
acquaintancea,  has  a  fine  figure,  and  elegant 
manners  ;'  and  in  the  train  of  some  great  folks 
whom  you  know,  has  seen  ^^^  politest  quarters 
in  Europe,  I  do  like  her  a  gOo<I  deal ;  but  what 
piques  me  is  her  conduct  at  tho  commencement 
of  our  acquaintance.  I  frequently  visited  her 
when  I  was  in ,  and  after  passing  regu- 
larly the  intermediate  degrees  between  the  di 
tant  formal  bow  and  the  familiar  grasp  rountJ 
the  waist,  I  ventured,  in  my  careless  way,  t 
talk  of  friendship  in  ratlicr  ambignous  terms 

and  after  her  return  to ,  I  wrote  to  her    i 

in  the  same  Style.  Miss,  construing  my  words 
farther  I  suppose  than  even  I  intended,  flew  off  , 
in  a  tangent  of  female  dignity  and  reserve,  like 
amounting  lark  in  an  April  morning  ;  and  wrote 
mo  an  answer  which  measured  me  out  very  com- 
pletely what  an  immense  way  I  had  to  travel 
before  I  could  reach  the  climate  of  her  favour. 
But  I  am  an  old  hawk  at  the  sport,  and  wrote 
her  such  a  cool,  deliberate,  prudent  reply,  aa 
brought  my  bird  from  heraorial  towerings,  pop, 
down  at  my  foot,  like  Corporal  Trim's  hat. 

As  for  the  rest  of  my  acts,  and  my  wars,  and 
all  my  vriae  sayings,  and  why  my  mare  was 
called  Jenny  Geddes,  they  shall  be  recorded  in 
a  few  weeks  hence  at  Linlithgow,  in  tho  chro- 
nicles of  your  memory,  by  K.  E. 
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ME,   JOHN   RICHMOND. 


Be  and  r^ard.] 


Moasgid,  lih  Jaly,  178J. 

My    DSAll    ElCHMOSB, 

I  AM  all  impatience  to  hear  of  jour  fate  since 
the  old  confounder  of  right  and  wrong  has 
turneii  jon  out  of  place,  by  Ms  journey  to  an- 
swer his  indietment  at  the  bar  of  the  other 
world.  He  TTill  find  tlio  practice  of  the  court  bo 
different  from  the  practice  in  which  he  has  for 
80  many  years  been  thoroughly  hackneyed,  that 
his  frienda,  if  he  had  any  connexions  truly  of 
that  kind,  which  I  rather  doubt,  may  well 
tremble  for  his  sake.  His  chicane,  his  left- 
handed  wisdom,  which  stood  so  firmly  by  him, 
to  such  good  purpose,  here,  like  other  accom- 
plices in  robbery  and  plunder,  will,  now  the 
piratical  business  is  ,Hown,  in  all  probability 
turn  the  king's  evidences,  and  then  the  devil's 
bagpiper  will  touch  him  off  "Bundle  and  go!" 
If  he  has  left  you  any  legacy,  1  beg  your  par- 
don foe  all  tbJ3 ;  if  not,  I  know  you  will  swear 
to  every  word  I  said  about  him. 

I  have  lately  been  rambling  over  by  Dumbar- 
ton and  Inverary,  and  running  a  drunken  race 
on  the  side  of  Loch  Lomond  with  a  wild  Uigh- 
landman;  hja  horse,  which  had  never  known 
ornaments   of  iron  or  leather    zigzagged 

OSS  before  my  old  Bpann  d  hunter   whose 

ae  is  Jenny  Geddes  anl  down  came  the 
Highlandman,  horse  and  all  and  lown  came 
Jenny  and  my  hardship  bo  I  have  g  t  snot  a 
sKaful  of  bruises  and  wounis  that  I  sh  11  be 
it  least  four  weeks  before  I  dare  venture  n  my 
journey  to  Edinburgh. 

iot  one  new  thing  under  the  sun  has  hap- 
pened in  Maiichline  since  you  left  it.     I  hope 

i  will  find  you  as  comfortably  situated  as 

at  all  events,  I  trust  you  will  let  me  know  of 
course  how  matters  stand  with  you,  well  or  ill. 
'Tie  but  poor  consolation  to  tell  the  world  when 
matters  go  wrong ;  but  you  know  very  well  your 
connesion  and  mine  stands  on  a  different 
footing, 

I  am  ever,  my  dear  friend,  yours. 


TO  ROBEET  AIN8LIE,   ES 


IS  for 


»."] 


Maudiiine,  2M  July,  ITS'! 
My  dear  Ainslih, 
There  is  one  thing  for  which  I  set  great  si 
by  you  as  a  friend,  and  it  is  tJiis,  that  I  have 
a  friend  upon  earth,  besides  joursplf,  to  whom 
I  can  talk  nonsense  without  forfeiting  some  de- 
gree of  Wb  esteem.  Now,  to  one  like  me,  who 
never  cares  for  speaking  anything  else  hut  non- 
sense, such  a  friend  as  you  is  an  invaluable 
treasure.  I  was  never  a  rogne,  but  have  been 
a  fool  oil  my  life ;  and,  in  spite  of  all  my  endea- 
vours, I  see  now  plainly  that  I  shall  never  be 
wise.  Now  it  rejoices  my  heart  to  have  met 
with  such  a  fellow  as  you,  who,  though  you  ai  e 
not  just  such  a  hopeless  fool  as  I,  yet  1  trut-t 
you  will  never  listen  so  much  to  the  teraptaljons 
of  the  devil  as  to  grow  so  very  wise  that  you 
will  in  the  least  disrespect  an  honest  follow  be- 
cause he  is  a  fool.  In  short,  I  have  set  you  down 
as  the  staff  of  my  old  age,  when  the  whole  list 
of  my  friends  will,  after  a  decent  share  of  pity, 
have  forgot  me. 
Though  in  the  morn  comes  sturt  and  strife, 

Tet  joy  may  come  at  noon  ; 
And  I  hope  to  live  a  merry,  merry  life 

When  a'  thir  days  are  done. 
Write  me  soon,  were  it  but  a  few  lines  just  to 
tell  me  how  that  good  sagacious  man  your 
fatlier  is — that  kind  dainty  body  your  mother — 
that  strapping  chiel  your  brother  Douglas — and 
my  friend  Rachel,  who  is  as  far  before  Rachel 
of  old,  as  she  was  before  her  blear-eyed  sister 
Leah.  R.  g 


ixxm. 

TO  ROBERT   AINSLIE,   ESQ. 

[The  "  savage  hOBpilalitj',"of  which  Burns  eompls 

1  this  letter,  was  at  that  time  an  evil  fashion  <ji  Scotia. 


."] 


Mauchlitie,  July,  1787. 
Mz  dbak  Sis, 
My  life,  since  I  saw  you  last,  has  been  one 
continued  hurry ;  that  savage  hospitality  which 
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kaucks  a  man  down  wlti  strong  liquors,  is  the 
1.  I  have  B,  sore  warfare  in  tliis  world;  tlie 
1,  lie  world,  and  the  flesh  are  three  formi- 
dable foea.  Thefirstlgenerally  trj  to  fly  from; 
second,  alas  I  generally  flies  from  me  ;  but 
;  third  is  my  plague,  worse  than  the  ten 
plagues  of  Egypt. 

I  haTe  teen  looking  over  seTeral  farms  in  this 
untry  ;  one  in  particular,  in  Nithsdale,  pleased 
e  BO  nell,  that  if  my  ofi'er  to  the  proprietor  is 
leepted,  I  shall  commence  farmer  at  Whit- 
Sunday.  If  farming  do  not  appear  eligible,  I 
shall  have  recourse  to  my  other  shift:  but  thie 


I  set  out  for  Edinbui^h  on  Monday  morning; 
low  long  I  stay  there  is  uncertain,  but  you  will 
:now  60  Boon  as  I  can  inform  you  myself.  IIow- 
iver  I  determine,  poesy  must  be  laid  aside  for 
lome  time;  my  mind  has  been  vitiated  with 
dlencss,  and  it  will  take  a  good  deal  of  effort 
.0  habituate  it  to  the  routine  of  business. 
I  am,  my  dear  Sir, 

Yours  sincerely, 

R.  B. 


LXXIV. 
TO   DR.   MOORE. 


MaxichUne,  2d  Au^t,  1787. 


Foe  some  months  past  I  have  been  rambling 
over  the  country,  but  I  am  now  confined  with 
some  lingering  complaints,  originating,  as  I  take 
It,  in  the  stomach.  To  divert  my  spirits  a  little 
in  this  miserable  fog  of  ennui,  I  have  taken  a 
whim  to  give  you  a  history  of  myself.  My  name 
has  made  some  little  noise  in  this  country;  you 
haye  done  me  the  honour  to  interest  yourself 
very  warmly  in  my  belialf ;  and  I  think  a  faith- 
ful account  of  what  character  of  a  man  I  am, 
and  how  I  came  by  that  character,  may  perhaps 
amuse  you  in  an  idle  moment.  I  will  ^ve  you 
an  honest  narrative,  though  I  know  it  will  bo 
often  at  my  own  expense  ;  for  I  assure  you.  Sir, 


I  have,  like  Solomon,  whose  character,  except- 
ing in  the  trifling  affair  of  wisdom,  I  sometimes 
think  I  resemble, — I  have,  I  say,  like  him  turned 
my  eyes  to  behold  madness  and  folly,  and 
like  him,  too,  frequently  staken  hands  with  their 
intosieating  friendship. — After  you  have  pe- 
rused these  pages,  should  you  think  them,  trifling 
and  impertinent,  I  only  beg  leave  to  fell  you, 
that  the  poor  author  wrote  them  under  some 
twitching  qualms  of  consoience,  arising  from  a 
Buspieion  that  he  was  doing  what  he  ought  not 
to  do  i  a  predicament  he  has  more  than  once 
been  in  before. 

1  have  not  the  most  distant  pretensions  to  as-. 
Bume  that  character  which  the  pye-ooated  guar- 
dians of  escutcheons  call  d  gentleman.  When 
at  Edinburgh  last  winter,  I  got  acquainted  in 
the  herald's  office;  and,  looking  through  that 
granary  of  honours,  I  there  found  almost  every 
name  in  the  kingdom  ;  but  for  me, 


"  Mj  EI 


ireptth 


Gulea,  purpure,  argent,  &e.,  quite  i 

My  father  was  of  the  north  of  Scotland,  the 
son  of  a  farmer,  and  was  thrown  by  early  mis- 
fortunes on  the  world  at  large;  where,  after 
many  years'  wanderings  and  sojournings,  he 
picked  Tip  a  pretty  large  quantity  of  observa- 
tion and  experience,  to  which  I  am  indebted  for 
most  of  my  little  pretensions  to  wisdom — I  have 
met  with  few  who  understood  men,  their  man- 
ners, and  their  ways,  equal  to  him  ;  but  stub- 
bom,  ungainly  integrity,  and  headlong,  ungo- 
vernable irascibility,  are  disqualifying  oircum- 

man's  son.  For  the  first  six  or  seven  years  of 
my  life,  my  father  was  gardener  to  a  worthy 
gentleman  of  small  estate  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Ayr.  Had  he  continued  in  that  station  I 
must  have  marched  off  to  be  one  of  the  little 
underlings  about  a  farm-house  ;  but  it  was  his 
dearest  wish  and  prayer  to  hate  it  in  his  power 
to  keep  his  children  under  his  own  eye,  till  they 
could  discern  between  good  and  evil;  so,  with 
the  assistance  of  his  generous  master,  my  father 
ventured  en  a  small  farm  on  his  estate.  At 
those  years,  1  was  by  no  means  a  favourite 
with  anybody.  I  was  a  good  deal  noted  for  a 
retentive  memory,  a  stubborn  sturdy  something 
in  my  disposition,  and  an  enthusiastic  idiot' 
piety.     I  say  idiot  piety,  because  1  was  then 
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but  a  child.  Though  it  eoet  the  schoolmaster 
some  tlirashings,  I  made  an  excellent  English 
Boholar;  anil  bj  the  time  I  was  tan  or  eleven  jeacs 
of  age,  I  was  a  critic  in  sub atan tires,  Tcrbs,  imd 
particles.  In  my  infnnt  and  boyish  days,  too, 
I  owed  much  to  an  old  woman  who  resided  in 
the  family,  remarkable  for  her  ignorance,  cre- 
dulity, and  snperetition.  She  had,  I  snppose, 
the  largest  collection  in  the  country  of  tales  and 
songs  concerning  devils,  ghosts,  fairies,  brow- 
nies, witches,  warlocks,  spunkies,  kelpies,  elf- 
oandlea,  deadlights,  wraiths,  apparitions,  oan- 
traips,  giaata,  enchanted  towers,  dragons,  and 
other  trnmpery.  This  cultivated"  the  latent 
seeds  of  poetry;  but  bad  so  strong  an  effect  on 
my  ima^nadon,  that  to  this  hour,  in  my  noc- 
turnal rambles,  I  sometimes  keep  a  sharp  look 
out  in  suapicioos  places ;  and  though  nobody 
oaa  be  mora  sceptical  than  I  am  in  snch  mat- 
ters, yet  it  often  takes  an  effort  of  philosophy 
to  shake  off  these  idle  terrors.  The  eariiest 
composition  that  I  recollect  taking  pleasure  in, 
was  The  Vision  of  Mirza,  and  a  hymn  of  Addi- 
son's beginning,  "  How  are  tliy  servants  blest, 

0  Lord !"  I  particularly  remember  one  half- 
stania  which  was  music  to  ray  boyish  ear— 

"  For  tlinugh  in  dreadful  ivliirli.  we  hii»s 
HiSh  on  ths  broken  wuv»— •' 

1  met  with  these  pieces  in  Mason's  English  Col- 
lection, one  of  my  school-books.  The  first  two 
books  I  ever  read  in  priyate,  and  which  gave  me 
more  pleasure  than  any  two  book.q  I  ever  read 
since,  were  The  Life  of  Hannibal,  and  The  Histo- 
ry of  Sir  William  Wallace.  Hannibal  gave  my 
yonng  ideas  such  a  turn,  that  I  aged  to  stmt  in 
raptures  op  and  down  after  tiie  recruiting  drum 
and  bag-pipe,  and  wish  myself  tall  enough  to 
be  a  soldier;  while  the  story  of  Wallace  poured 
a  Scottish  prejudice  into  my  veins,  which  will 
boil  along  there  till  the  floodgates  of  life  shut 
in  eternal  rest. 

Polemical  divinity  about  this  time  was  putting 
the  country  half  mad,  and  I,  ambitious  of  shin- 
ing in  conversation  parties  on  Sundays,  between 
sermons,  at  funerals,  &c.,  used  a  few  years  after- 
wards to  puzzle  Calvinisai  with  so  much  heat 
and  indiscretion,  that  I  raised  a  hue  and  cry  of 
here^  against  me,  which  has  not  ceased  to  this 

Myvicinity  to  Ayr  was  of  some  advantage  to 
me.  My  social  disposition,  when  not  cliecJted 
by  eomo  modifications  of  spirited  pride,  was  like  I 
our  catechism  definition  of  infinitude,  without  |  rhymi 


bounds  or  limits.  I  formed  several  eonnesions 
with  other  younkera,  who  possessed  superior  ad- 
vantages ;  the  youngling  actors  who  were  busy 
in  the  rehearsal  of  parts,  in  which  they  wore 
shortiy  to  appear  on  the  stage  of  life,  where, 
alas!  I  was  destined  to  drudge  behind  the 
scenes.  It  is  not  commonly  at  this  green  age, 
tliat  oar  young  gentry  have  a  just  sense  of  the 
immense  distance  between  them  and  their  ragged 
playfellows.  It  takes  a  few  dashes  into  the 
world,  to  ^re  the  young  great  man  that  proper, 
decent,  nnnoticing  disregard  for  the  poor,  insig- 
nificant stupid  devils,  the  mechanics  and  pea- 
santry around  him,  who  were,  perhaps,  born  in 
the  same  village.  My  young  superiors  never 
insulted  the  olouterly  appearance  of  my  plough- 
boy  carcase,  the  two  eifcremes  of  which  were 
often  exposed  to  ail  the  inclemencies  of  all  the 
seasons.  They  would  give  me  stray  volumes  of 
books;  among  them,  even  then,  I  could  pick  up 
some  observations,  and  one,  whose  heart,  I  am 
sure,  not  even  the  "  Munny  Begum"  scenes  have 
tainted,  helped  me  to  a  little  French.  Parting 
with  these  my  young  friends  and  benefactors,  aa 
they  occasionally  went  off  for  the  East  or  West 
Indies,  was  of(«n  to  me  a  sore  aBiiction;  but  1 
was  Boon  called  to  more  serious  evils.  My 
father's  generous  master  died!  the  farm  proved 
a  ruinous  bargain;  and  to  clench  the  misfortune, 
we  fell  intfl  the  ^hands  of  a  factor,  who  sat  for 
the  picture  I  have  drawn  of  one  in  my  tale  of 
"  The  Twa  Dogs."  My  father  was  advanced  in 
life  when  he  married ;  I  was  the  eldest  of  seven 
children,  and  he,  worn  out  by  early  hardships, 
was  unfit  for  labour.  My  father's  spirit  was 
sooQ  irritated,  but  not  easily  broken.  There 
was  a  freedom  in  his  lease  in  two  years  more, 
and  to  weather  these  two  years,  we  retrenched 
our  expenses.  We  lived  very  poorly :  I  was  a 
desterons  ploughman  for  my  age ;  and  the  next 
eldest  to  me  was  a  brother  (Gilbert),  who  could 
drive  the  plough  very  well,  and  help  me  to 
thrash  the  corn.  A  novel-writer  might,  perhaps, 
have  viewed  these  scenes  with  some  satisfac- 
tion, but  so  did  not  I ;  my  indignation  yet  boUs 
at  the  recollection  of  the  scoundrel  factor's  in- 
solent threatening  letters,  which  used  to  set  us 
all  in  tears. 

This  kind  of  life — the  cheerless  gloom  of  a 
hermit,  with  the  unceasing  moil   of  a  galley- 
brought  me  to  my  sixteenth  year ;  a  little 
before  which  period  I  first  committed  the  sin  of 
You  know  our  country  custom  of  cou- 
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pliag  a  mun  and  woman  togethec  aa  partners  in 
the  labours  of  harvest.  In  my  Sfteenth  autumn, 
my  partner  was  a  bewitching  creature,  a  year 
younger  tlian  myself.  My  scarcity  of  English 
ies  me  the  power  of  doing  her  justice  in  that 
language,  hut  you  know  the  Scottish  idiom:  she 
1  a  "bonnic,  sweet,  sonsie  lass."  In  short, 
,  altogether  unwittingly  to  herself,  initiated 
in  that  delicious  passion,  which,  in  spite  of 
acid  disappointment,  gin-horse  prudence,  and 
bookworm  philosophy,  I  hold  to  be  tie  first  of 
human  joys,  our  dearest  blessing  hero  below! 
How  she  caught  the  contagion  I  cannot  tell; 
you  medical  people  talt  much  of  infection  from 
breathing  the  same  air,  the  touch,  &c.;  but  I 
er  espressly  said  I  loved  her. — Indeed,  I  did 
know  myself  why  I  liked  so  much  to  loiter 
behind  with  her,  when  returning  in  the  evening 
from  our  laboors  ;  why  the  tones  of  her  voice 
made  my  haart-stringa  thrill  like  an  ^olian 
harp  i  and  particularly  why  my  pulse  beat  snch 
a  furiooa  ratan,  when  I  looked  and  fingered  over 
her  little  hand  to  pick  out  the  cruel  nettle-stings 
and  thistles.  Among  her  other  love-inspiring 
qualities,  she  sung  sweetly ;  and  it  was  her  fa- 
vourite reel  to  which  I  attempted  giving  an  em- 
hodied  vehicle  in  ryhme.  I  was  not  so  presump- 
tuous as  to  imagine  that  I  could  make  verses 
like  printed  ones,  composed  by  men  who  had 
Greek  and  Latin;  but  my  girl  sung  a  song 
which  was  said  to  be  composed  by  a  small  coun- 
try laird's  son,  on  one  of  his  father's  maids, 
with  whom  he  was  in  love;  and  I  saw  no  rea^ 
son  why  I  might  not  rhyme  as  well  as  he ;  for 
escepting  that  he  could  amear  sheep,  and  cast 
peats,  his  father  living  in  the  moorlands,  he  had 
no  more  sehoSar-craft  than  myself. 

Thus  with  me  began  love  and  poetry;  which 
at  times  have  been  my  only,  and  till  within  the 
last  twelve  months,  have  been  my  highest  en- 
joyment. Myfather  struggled  on  till  he  reached 
the  freedom  in  his  lease,  when  he  entered  on  a 
largerfarm,  about  ten  miles  farther  in  the  coun- 
try. The  nature  of  the  bargain  he  made  was 
such  as  to  throw  a  little  ready  money  into  his 
hands  at  the  commencement  of  his  lease,  other- 
wise the  aff^r  would  have  been  impracticable. 
For  four  years  we  lived  comfortably  here,  but  a 
difi'ercnce  commencing  between  him  and  his 
landlord  as  to  terms,  after  three  years  tossing 
and  whirling  in  the  vortex  of  litigation,  my  father 
was  just  saved  from  the  horrors  of  a  jail,  by  a 
consumption,  which,  after  two  years'  promises. 


kindly  stepped  in,  i 
where  the  wicked  c 
where  tie  weary  are 
It  is  during  the  tim 
that  my  little  story  is 


jublin 


we  lived  on  this  farm    i 
eventful.     I  was,  at    | 
inning  of  this  period,  perhaps,  the  most     , 
ungainly  awkward  boy  in  the  parish — no  loUtairK    I 
was  less  acquainted  with  the  ways  of  the  world.     ^ 
What  I  knew  of   ancient  story  was  gathercl 
from    Salmon's    and    Guthrie's    Geographiciil 
Grammars  ;  and  the  ideas  I  had  formed  of  mo- 
dem manicrs,  of  literature,  and  criticism,  I  got 
from  the  Spectator.     Those,  with  Pope's  Works, 
some  Plays  of  Shakspeara,  Tall  and  Dickson  on 
Agriculture,  the  Pantheon,  Locke's  Essay  on 
the  Human  Understanding,  Stacthouse's  His- 
tory of  the  Bible,  Justice's  British  Gardener's 
Directory,  Boyle's   Lectures,  Allan  Ramsay's 
Works,  Taylor's  Scripture  Doctrine  of  Original 
Sin,  A  Select  Collection  of  English  Songs,  and 
Hervey's  Meditations,  had  formed  the  whole  of 
my  reading.     The  collection  of  Songa  was  my 
vade  mecuvi.     I  pored  over  them,  driving  my 
cart,  or  walking  to  labour,  song  by  song,  verso 
by  verse;  carefully  noting  the  true  tender,  or 
sublime,  from  afi'ectation  and  fustian.    I  am  con- 
vinced I  owe  to  this  practice  much  of  my  critic 
craft,  such  as  it  is. 

In  my  seventeenth  year,  to  give  my  manners 
a  brush,  I  went  to  a  country  dancing-school. 
My  father  bad  an  unaccountable  antipathy 
against  these  meetings,  and  my  going  was,  what 
to  this  moment  I  repent,  in  opposition  to  his 
wishes.  My  father,  as  I  said  before,  was  sub- 
ject to  strong  passions ;  from  that  instance  of 
disobedience  in  me,  he  took  a  sort  of  dislike  to 
me,  which,  I  believe,  was  one  cause  of  the  dissi- 
pation which  marked  my  succeeding  years.  I 
say  dissipation,  comparatively  with  the  strict- 
ness, and  sobriety,  and  regularity  of  Presby- 
terian country  life;  for  thongh  the  wiU-o'-wisp 
meteors  of  thoughtlcsswhimwerealmoatthesole 
lights  of  my  path,  yet  early  ingrained  piety  and 
rirtuo  kept  me  for  several  years  afterwards 
within  the  line  of  innocence.  The  great  mis- 
fortune of  my  life  was  to  want  an  aim.  I  had 
felt  early  some  stirrings  of  ambition,  but  they 
ware  the  blind  gropings  of  Homer's  Cyclops 
round  the  walls  of  his  cave.  I  saw  my  father's 
situation  entailed  on  me  perpetual  labour. 
The  only  two  openings  by  which  I  could  enter 
the  temple  of  fortune  were  the  gate  of  nig- 
gardly economy,  or  tlie  path  of  little  chiean- 
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ing  bargftiii-mating.  The  first  is  ao  crntraot^^d 
a  aperture  I  never  could  sqaeezo  mjself  into 
it— the  last  I  always  hated— there  wis  on 
lination  in  the  yery  entrance !  Thus  abin 
cloned  of  aim  or  view  in  life,  with  a  "tiong 
appetite  for  sociability,  as  well  from  nutiye 
hilarity  as  from  a  pride  of  obserratioii  and  re 
mark  ;  a  eonstitational  melancholy  or  1  ypichon 
driasm  that  made  me  fly  solitade  ,  add  to  thpiJe 
incentivea  to  social  life,  my  reputation  for  book- 
ish knowledge,  a  oertjun  wild  logical  talent, 
and  a  strength  of  thought,  something  like  the 
rudiments  of  good  sense ;  and  it  will  not  seem 
surprising  that  1  was  generally  a  welcome  guest 
where  I  visited,  or  any  great  wonder  that 
always,  where  two  or  three  met  together,  there 
was  I  ajnong  them.  Bat  far  beyond  all  other 
impulses  of  my  heart,  was  anpenchani  &  Padora- 
lite  moiiiS  du  genre  hiimain.  My  heart  was  com- 
pletely tinder,  and  was  eternally  lighted  up  by 
some  goddess  or  other;  and,  as  in  erery  other 
warfare  in  this  world,  my  fortune  was  various; 
aomelimes  I  was  received  with  farour,  and  some- 
times I  was  mortified  with  a  repulse.  At  the 
plough,  Ecythe,  or  reap-hoolt,  I  feared  no  com- 
petitor, and  thoslset  absolute  want  at  defiance; 
and  as  1  never  cared  farther  for  my  labours 
than  wtile  I  was  in  actual  eserciae,  I  spent  tlie 
evenings  in  the  way  after  my  own  heart,  A 
countjy  lad  seldom  carries  on  a,  love  adventure 
without  iku  assisting  confidant.  I  possessed  a 
curiusitj,  seal,  and  intrepid  dexterity  that  re- 
commended me  as  a  proper  second  on  these 
occasions,  and  I  dare  say,  I  felt  as  much  plea- 
sure in  being  in  the  secret  of  half  the  loves  of 
the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  aa  ever  did  statesman 
in  liuowing  the  intrigues  of  half  the  courts  of 
Europe.  The  very  goose-feather  in  ray  hand 
seems  to  know  instinctively  the  well-worn  path  of 
my  imagination,  thefavonritothemeof  my  song  ; 
and  is  with  difficulty  restrained  from  giving  jou 
a  couple  of  paragraphs  on  the  love- adventures 
of  my  compeers,  the  humble  inmates  of  the 
farm-house  and  cottage  ;  but  the  grave  sons  of 
science,  ambitioD,  or  avarice  baptize  these 
things  by  the  name  of  follies.  To  the  sons  and 
daughters  of  labour  and  poverty  they  are  mat^ 
ters  of  the  most  ■serious  nature :  to  them  tJie 
ardent  hope,  the  stolen  interview,  the  tender 
farewell,  are  the  greatest  and  most  delicious 
parts  of  their  enjoyments. 

Another  circumstance  in  my  life  which  made 
Bome  alteration  in  my  mind  and  manners,  was. 


that  I  <ipent  my  nineteenth  summer  on  a  "^miig 
g1iug  coast  a  good  distance  from  home  at  a 
ntted  school  to  learn  mensuration  surveying 
diallmg  &c  m  which  I  made  a  pretty  good 
progress  But  I  made  a  greater  progress  jn 
the  knowledge   of  mankind      The  c  ntrabanl 


t  that  t 


,e-sful    and  it 
1  in  with  those 


happened  to  ti 
who  earned  it  on  Stencs  of  swagg'img  not 
and  roaring  dissipat)on  weie,  till  this  time,  new 
to  roe ;  but  I  was  no  enemy  to  social  life.  Here, 
though  I  learnt  to  fill  my  glass,  and  to  mix 
without  fear  in  a  drunken  squabble,  yet  I  went 
on  with  a  high  hand  with  my  geometry,  till  fie 
sun  entered  Virgo,  a  month  which  is  always  a 
carnival  in  my  bosom,  when  a  charming  fillette, 
who  lived  nest  door  to  the  school,  overset  my 
trigonometry,  and  set  me  off  at  a  tangent  from 
the  spheres  of  my  studies.  I,  however,  struggled 
on  with  my  sines  and  co-sines  for  a  few  days 
more ;  but  stepping  into  the  garden  one  charm- 
ing noon  to  taie  the  sun's  altitude,  there  I  met 
my  angel, 


™  ProBerpi 


3  gathori 


It  was  in  vain  to  think  of  doing  any  more 
good  at  schooL  The  remaining  week  I  stayed  I 
did  nothing  but  craze  the  faculties  of  my  soul 
about  her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her ;  and  the 
two  last  nights  of  my  stay  in  the  country,  had 
sleep  been  a  mortal  sin,  the  image  of  this  modest 
and  innocent  girl  had  kept  roe  guiltless. 

I  returned  home  very  considerably  improved. 
My  reading  nas  enlarged  with  the  very  import- 
ant addition  of  Thomson's  and  Slienstone's 
works ;  I  had  seen  human  nature  in  a  new 
phasis ;  and  I  engaged  several  of  my  schoolfel- 
lows to  keep  up  a  literary  correspondence  with 
me.  This  improved  me  in  composition.  I  had 
met  with  a  collection  of  letters  by  the  wits  of 
Queen  Anne's  reign,  and  I  pored  over  them 
most  devoutly.  I  kept  copies  of  any  of  my  own 
letters  that  pleased  me,  and  a  comparison  be- 
tween them  and  the  composition  of  most  of  my 
correspondents  flattered  my  vanity.  I  carried 
this  whim  so  far,  that  though  I  had  not  three- 
farthiugs'  worth  of  business  in  the  world,  yet 
almost  every  peat  brought  me  as  many  letters 
as  if  I  had  heen  a  broad  plodding  son  of  the 
day-book  and  ledger. 

My  life  flowed  on  much  in  the  same  courae 
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bill  my  twentj-third  year.  Viae  I'aniaiir,  et  vive 
la  bagatelh,  were  my  sole  principles  of  aetioQ. 
The  addition  of  two  more  autiora  to  my  library 
gave  me  great  pleasure;  Sterne  and  Mackenzie 
—Tristram  SliRudy  and  the  Man  of  Feeling  were 
my  bosom  favouritea.  Poesy  was  still  a  darling 
walk  for  my  mind,  but  it  was  only  indulged  in 
according  to  tie  hnmour  of  ihe  hour.  I  had 
nsually  half  a  dozen  or  more  pieces  on  hand  ;  I 
took  up  one  or  other,  as  it  suited  tte  momentary 
tone  of  the  mind,  and  dismissed  the  work  as  it 
boriiGred  on  fatigue.  My  passions,  when  once 
lighted  up,  raged  like  Eo  many  devils,  till  they 
got  vent  in  rhyme  ;  and  then  the  conning  over 
my  Tersea,  like  a  spell,  soothed  all  into  qniat! 
None  of  the  rhymes  of  those  days  are  in  print, 
escept  "Winter,  a  dirge,"  the  eldest  of  joy 
printed  pieces;  "The  Death  of  poor  Maillie," 
"  John  Barleycorn,"  and  songs  first,  second,  and 
third.  Song  second  was  the  ebullition  of  that 
passion  wMch  ended  tlie  forementionod  school- 

My  twenty-third  year  was  to  me  an  import- 
ant 'Bra  Partly  througii  whim,  and  partly 
that  I  w  shed  to  aet  about  doing  something  in 
lile  I  loincd  a  flas-dresser  in  a  neighbouring 
town  (Irvine)  to  learn  hia  trade.  This  was  an 
unluoky  affair.     My  * 


whole  as  w 
the 


a,  welcomi 


ew  Tear,  tie  sliop  took  fire  and  burnt  to 
aihes  and  I  waa  left,  like  a  true  poet,  not  worth 

I  was  obliged  to  give  np  tliia  scheme  \  the 
oluuda  of  misfortune  were  gathering  thick  round 
my  father  s  head ;  and,  what  was  worst  of  all, 
ha  WIS  visibly  far  gone  in  a  consumption ;  and 
to  crown  my  distreaaes,  a.  ItUe  filh,  whom  I 
adored  and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet 
me  in  the  field  of  matrimony,  jilted  me,  with 
peoul  ir  oircumstancea  of  mortification.  The 
finishing  evil  that  brought  up  the  rear  of  this 
infernal  file,  was  ray  constitutional  melancholy 
being  increased  to  such  a  degree,  that  for  three 
months  I  was  in  a  state  of  mind  scarcely  to  be 
envied  by  the  hopeless  wretches  who  hare  got 
their  mittimus — depart  from  mo,  je  curaed! 

From  this  adventure  I  learned  something  of  a 
town  life;  but  the  principal  thing  which  gave 
my  mind  a,  turn,  was  africudshipl  formed  with 
a  young  fellow,  a  very  noble  character,  but  a 
hapless  son  of  misfortune.  He  waa  the  son  of 
1  a  simpla  mechanic ;  but  a  great  man  in  the 
.    noighbourliood  taking  him  under  his  patronage, 


gave  him  a  genteel  education,  with  a  view  of 
bettering  his  situation  in  life.  The  patron 
dying  just  as  he  was  ready  to  launch  out  into 
the  world,  the  poor  fellow  in  despair  went  to 
sea ;  where,  after  a  variety  of  good  and  ill-for- 
tune, a  little  before  I  was  acquainted  with  him 
he  had  been  aet  on  shore  by  an  American  pri- 
vateer, on  the  wild  coast  of  Connaught,  strip- 
ped of  everything.  I  cannot  quit  this  poor  fel- 
low'a  story  without  a.dding,  that  he  ia  at  tbia 
time  master  of  a  large  West-Indiaman  belonging 
to  the  Thames, 

His  mind  was  fraught  with  independence, 
magnanimity,  and  every  manly  virtue.  1  loved 
and  admired  him  to  a  degree  of  enthusiaam.  Bud 
of  courae  strove  to  imitate  him.  In  some  mea^ 
sure  I  succeeded;  I  had  pride  before,  but  he 
taught  it  to  flow  in  proper  channels.  His  know- 
ledge of  the  world  was  vastly  superior  to  mine, 

only  man  I  ever  saw  who  waa  a  greater  fool  than 
myself  where  woman  was  the  presiding  star ; 
but  he  apoka  of  illicit  love  with  the  levity  of  a 
sailor,  which  hitherto  I  had  regarded  with  hor- 
ror. Here  his  friendship  did  me  a  mischief,  and 
the  consequence  was,  that  soon  after  I  resumed 
the  plough,  I  wrote  the  "Toet's  Welcome."' 
My  reading  only  increased  while  in  this  towi 
by  two  stray  volumes  of  Pamela,  and  one  of 
Ferdinand  Count  Fathom,  which  gave  me  Somi 
idea  of  novels.  Rhyme,  escept  some  religioui 
pieces  that  are  in  print,  I  had  given  up  ;  bui 
meeting  with  Fergusson'a  Scottish  Poems,  1 
Strung  anew  my  wildly-aounding  lyre  with  emu- 
lating vigour.  IVhen  my  father  died,  his  all 
went  araong  the  hell-hounds  that  growl  in  tl 
kennel  of  justice;  but  we  made  a  ahift  to  cc 
lect  a  little  money  in  the  family  amongst  u 
with  which,  to  keep  us  tugethiT,  my  brother  and 
1  took  a  neighbouring  farm.  My  brother  want' 
ed  my  hair-brained  imagination,  as  well  as  my 
social  and  amorous  madness ;  hut  in  good  sense, 
and  every  sober  qualification,  he  was  far  my  su- 
perior. 

I  entered  on  this  farm  witi  a  full  resolution, 
"come,  go  to,  I  will  be  wiael"  I  read  farming 
books,  I  calculated  crops ;  I  attended  markets ; 
and  in  abort,  in  spite  of  the  devil,  and  the  world, 
and  the  flash,  I  believe  I  should  have  been  a 
wise  man ;  but  the  firat  year,  from  unfortunately 
buying  bad  seed,  the  second  from  a  late  har- 

1  "Rob  the  Rhymer's  Welcome  to  hiaBaEtBta  Child.'- 
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my  wisdom,  and  1  returned,  ' 
his  vomit,  and  the  sow  that  w8 
Hallowing  in  the  mire." 

I  now  began  to  be  known  in  the  neighbourhood 
BB  a  maker  of  rhymes.  The  first  of  my  poetic 
offspring  that  saw  the  light,  was  a  burlesque  la- 
mentatjon  on  a  quarrel  between  two  reTerend 
Calvicists,  both  of  them  dramatis  ptrama  in 
"Holy  Fair."  I  had  a  notion  myself  that 
the  piece  had  some  merit ;  but,  to  prevent 
the  worst,  I  gave  a  copy  of  it  to  a  friend, 
who  was  very  fond  of  such  things,  and  told  him 
that  I  could  not  guess  who  was  the  author  of  it, 
but  that  I  thought  it  pretty  oleyec.  With  a  cer- 
tain description  of  the  clergy,  as  well  aslaity,  it 
met  with  a  roar  of  applause.  "  Holy  Willie's 
Prayer"  next  male  its  appearance,  and  alarmed 
tie  kirk-session  so  much,  that  they  held  several 
meetings  to  look  over  their  spiritual  artillery,  if 
haply  any  of  it  might  be  pointed  against  pro- 
fane rhymers.  Unluckily  for  me,  my  wander- 
ings led  me  on  anotber  side,  within  point-blank 
Bhot  of  their  heaviest  metal.  This  is  the  unfor- 
tunate story  that  gave  rise  to  my  printed  poem, 
"  The  Lament."  This  was  a  most  melancholy 
afi'air,  which  I  cannot  yet  bear  to  reflect  on,  and 


had  Tery  i 


7  given  I 


0  of  the 


principal  qualifications  for  a  place  among  those 
who  have  lost  the  chart,  and  mistaken  the  reck- 
oning of  rationality.  I  gave  up  my  part  of 
the  farm  to  my  brother;  in  traih  it  was  only 
nominally  mine ;  and  made  what  little  prepara- 
tion was  in  my  power  for  Jamaica.  But,  before 
leaving  my  native  country  for  ever,  I  resolved 
to  publish  my  poems.  I  weighed  my  prodao- 
tions  as  impartially  as  was  in  my  power ;  I 
thought  they  had  merit;  and  it  was  a  deli- 
cious idea  that  I  should  be  called  a  clever  fellow, 
even  though  it  should  never  reach  my  ears — a 
poor  negro-driver — or  perhapa  a  victim  to  that 
inhospitable  clime,  and  gone  to  the  world  of 
spirits  !  I  can  truly  say,  that  pauvre  incomiii  as 
I  then  was,  I  had  pretty  nearly  as  high  an  idea 
of  myself  and  of  my  works  as  I  have  at  this 
moment,  when  the  public  has  decided  in  their 
favour.  It  ever  was  my  opinion  that  the  mis- 
takes and  blunders,  both  in  a  rational  and  reli- 
^ous  point  of  view,  of  which  we  see  thousands 
daily  guilty,  are  owing  to  their  ignorance  of 
themselves,— To  know  myself  had  been  all  along 
my  constant  study.  I  weighed  myself  alone  ;  I 
balanced  myself  with  olhers;  I  watched  every 


means  of  information,  ta  see  how  much  ground 
I  occupied  as  a  man  and  aa  a  poet;  1  studied 
assiduously  Nature's  design  in  my  formation — 
where  the  lights  and  shades  in  my  character 
were  intended.  I  was  pretty  confident  my  poems 
would  meet  with  some  applause ;  but,  at  the 
worst,  the  roar  of  the  Atlantic  would  deafen 
the  voice  of  censure,  and  tie  novelty  of  West 
Indian  scenes  make  me  forget  neglect.  I  threw 
off  sis  hundred  copies,  of  which  I  had  got  sub- 
scriptions for  about  three  hundred  and  fifty. — 
My  vanity  was  highly  gratified  by  the  reception 
I  met  with  ftom  the  public ;  and  besides  I 
pocketed,  all  eipenacs  d  d    t  d  ly  twenty 

pounds.     This  sum  can         ry  hly   as  I 

was  thinking  of  indent  g  my  If  f  w  nt  of 
money  to  procure  my  [ 


e  gui 


th    I 
H    k 


f  waft- 


ing me  to  the  torrid  z( 

sage  in  the  first  ship  th  t  w  1  f    m  the 

Clyde,  for 

I  had  been  for  some  days  skulking  from 
covert  to  covert,  under  all  the  terrors  of  a  jail ; 
as  some  ill-advised  people  had  uncoupled  the 
mcroilesB  pack  of  the  law  at  my  heels.  I  had 
taken  the  last  farewell  of  my  few  friends  ■  my 
cheat  was  on  the  roat  to  Greenock  I  hid  com 
poael  the  last  song  I  should  ever  mei'ure  a 
Caledtnia —  The  gloomy  nif,ht  v  gathering 
fast  when  a  letter  from  Dr  Blacklock  to  a 
friend  of  mine  ovei  threw  all  my  scheme"'  bv 
openmg  new  prospect''  to  my  poetic  ambition 
The  doctor  belonged  to  a  set  of  critics  for  whose 
applause  I  had  not  dared  to  hope.  His  opinion, 
that  I  would  meet  with  encouragement  in 
Edinburgh  for  a  second  edition,  fired  me  so 
much,  that  away  I  posted  for  that  city,  without 
a  single  acquaintance,  or  a  single  letter  of  in- 
troduction. The  baneful  star  that  had  so  long 
shed  its  blasting  infi.uence  in  my  zenith,  for  once 
made  a  revolution  to  the  nadir ;  and  a  kind 
Providence  placed  me  under  the  patronage 
of  one  of  the  noblest  of  men,  the  Earl  of  Glen-  ; 
cairn.  OuhUe-moi,  grand  Dim,  si  jamais  j't  ' 
Poablie! 

I  need  relate  no  farther.     At  Edinburgh  I     j 
was  in  a  new  world;  I  mingled  among  many     ! 
classes  of  men,  but  all  of  them  new  to  rae,  and 
I  was  all  attention  to  "catch"  the  characters    i 
and  "tlie  manners  living  as  they  rise."    Whe- 
ther I  have  profited,  time  will  show. 
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respectful  enmpliments  to  Miss  Wil- 
r  very  elegant  and  friendly  letter  I 


qui'ite  in  Ediaburgli,  and  I  s< 


LXXV. 
TO   ROBERT  AINSLIE,  ESQ., 


Edinbiirgh,  '13d  Aagusi,,  17? 


silly  h. 


Heg»t 

Prom  Lencefortli,  my  dear  Sir,  I  sm  deter- 
mined to  set  off  with  toy  letters  like  the  perioii- 
ers,  viz.  prefix  a  kind  of  text,  quoted 
from  some  clasaic  of  undoubted  authority,  such 
IS  the  author  of  the  immortal  piece,  of  which 
ly  teit  is  11  part.     What  I  have  to  eay  on  my 
est  is  eihauated  in  a  letter  which  I  wrote  yoa 
the  other  day,  before  I  had  the  pleasure  of  re- 
ying  yours  from    Infeckei  thing ;    and    Bare 
(er  was  anything  more  lucky,  as  I  hare  but 
3  time  to  write  this,  that  Mr.  Kicol,  on  (he 
posite  side  of  the  table,  takes  to  correct  a, 
proof-sheet   of  a   thesis.     They 

0  loud  that  I  cannot  bear  what  my 

saying  in  my  own  skull,  ho  I  must 

r-of-fact  sentence  or  two, 


giro  you  a 


with  a 


31  gener 


tiono.      To-morrow   I   leave    Edinburgh 
chaise  ;  Nieol  thinks  it  more  comfortable  than 
horseback,   to  which  I   say.  Amen;    so  Jenny 
Geddes  goes  home  to  Ayrshire,  to  use  a  phrase 
of  my  mother's,  wi'  her  finger  in  bee  mouth. 
How  for  a  modest  verse  of  classical  authority: 

The  cats  like  kitchen; 

The  dogs  like  broo  ; 
The  lasses  like  the  iads  weel, 

And  th'  auld  wives  too. 


And  we're  a'  noddin, 

Nid,  nid,  noddin. 
We're  a'  noddin  fovi  a 


If  this  does  not  please  you,  let  me  hear  from 
you;  if  you  write  anytime  before  the  1st  of 
September,  direct  to  Inverness,  lo  be  left  at  the 
postroffice  till  called  for;  the  next  week  at 
Aberdeen,  the  neit  at  Edinburgh. 

The  sheet  is  done,  and  I  ehall  just  conclude 
with  assuring  you  that 

I  am,  and  ever  with  pride  shall  be. 
My  dear  Sir,  &o. 

R.  B. 

Call  your  boy  what  you  liink  proper,  only 
interject  Burns.  What  do  you  say  to  a  Scrip- 
ture name  ?  Ziinrl  Burns  Ainslie,  or  Arehito- 
phcl,  &c.,  look  your  Bible  for  these  two  heroea, 
if  you  do  this,  I  will  repay  the  compliment. 


LXXVI, 
TO  MR.    ROBERT   MUIR. 


Mr  D 


1    SlK, 


tirling,  26^  August,  1787. 


3  have  written  yoa  from  Edin- 
burgh, and  now  writ*  yon  from  Stirling  to  make 
an  excuse.  Here  am  I,  on  my  way  to  Inver- 
ness, with  a  truly  original,  but  very  worthy 
man,  a  Mr.  Nicol,  one  of  the  masters  of  the 
High-school,  in  Edinburgh.  I  left  Auld  Reekie 
yesterday  morning,  and  have  passed,  besides 
by-escursions,  Linlithgow,  BorrowstounosB,  Fal- 
kirk, and  here  am  I  undoubtedly.  This  morn- 
ing I  knelt  at  the  tomb  of  Sir  John  the  Graham, 
the  gallant  friend  of  the  immortal  WiLllace ; 
and  two  hours  ago  I  said  a  fervent  prayer, 
for  Old  Caledonia,  over  the  hole  in  a  blue  whin- 
stone,  where  Robert  de  Bruce  fixed  bis  royal 
standard  on  the  banks  of  Bannockburn;  and  just 
now,  from  Stirling  Castle,  I  have  seen  by  the 
setting  sun  the  glorious  prospect  of  the  windings 
of  Forth  through  the  rich  carse  of  Stirling,  and 
skirting  the  equally  rich  carse  of  Falkirk.  The 
crops  are  very  strung,  but  so  very  late,  that 
tliere  is  no  harvest,  except  a  ridge  or  two  per- 
haps in  ten  miles,  all  the  way  I  have  travelled 
from  Edinburgh. 

I  left  Andrew  Bruce  and  family  all  we!!, 
will  be  at  least  three  weeks  in  making  my  ton 
as  I  shall  return  by  the  coast,  and  have  many 
people  to  call  for. 


by  Google 


GENKKAL    COEllESPONDK>J"Ci: 


My  best  compliments  to  Charles,  oar  dear 
kinsman  s.a(l  fellow-saint ;  ajiil  Messrs.  W.  and 
H.  Packers.  I  Iiope  Hughoc  is  going  on  and 
prospering  with  God  aud  Miss  M'Causlin. 

If  I  could  think  on  anjUiingsprightlj,  i  should 
i  I  jou  hear  eTery  other  post ;  but  a  dull,  mut- 
icr-of-faot  husiness,  like  this  scrawl,  the  leas 
iind  seldomer  one  writes,  the  better. 

Among  other  matters-of-faot  I  shall  add  this, 
iiat  I  am  and  ever  shall  be. 


Mjdi 


Your  obliged. 


TO   GAVIN   HAMILTON.   ESQ. 


Mt  e 


Slirlinff,  28th  August,  1787. 


Here  am  I  on  my  way  to  Inverness.  I  have 
rambled  oyer  tho  rich,  fertile  carses  of  Falkirk 
and  Sterling,  and  am  delighted  with  tlieir  ap- 
pearance: richly  waving  crops  of  wheat,  barley, 
&c.,  but  no  harvest  at  all  yet.  eicept,  in  one  or 
two  places,  an  old  wife's  ridge.  Yesterday 
morning  I  rode  from  this  townnp  the  meander- 
ing Devon's  banks,  to  pay  my  respects  to  some 
-Ayrshire  folks  at  Harvieston,  After  breakfast, 
we  made  a  party  to  go  attd  see  tlie  famous  Cau- 
dron-linn,  a  remarkable  cascade  in  the  Devon, 
about  five  miles  above  Harvieston;  and  after 
spending  one  of  the  most  pleosajit  days  I  over 
had  in  my  Kfe,  I  returned  to  Stirling  in  the 
evening.  They  are  a  family,  Sir,  though  I  had 
not  had  any  prior  tie;  though  they  Lad  not 
been  the  brother  and  sisters  of  a  certain  gene- 
rous fiiend  of  mine,  I  would  never  forget  them. 
I  am  told  you  have  not  seen  them  these  several 
years,  so  yon  can  have  very  little  idea  of  what 
these  yonng  folks  are  now.  Tonr  brother  is  as 
tall  as  you  are,  but  slender  rather  than  other- 
wise ;  and  I  have  the  satisfaction  to  inform  you 
that  he  is  getting  the  better  of  those  consump- 
tive symptoms  which  I  suppose  you  know  were 
threatening  him.  His  make,  and  particularly 
Ms  manner,  resemble  you,  but  he  will  still  have 
a  finer  face.  (I  put  in  the  word  slill  to  please 
Mrs.  Hamilton.)  Good  Sense,  modesty,  and  at 
the  same  time  a  jnst  idea  of  thnt  respect  thnt 


man  owes  to  man,  and  has  a  right  in  hia  (urn 
to  eiaot,  are  striking  features  in  his  oharae- 
tor ;  and,  what  irith  me  is  the  4.1pha  and  th4 
Omega,  he  has  a  heart  ihit  might  adorn  the 
breast  of  a  poet '  Grace  has  a  good  figure,  and 
the  look  of  health  and  cheerfulness,  but  no- 
thing else  remarkable  in  her  person.  I  scarcely 

her  and  your  little  Eeenie;  the  mouth  and  chin 
particularly.  She  is  reserved  at  first;  but  as 
we  grew  better  acquainted,  I  was  delighted  with 
the  native  frankness  of  her  manner,  and  the 
sterling  sense  of  her  observation.  Of  Charlotte 
I  cannot  speak  in  common  terms  of  admiration : 
she  is  not  only  beautiful  but  lovely.  Her  form 
is  elegant;  her  features  not  regular,  but  they 
have  the  smile  of  sweetness  and  the  settled 
complacency  of  good  nature  in  the  highest 
degree:  and  her  complexion,  now  that  she  lias 
happily  recovered  her  wonted  health,  is  equal 
to  Miss  Burnet's.  After  the  exercise  of  our 
riding  to  the  Palls,  Charlotte  was  exactly  Dr. 


Donne's 


nt  blood 


lyher  Tio<ly  th 


ronghl, 
ught." 


Her  eyes  are  fascinating;  at  once  expressive 
of  good  sense,  tenderness,  and  a  noble  mind. 

I  do  not  give  you  all  this  account,  my  good 
Sir,  to  flatter  you,  I  mean  it  to  reproach  you. 
Such  relations  the  first  peer  in  the  realm  might 
own  with  pride  ;  then  why  do  you  not  keep  up 
more  correspondence  with  these  so  amiable 
young  folks?  I  had  a  thousand  questions  to 
answer  about  you.  I  had  to  describe  the  little 
ones  with  the  minuteness  of  anatomy.  They 
were  highly  delighted  when  I  told  them  that 
John  was  so  good  a  boy,  and  so  fine  a  scholar, 
and  that  Willie  was  going  on  still  very  pretty  ; 
bat  I  have  it  in  commission  to  tell  her  from 
them  that  beauty  is  a  poor  ailly  bauble  without 
she  be  good.  Miss  Chain  ers  I  had  left  it 
Edinburgh,  but  I  had  the  ileasure  of  meet  n^ 
Mrs.  Chalmers,  only  Lady  Mackenzie  ben  g 
rather  a  little  alarmingly  11  of  a  soie  thi  t 
somewhat  marred  onr  enjoyment 

I  shall  not  be  in  Ayrshire  for  four  weeks 
My  most  respectful  comjl  ments  t  Mr  Ham 
ilton.  Miss  Kennedy,  and  Doctor  Ma  kenz  c 
I  shall  probably  write  bun  fr  m  ton  t  s    ge  oi 


la 


Yours 


■,t  grateMh 
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rulhoi 


LXXVIH. 
TO   MR.   WALKER, 


ffl.l 


ende  noured 
Hicol's  ehat  ai 
allow.      It  ea 


Invemeet,  6ift  September,  1787. 
Mt  dbar  Sm, 
I  HAVE  juBt  time  to  write  the  foregoing  anl 
to  tflll  yoo  that  it  was  (at  least  most  part  of  it) 
am  half-hour  I  epent  at  Bruar 
I  it  was  eitompore,  for  I  hare 
0  brush  it  up  as  well  as  Mr 
il  the  jogging  of  the  chaise  would 
ics  my  heart  a  good  deal  as 
coin  with  wliich  a  poet  pays  his 
_,.,s  of  honour  or  gratitude.  What  I  owe  to 
the  noble  family  of  Atiol,  of  the  fir*  kinl 
I  shall  ever  proudly  boast ;  what  I  owe  of  the 
lelp  me  God  in  my  hour  of  need  I 
shall  never  forget. 

"little  angel-band !"  I  declare  I  prayed 
for  them  Tery  sincorely  to-day  at  the  Fill  of 
I  shall  noTer  forget  the  fine  family 
piece  I  saw  at  Blair;  the  amiable,  the  truly 
noble  duchess,  with  her  smiling  little  seraph  in 
lap,  at  the  head  of  the  table ;  the  lovely 
,.ivo  plants,"  as  the  Hebrew  bard  linelj  =aya 
round  the  happy  mother :  the  beautiful  Mrs 
G— ;  the  lovely  sweet  Miss  C,  &e.  I  wish  I 
had  the  powers  of  Guide  to  do  them  just  ce 
My  Lord  Duke's  kind  hospitality— markedly 
kind  indeed.  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintray'fl  charms 
of  conversation— Sir  W.  Murray's  friendship. 
la  short,  the  recollection  of  all  that  polite, 
agreeable  company  raises  an  honest  glow  in  my 
bosom. 


LXXIX. 

TO   MR.   GILBERT   BURNS. 

[The  IsttorB  of  Eoberl  Ki  Gilijert  are  neithsr  many  i 


Ulily,  much  and  widely  respeciod.] 


I  Th»  Humble  Petition  of  Bi 


Edinburgh,  I'llk  September,  1787. 
My  bear  Bhothek, 
I  AKE.IVED  here  safe  yesterday  evening,  after 
a  (flur  of  twenty  two  daj  s,  and  travelling  near 
SIX  hundred  mile=,  windings  included.  Jty 
farthest  stretch  was  about  ttn  miles  beyond 
Inverness  I  went  through  the  heait  of  the 
Highlands  bjCueff,  Tajraouth,  the  famous  seat 
of  Loid  Breadalbane,  down  the  Taj,  among 
o-iscades  and  ihuidical  ciri-les  of  stones,  to 
Dimkeld,  i  scat  of  the  Ihike  of  Athol ,  tlieuoe 
across  the  Tay,  and  up  one  of  his  tributary 
streame  to  Blair  of  Athole,  another  of  the 
duke  B  seats  where  I  had  the  honour  of  spend- 
ing neariy  tw(  days  with  his  grace  and  family ; 
thence  many  milea  through  a  wild  country, 
among  cl  ffs  ^raT  with  eternal  snows  and  gloomy 
savage  glens  till  I  crossed  Spey  and  went  down 
the  stream  through  Strathspey,  so  famous 
Scott  sh  music  Badenoeh,  &o.,  till  I  reached 
Crant  Ci'tle  whtie  I  spent  half  a  day  with 
Sir  James  Giant  and  family  ;  and  then 
the  countiy  for  Fort  George,  but  called  by  the 
way  at  Caw  lur  tl  e  ancient  seat  of  Macbeth  ; 
there  I  saw  the  identical  bed,  in  which  tradition 
says  king  Duncan  was  murdered :  lastly,  from 
S    t  Geort,e  to  Inverness. 

I  returned  hy  the  coast,  through  Nairn,  Forres, 
and  so  en  to  Aberdeen,  thence  to  Stonehive, 
where  James  Buiness,  from  Montrose,  met  me 
by  appointment  I  spent  two  days  among  our 
relations  and  found  our  aunts,  Jean  and  Isabel, 
still  al  ve  and  hale  old  women.  John  Cairn, 
th  ugh  lorn  the  xamo  year  with  our  father, 
walks  a«  vigoionsly  as  lean:  they  have  had 
several  letters  from  his  son  in  New  Yovk.  1 
ham  Brand  is  likewise  a  stout  old  fellow; 
further  particnloca  I  delay  till  I  see  you,  which 
will  be  in  two  or  three  weeks.  The  rest  of  my 
stages  are  not  worth  rehearsing :  warm  as  I 
was  from  Ossian's  country,  where  I  had  seen 
his  very  grave,  what  oared  I  for  fishing-towns 
or  fertile  carses  ?  I  slept  at  the  famous  Brodie 
of  Brodie's  one  night,  and  dined  at  Gordon  Cas- 
tle nest  day,  with  the  duke,  duchess  and  fami- 
ly. I  am  thinking  to  cause  my  old  mare  to  meet 
me,  by  means  of  John  Ronald,  at  Glasgow  ;  but 
yqu  shall  hear  fartiier  from  me  before  I  leave 
Edinburgh.  My  duty  and  many  compliments 
from  the  nortii  to  my  mother  ;  and  my  brotherly 
oomplimenta  to  the  rest.  I  have  been  trying  for 
a  berth  for  William,  but  am  notlikely  to  '■-  ■=■■- 


oessful.     Farewell. 


K.B. 
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GENERAL  CORRESPONDENCE 


TO  MISS  MARGARET  CHALMERS. 

[To  Mstgarol  Chalmers.  Ihe  j-oungeal  daughlet  of 
Jamos  ChaLmerB,  Eaq.,  pf  Piuglanrl,  ii  iB  said  Ihat  Hums 

lo  Miaa  Ch! 

freedom.] 


i  for  Iheir  good  eenae 


S^pt  26,  1787. 
I  BEND  Charlotte  the  first  number  of  tlie 
Bongs  ;  I  would  not  wait  for  the  seconii  number ; 
I  hate  delays  in  little  marks  of  friendsLip,  as  I 
hate  diaaimulation  in  the  language  of  the  heart. 
I  iim  determined  U>  pay  Charlotte  a  poetic  com- 
pliment, if  I  could  hit  on  some  glorious  old 
SootcU  air,  in  number  second.'  You  will  see  a 
small  attempt  on  a  shred  of  paper  in  the  booli ; 
but  though  Dr.  Blaelilook  commended  it  rery 
higMf,  i  am  not  just  satisfied  witb  it  myself.  I 
intend  to  make  it  a  deaoripfion  of  some  kind; 
the  whining  cant  of  love,  except  in  real  pi 
1,  and  by  a  masterly  hand,  is  to  me  aa  inai 
ferable  as  the  preaching  cant  of  olil  Father 
Smcatou,  whig-minister  at  Eilmauro  Darts, 
flames,  cupida,  loves,  graces,  and  all  thai  far 
rago,  are  just  a  Mauchline  »  *  «  *  a  senseless 
rahble. 

I  got  an  excellent  poetic  epistle  yesternight 
from  the  old,  lenerable  author  of  '  TuIIochgo- 
L,"  "  Johnof  Badenjon,"  &o.  I  suppose  you 
know  he  ia  a  clergyman.  It  is  by  far  the  finest 
poetio  compliment  I  ever  got.  I  will  send  you 
a.  copy  of  it. 

I  go  on  Thursday  or  Friday  to  Dumfriea,  to 
wail  on  Mr.  Miller  about  hia  farms. — Do  tell 
that  to  Lady  Mackenzie,  that  she  may  give  me 
credit  for  a  little  wisdom.  "I  Wisdom  dwell 
with  Prudence."  What  a  blessed  fire-side! 
How  happy  should  I  be  to  pass  a  winter  evening 
under  their  venerable  roof!  at  " 


f  tobao 


r  drink  i 


a  pipe 


:r-gruel  with  them 
What  solemn,  lengthened,  langhter-quashing 
gravity  of  phii !  What  sage  remarks  on  the 
good-for-nothing  sons  and  daughtera  of  indis- 
cretion and  folly !  And  what  frugal  lessons,  aa 
we  straitened  the  Ere-side  circle,  on  the  uaes  of 
the  poker  and  tongs  ! 

Miss  N.  is  very  well,  and  bega  to  be  remem- 
Lcred  in  the  old  way  la  you.  I  used  all  my  elo- 
iiuence,   all   the  persuasive   flourishes   of  the 


hand,  and  heart-melting  modulation  of  per 
in  my  power,  to  urge  her  out  to  Harvieston,  but 
all  in  vaic.  My  rhetoric  seems  quite  to  have 
its  effect  on  the  lovely  half  of  mankind.  I  have 
seen  the  day— but  that  is  a  "  tale  of  other  years," 
—In  my  eonaoienoe  I  believe  that  my  heart  haa 
been  ao  oft  on  firo  that  it  is  absolutely  vitrified. 
I  look  on  the  aei  with  something  like  the  admi- 
ration with  which  I  regard  the  starry  sky  in  a 
frosty  December  night.  1  admire  the  beauty 
of  the  Creator'a  workmanship;  I  am  charmed 
with  the  wild  but  graceful  eccentricity  of  their 
motions,  and — wish  them  good  night.  I  mean 
this  witi  respect  to  a  certain  paasion  dont  J'ai 
eii  r/ionnew  d'etre  un  miserable  esdave :  as  for 
ftiendship,  you  and  Charlotte  have  giyen  me 
pleasure,  permanent  pleasure,  "wliich  the  world 
cannot  give,  nor  take  away,"  I  hope  ;  and  which 
will  ouUaat  the  heavens  and  the  earth. 


TO   MISS   MARGARET   CHALMERS. 


mllowing  letter.] 

Wii/ioui  dale. 

"hall  be  decided  about  a  farm  in  that  country. 
I  am  rather  hopeless  in  it;  but  as  lay  brother 
ia  an  excellent  farmer,  and  is,  besides,  an  ex- 
ceedingly prudent,  sober  man  (qualities  which 
are  only  a  younger  brother's  fortune  in  our 
family),  I  am  determined,  if  my  Dumfries  bu- 
siness fail  me,  to  return  into  partnership  with 
him,  and  at  our  leisure  take  another  farm  in  the 
neighbourhood. 

I  assure  you  I  look  for  high  compliments  from 
you  and  Charlotte  on  this  very  sage  instance  of 
my  unfathomable,  incomprehensible  wisdom. 
Talking  of  Charlotte,  I  must  tell  her  that  I  have, 
to  the  best  of  my  power,  paid  her  a  poetic  com- 
pliment, now  completed.  The  air  ia  admirable  : 
true  old  Highland.  It  was  lie  tune  of  a  Gaelic 
song,  which  an  Inverness  lady  sung  me  when  I 
was  there  ;  and  I  was  so  charmed  with  it  that  I 
begged  her  to  write  me  a  set  of  it  from  hei 
ing:  for  it  had  never  been  set  before, 
fixed  that  it  shall  go  in  Johnso: 
BO  Charlotte  and  you  need  not 
cious  time  in  coutradioling  me. 
poetry  is  first-rate  ;  though  I  a; 


8it  number ; 
d  your  pre- 
'on't  say  the 
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OF  ROBERT   BURNS. 


very  well ;  and,  wliat  is  not  always  tbe  OP,Be  with 
mpliments  to  ladies,  it  is  not  only  eincere, 
but  just.  K.  B. 


LXXXII. 
TO   JAMES   HOY, 


said,  the  gBnUemon  whom  hialrrBCB  of  Gordon  sent  with 
iL  ineasage  inviting  in  vaio  tliHt  "  obstinale  BOn  of  Latm 

Edinbrn-gk,  20th  October,  1787. 
Sib, 

I  WILL  defend  my  conduct  in  giving  yon  this 
trouble    on  the   best  of  Cliriatiaii  pvincipIflB— 

What-otver  ye  would  tliatmen  should  do  unto 
V  u  do  ye  even  so  unto  them." — I  shall  cer- 
t  inh  imong  my  legacies,  leave  my  latest  curse 
to  that  unlucky  predicament  which  hurried — 
t  re  me  away  from  Castle  Gordon.  May  that 
ol  stinite  son  of  Latin  prose  [Niool]  be  curat  to 
Sc  t<:h  mile  perioiia,  and  damned  to  seven  league 
paragraphs  ;  while  Declension  and  Conjugation, 
Gender  Number,  imii  Time,  under  the  ragged 
1  annets  of  Dissonance  and  Disarrangement,  eter- 
nally link  against  him  in  hostile  array. 

Allow  me.  Sir,  to  strengthen  the  small  claim  I 
h  ive  to  ^  our  acquaintance,  by  the  following  re- 
qnest.  An  engrayer,  James  Johnson,  in  Edin- 
burgh, has,  not  from  mercenary  views,  but  from 
an  honest,  Scotch  enthuaiasm,  set  about  collect- 
ing all  our  native  songs  and  setting  them  to 
music;  particularly  those  that  have  never  been 
set  before.  Clarke,  the  well  known  musician, 
presides  over  the  musical  arrangement.  aniiDrs. 
Eeattie  and  Blaokloclt,  Mr.  Tytier,  of  Wood- 
houselee,  and  your  humble  servant  to  the  utmost 
of  his  small  power,  assist  in  collecting  the  old 
poetry,  or  sometimes  for  a  fine  air  make  a  stanza, 
when  it  has  no  words.  The  brata,  too  tedious 
to  mention,  claim  a  parental  pang  from  my  bard- 
ship.  I  suppose  it  will  appear  in  Johnson'a  se- 
cond number— the  first  was  published  before  my 
acquaintance  wilt  him.  My  request  is — "  Cauld 
Kail  in  Aberdeen,"  is  one  intended  for  this 
number,  and  I  beg  a  copy  of  his  Grace  of  Gor- 
don's words  to  it,  which  you  were  so  kind  as  to 
repeat  to  me.  You  may  be  sure  we  won't  pre- 
fis  the  author's  name,  eicept  you  like,  though! 
look  on  it  as  no  small  merit  to  this  work  that  the 
names  of  many  of  the  authors  of  our  old  Scotch 
Bongs,  names  almost,  forgotten,  will  be  inserted. 


I  do  not  well  know  where  to  write  to  you — I 
rather  write  at  you ;  but  if  you  will  be  so  oblig- 
;,  immediately  on  receipt  of  this,  as  to  write 
a  few  lines,  I  shall  perhaps  pay  you  in  kind, 
though  not  in  quality.  Johnaon'a  terms  are; — 
ach  number  a  handsome  pocket  volume,  to  con- 
ist  at  least  of  a  hundred  Scotch  songs,  with 
basses  for  the  harpsichord,  &c.  The-priee  to 
subscribers  Es. ;  to  non-subscribers  6s.  He  will 
have  three  numbers  I  conjecture. 

My  direction  for  two  or  three  weeks  will  be  at 
Mr.  William  Cruikshank's,  St.  James' s-square. 
Mew-town,  Edinburgh. 


LXXXni. 
TO   REV.   JOHN   SKINNER, 
he  BOnsB  of  "  Tullocligoiom,"  and  "  John  of  Baden. 


Bishop  of  Abecd eon.] 

Edinburgh,  October  25,  1787. 
Revebbnd  and  "Venkbaele  Sir, 
Accept,  in  plain  dull  prose,  my  most  sincere 
thanks  for  the  best  poetical  compliment  I  ever 
received.  I  assure  you.  Sir,  as  a  poet,  you 
have  conjured  up  an  airy  demon  of  vanity  in 
my  fancy,  which  the  best  abilities  in  your  other 
capacity  would  be  ill  able  to  lay,  I  regret,  and 
while  I  live  I  shall  regret,  that  when  I  was  in 
the  north,  I  had  not  the  pleasure  of  paying  a 
younger  brother's  dutiful  respect  to  the  author 
of  the  best  Scotch  song  ever  Seotiand  saw — 
"  Tullochgorum's  my  delight !"  The  world  may 
think  slightingly  of  the  craft  of  soag-making, 
if  they  please,  but,  as  Job  says — "Oh!  that 
mine  adversary  had  written  a  book  1" — let  them 
try.  There  is  a  certain  something  in  the  old 
Scotch  songs,  a  wild  happiness  of  thought  and  es- 
pression,  which  peculiarly  marks  them,  not  only 
from  English  songs,  but  also  from  the  modern 
efi'orts  of  song-wrightsin  our  native  manner  and 
language.  The  onlyremainsof  this  enchantment, 
these  spells  of  the  imagination,  rests  with  you. 
Our  true  brother,  Ross  of  Loehlee,  was  like- 
wise "  owre  camiie"  —  a  "wild  warlock"  — 
but  now  he  sings  among  the  "  sons  of  the  morn- 


ing. 


I  have  often  wished,  and  will  certainly  endea- 
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GENERAL   CORRKSPONDENCE 


Tour  to  fona  a  kind  of  commoa  acqnaintanco 
ftmong  all  tlie  gennine  sons  of  Caleiiooiau  song. 
The  world,  busy  in  low  prosaic  pursuits  may 
oyerlookraost  of  ns;  bat  "reve  a  thy  If 
The  world  is  not  our  peers,  bo  we  liall  g  tt 
jury.  We  can  lash  that  world,  nlfinl 
selves  a  very  great  source  of  am  m  t  and 
happiness  independent  of  that  w    Id 

There  is  a  work  going  on  in  Ed  nl  gh  j  t 
now,  which  claims  jour  best  assistance.  An 
engvaver  in  this  town  has  set  about  collecting 
and  publishing  all  the  Scotch  songs,  with  the 
music,  that  can  be  found.  Songs  in  tie  English 
language,  if  by  Scotchmen,  are  admitted,  but 
the  music  must  all  be  Scotch.  Drs.  Beattie  and 
Blaeklock  are  lending  a  hand,  and  the  first  mn- 
sician  in  town  presides  over  that  department. 
I  have  been  absolutely  orazed  about  it,  collect- 
ing old  stanzas,  and  every  information  respect- 
ing their  origin,  authors,  &c.  &c.  Tills  last  is 
but  a  very  fragment  husiness ;  Tint  at  the  end  of 
his  second  number^  the  first  is  already  published 
— a  small  account  will  be  giyen  of  the  authors, 
particularly  to  preserve  those  of  latter  times. 
Your  three  songs,  "Tullochgorum,"  "John  of 
BadenyoB,"  and  "Ewie  wi'  the  erookit  horn," 
^0  ID  this  second  number.  I  was  determined, 
before  I  got  your  letter,  to  write  you,  begging 
that  you  would  let  me  know  where  the  editions 
of  these  pieces  may  be  found,  as  you  would  wish 
(hem  to  continue  in  future  times ;  and  if  yon 
would  be  so  kind  to  this  undertaking  as  send 
any  songs,  of  your  own  or  others,  that  yon  would 
think  proper  to  publish,  your  name  will  be  in- 
serted among  the  other  authors, — "Nill  ye,  will 
je."  One  half  of  Scotland  already  give  your 
songs  to  other  authors.  Paper  is  done.  I  beg 
to  hear  from  you;  the  sooner  the  better,  as  I 
leave  Ediaburghiu  afortnight  or  three  weeks. — 

With  the  warmest  sincerity.  Sir, 

Your  obliged  humble  servant, — R.  B, 


TO   JAMES   HOY,   ESQ. 


[In  Binglenessoflieartaodsimplicily  of  manners  James 

UominiB  Siimpson :  his  Love  of  iBurning  nnd  liis  scorn  of 
.th  are  still  remembered  to  bis  honour.] 


Edinburi/h,  e(A  Nbnember,  1787, 
Dear  Sir, 
I  woFLD  have  wrote  you  immediately  on  re- 
eipt  of  your  kind  letter,  but  a  mixed  impulss 
f  gratitude  and  esteem  whispered  me  that  I 
aght  to  send  you  something  by  way  of  return. 
When  a  poet  owes  anything,  particularly  when 
he  is  indebted  for  good  offices,  the  payment  that 
u  ually  recurs  to  him — the  only  coin  indeed  i:i 
which  he  probably  is  conversant— ia  rhyme. 
Johnson  sends  the  books  by  the  fly,  as  directed, 
and  begs  me  to  enclose  hia  most  gratefulthanks; 
my  return  I  intended  should  have  been  one  or 
two  poetic  bagatelles  which  the  world  have  not 
seen,  or,  perhaps,  for  obvious  reasons,  cannot 
see.  These  I  shall  send  you  before  I  leave 
Edinburgh.  Tbey  may  make  you  laugh  a  little, 
which,  on  the  whole,  is  no  bad  way  of  spending 
one's  precious  hours  and  still  more  precious 
breath ;  at  any  rate,  they  will  be,  though  s 
small,  yet  a  very  sincere  mark  of  my  respectful 
esteem  for  a  gentleman  whose  further  acquaint 
ance  I  should  look  upon  as  a  peculiar  ohliga- 

The  duke's  song,  independent  totally  of  his 
dnkeship,  charms  me.  There  is  I  know  not 
■what  of  wild  happiness  of  thought  and  expres- 
sion peculiarly  beautiful  in  the  old  Scottish  song 
style,  of  which  his  Grace,  old  venerable  Skinner, 
the  author  of  "  Tullochgorum,"  &e.,  and  the  lato 
Ross,  at  Lochlee,  of  true  Scottish  poetic  memory, 
are  the  only  modem  instances  that  I  recollect, 
since  Earasay  with  his  contemporaries,  and  poor 
Bob  FergussoQ,  went  le  the  world  of  deathless 
eiiatonoe  and  truly  immortal  song.  The  mob 
of  mankind,  that  many-headed  heast,  would 
laugh  at  so  serious  a  speech  about  an  old  song ; 
but  as  Job  says,  "  0  that  mine  adversary  had 
book!"  Those  who  think  that  corn- 
Scotch  song  is  a  triHing  business — let 

my  Lord  Duke  would  pay  a  proper  ot- 
>  the  Christian  admonition^"Hide  not 
your  candle  under  a  bushel,"  but  "let  your 
light  shine  before  men."  I  could  name  half  a 
dozen  dukes  that  I  guess  are  a  devilish  deal 
imployed:  nay,  I  question  if  there  are 
half  a  doien  better ;  perhaps  there  are  not  half 
that  scanty  number  whom  Heaven  has  favoured 
ith  the  tuneful,  happy,  and,  I  will  say,  glorioua 


Eift- 


I  am,  dear  Sir, 
Your  obliged  humble  s( 
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OF  BOBERT  BURNS. 


LXXXV. 

EOBEKT  AINSLIB, 


pity,  will  hi 

uTgh,  Sunday  M 


Nov.  23,  1787. 
BEO,  my  dear  Sir,  you  nould  not  mate  any 
appointment  to  take  us  to  Mr.  Ainslie'a  to-niglit- 
On  looking  over  my  engagements,  constxtution, 
present  stat«  of  my  health,  some  little  yesatious 
Eoul  concerns,  &o.,  I  find  I  can't  sup  abroad  to- 
night. I  shall  be  in  to-day  tiU  one  o'clock  if 
you  have  a  leisure  hour. 

You  will  think  it  romantic  when  I  toll  you, 
that  I  find  tie  idea  of  your  friendship  almost 


-You  a) 


per  length  of  face  in  my  bitter  houra  of  blue- 
devilism,  and  you  laugh  fully  up  to  mj  highest 
wishes  at  my  good  things. — I  don't  know  upon 
the  whole,  if  you  are  one  of  the  first  fellows  in 
God's  worlii,  but  you  are  so  to  me.  I  tell  you 
this  just  now  in  the  conviction  tliat  some  ia- 
alities  in  my  temper  and  manner  may  per- 
hapa  sometimes  mafceyou  suspect  that  I  am  not 
0  warmly  as  I  ought  to  be  your  &iend. 


TO   THE   EARL   OF   GLENCAIRN. 

[The  views  of  Burns  wersahvays  humble:  he  rf«=rded 
B  place  in  the  excise  as  a  thing  wortliy  of  paying  court 
to,  bolh  inverse  and  prase.] 

Edinburgh,  1787. 

I  KNOW  your  lordship  will  disapprove  of  my 
ideas  in  a  request  I  am  going  to  make  to  jou ; 
but  I  have  weighed,  long  and  seriously  weighed, 
my  situation,  tay  hopes  auii  turn  of  mind,  and 
am  fully  fixed  to  my  scheme  if  I  can  po.  iibly 
effectuate  it.  I  wish  to  get  into  the  Eieiae  ;  I 
am  told  iiiat  your  lordship's  interest  will  easily 
procure  me  tbe  grant  from  the  commissioners ; 
and  your  lordship's  patronage  and  goodness, 
which  have  already  rescued  me  from  obscurity, 
wretchedness,  and  exile,  embolden  me  to  ask 
that  interest.  You  have  likewise  put  it  in.  my 
power  to  save  the  little  tie  of  borne  that  shel- 
tered an  aged  mother,  two  brothers,  and  three 


-S  from  destruction.      There,  my  lord,  you 
have  bound  mo  over  to  the  highest  gratitude. 
My  brother's  farm  is  but  a  wretched  lease, 
it  I  think  he  will  probably  weather  out  the  re- 
aining  seven  years  of  it ;  and  after  the  asaiat- 
ica  which  I  have  given  and  will  give  him,  to 
keep  the  family  together,  I  think,  by  my  guess, 
I  shall  have  rather  better  than  two  hundred 
pounds,  and  instead  of  seeking,  what  is  almost 
impossible  at  present  to  find,  a  farm  that  I  can 
certainly  live  by,  with  so  small  a  stock,  I  shall 
lodge  this  sum  in  a  banking-house,  a  sacred  de- 
posit, expecting  only  the  calls  of  uncommon 
distress  or  necessitous  old  age. 

These,  my  lord,  are  my  riews;  I  have  resolved 
from  the  maturest  deliberation;  and  now  I  am 
filed,  I  shall  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  carry 
my  resolve  into  execution.  Your  lordship's  pa- 
tronage is  the  strength  of  my  hopes;  nor  have 
I  yet  applied  to  anybody  else.  Indeed  my 
heart  sinks  within  me  at  the  idea  of  applying 
to  any  other  of  the  great  who  have  honom 
me  with  their  countenance.  1  am  ill  qualified 
to  dog  the  heels  of  greatness  with  the  impert 
nence  of  solicitation,  and  tremble  nearly  a 
much  at  the  thought  of  the  cold  promise  a 
the  cold  denial;  but  to  your  lordship  I  have 
not  only  the  honour,  the  comfort,  but  the  plea 
sure  of  being 

Your  lordship's  much  obliged 

And  deeply  indebted  humble  servant, 


ixxxvn. 
TO  JAMES   DALRYMPLE,   ES 


BS  Dalrympio,  Esq.,  of  Oral 


a  SiH, 


Edinburgh,  1787. 


I  SUPPOSE  the  devil  is  so  elated  with  his  suc- 
cess with  you  that  he  is  determined  by  a  coup 
de  main  to  complete  his  purposes  on  you  all  at 
once,  in  making  you  a  poet.  I  hroke  open  the 
letf«r  you  sent  me ;  hummed  over  the  rhymes ; 
and,  as  I  saw  they  were  estempore,  said  to  my- 
self, they  were  very  well ;  but  when  I  saw  at 
the  bottom  a  name  that  I  shall  ever  value  with 
grateful  respect,  "I  gapit  wide,  but  naething 
spak."    I  was  nearly  as  much  struck  as  the 
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G-ENERAL    OORKESrONDENCE 


friends  of  Tol),  of  affliction-bearing  memory, 
when  they  sat  down  with  him  seven  daj's  and 
seven  nights,  and  spake  not  a  word. 

I  ani  naturally  of  a  superstitious  east,  and 
as  soon  as  my  wontler-scared  imagination  re- 
gained its  cousoiousQess,  and  resumed  its  func- 
tions, I  east  about  what  this  mania  of  yours 
might  portend.  My  foreboding  ideas  had  the 
wide  Etreteh  of  possibility ;  and  several  events, 
great  in  their  magnitude,  and  important  intbeir 
OOQsequenoes,  ooourretJ  to  my  fanuy.  The 
downfall  of  the  conclave,  or  the  ornahmg  of  the 
Cork  rumps;  a  dueal  coronet  to  Lord  George 
Gordon  and  the  Protestant  interest;  or  8t. 
Peter's  keys  to  *****  *. 

You  want  to  know  how  I  come  on.     I  am  just 
insfo/u  guo,  or,  nottoiusultagcntl  m         'th 
Latin,  in  "  auld  use   and  wont.' 
Earl  of  Glenoairn  took  me  by  the 
and  interested  himself  in  ray  con 
goodness   like   that  benevolent   B 
image  he  so  richly  bears.     He 
proof  of  the  imniortaiity  of  the  a 
tiiat  philosophy  ever  produced, 
bis  oan  never  die.     Let  the  wor 
H.  L.,  or  the  reverend  Mass  J.  M  th 

primitive  nothing.  At  best,  the 
digested  lamps   of   chaos,   only  m 

strongly  tinged  witli  bituminous 
sulphureous  effluvia.  But  my 
eternal  as  the  heroic  swell  of  mag 
the  generous  throb  of  benevolen 
on  with  princely  eye  Bt"th6wa  m 

the  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  crush  oi  worlds. 
K.  B. 


LXXXVIII. 
TO   CHARLES   HAY.ES 


the  wailings  of  the  rhyming  tribe  over  the  ashes 
of  the  great  are  cursedly  suspicious,  and  out  of 
all  character  for  sincerity.  These  ideaa  damped 
my  muse's  fire ;  however,  I  have  done  the  best 
I  could,  and,  at  all  events,  ii  gives  me  an  oppor- 
tunity of  declaring  that  I  have  the  honour  to 
iir,  your  obliged  humble  servant, 

E.  B. 


IX  XXIX. 

TO   MISS   M- 


jwaoolytoone.] 
Satfrday  Noon,  No.  2,  St.  Jame^a  Square, 


Lord  Newton.] 
Sia, 
The  enclosedpoemwas  written  in  conseqnence 
of  your  suggestion,  last  time  I  had  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  you.  It  coat  me  an  hour  or  two  of 
nest  morning's  sleep,  but  did  not  please  me  ;  so 
it  lay  by,  an  ill-digested  effort,  till  the  other 
day  that  I  gave  it  a  critic  brush.  Tliese  kind 
uf  subjects  are  much  hackneyed  ;  and,  besides. 


NetP  7 


^urgh. 


Hebb  have  I  sat,  my  dear  Madam,  in  the 
ny  altitude  of  perpIcKed  study  for  fifteen  ves- 
ous  minutes,  my  head  askew,  bending  over 
e  intended  card ;  my  filled  eye  insensible  to 
e  very  light  of  day  poured  aroimd ;  my  pendu- 
us  goose-feather,  loaded  with  ink,  hanging 
er  the  future  letter,  all  for  the  important  pur- 
se of  writing  a  complimentary  card  to  accon 
any  your  trinket. 

Compliment  is  such  a  miserable  Greenland  c; 
ession,  lies  at  such  a  chilly  polar  distance 
om  the  torrid  zone  of  my  constitution,  tliat  I 
nnot,  for  the  very  soul  of  me,  use  it  to  any 
erson  for  whom  I  have  the  twentieth  part  of 
lie  esteem  every  one  must  have  for  you  who 
knows  you. 

s  I  leave  town  in  three  or  four  days,  I  ci 
myself  the  pleasure  of  calling  on  you  only 
a   minute.     Tuesday   evening,   some   ti 
about  seven  or  aft«r,  I  shall  wait  on  you  for 


your 


!well  ci 


The  hinge  of  your  bos  I  pnt  into  the  hands 
of  the  proper  connoisseur.  The  broken  glass, 
likewise,  went  under  review;  but  deliberative 
wisdom  thought  it  would  too  much  endanger  the 
whole  fabric. 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

■With  all  sincerity  of  enthusiasm. 
Your  very  obedient  servant. 
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OF    ItOBERT    BURNS. 


TO   MISS   CHALMERS. 


1  BPger  -v 


m] 


Edinburgh,  Nov.  21,  1787 
s  fault  to  the  kindly  wel 
t  which  1  owo  to  your  and 
Charlotte's  goodness, — it  contains  too  mnch 
ise,  sentiment,  and  good-epeiling.  It  19  im 
isible  that  even  you  two,  whom  I  declare  to 
my  God  I  will  give  credit  for  any  degree  of  ei- 
ice  the  sei  aro  capahle  of  attaining,  it  is 
(sible  you  can  go  on  to  correspond  at  that 
so  like  those  who,  Shenstone  says,  retire 
because  they  malie  a  good  speech,  I  shall,  after 
■  lettevs,  hear  no  more  of  you.  I  insist 
you  Bhall  write  whatever  comes  first;  what 
^ee,  what  you  read,  what  you  hear,  what 
you  admire,  what  you  dislike,  trifles,  bagatelles, 
;  or  to  fill  up  a  corner,  e'en  put  down 
atfull  length.  Nownone  of  your  polite 
)ut  flattery ;  I  leave  that  to  your  lovers, 
r  shall  have  any ;  though,  thank 
e  found  at  last  two  girls  who  can 
be  lusuriantly  happy  in  their  own  minds  and 
e  another,  without  that  commonly  neces- 
sary appendage  t<i  female  bliss — a  loveb. 

Charlotte  and  you  are  just  two  favourite  rest- 
ing-places for  my  soul  in  her  wanderings  through 
the  weary,  thorny  wilderness  of  this  world. 
Qod  knows  I  am  ill-fitted  for  the  struggle ;  I 
glory  in  being  a  Poet,  and  I  want  to  be  tliougbt 
— I  would  fondly  be  generous,  and 
I  wish  to  be  rich.  After  all,  I  am  afraid  X  am 
a  lost  subject.  "Some  folk  hae  a  hantle  o' 
fauts,  an'  I'm  hut  a  ne'er-do-weel." 

Aftemooii  ^-Ta  close  the  melancholy  reSeo- 
tions  at  the  end  of  last  sheet,  I  shall  just  add 
a  piece  of  devotion  commonly  known  in  Carrick 
by  the  title  of  fie  "  Wabster's  grace :" — 


TO   MISS   CHALMERS. 


EdiHburgh,  Dec.  12,  1787. 

I  AM  here  under  the  care  of  a.  surgeon,  with 
a  bruised  limb  extended  on  a  cushion  ;  and  the 
tints  of  my  mind  vying  with  the  livid  horror 
preceding  a  midnight  thunder-storm.  A  drunk- 
en etachman  was  the  cause  of  the  first,  and 
incomparably  the  lightest  evil ;  misfortune,  bo- 
dily ton  titution,  hell,  and  myself  have  formed 
a  "  quadruple  alliance"  to  guaranty  the  other. 
I  got  jaj  fall  on  Saturday,  and  am  getting 
slowly  better 

I  have  taken  tootli  and  nail  to  the  Bible,  and 
am  got  through  the  five  books  of  Moses,  and 
half  way  in  Joshua.  It  is  really  a,  glorious 
book.  I  sent  for  my  bookbinder  to-day,  and 
ordered  him  to  get  me  an  octavo  Bible  in  sheets, 
the  best  paper  and  print  in  town;  and  bind  it 
with  all  the  elegance  of  his  craft. 

I  would  give  my  best  song  to  my  worst  enemy, 
I  mean  the  merit  of  making  it,  to  have  you  and 
Charlotte  by  me.  You  are  angelie  creatures, 
and  would  pour  oil  and  wine  into  my  wounded 

I  enclose  you  a  proof  copy  of  the  "  Banks  of 
the  Devon,"  which  present  with  my  best  wishes 
to  Charlotte.  The  "  Ochel-hills"  you  shall  pro- 
bably have  nest  week  for  yourself.  None  of 
your  fine  speeches  !  R.  B. 


HISS   CHALMERS. 


rd  ieSny 


s  Belig 


of 


EdinbKTgh,  Dec.  19,  1787. 
I  BEOIN  this  letter  in  answer  to  yours  of  tho 
17(Ii  ourrent,  which  is  not  yet  cold  since  I  read 
it.  The  atmosphere  of  my  soul  is  vastly  clearer 
than  when  I  wrote  you  last.  For  the  first  time, 
yesterday  I  crossed  the  room  on  crutebes.  It 
would  do  your  heart  good  to  soe  my  hardship, 
not  on  my  poetic,  hut  on  my  oaken  stilts ; 
throwing  my  best  leg  with  an  air  !  and  with  as 
much  hilarity  in  my  gait  and  countenance,  as  a 
May  frog  leaping  across  the  newly  harrowed 
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ridge,  enjoying  the  fragraiio*  of  the  refreshed 
earth,  after  the  long-eipeo ted  shower! 

I  can't  say  I  am  altogether  at  my  ease  when 
I  Bee  anywhere  in  tny  path  that  meagre,  squalid, 
fanime  faced  spectre.  Poverty;  attended  as  he 
always  is,  by  iron-fisted  oppression,  and  leering 
contempt,  but  I  hare  Btnrdily  withstood  his 
buffetmgg  many  a  hard-laboured  day  already, 
and  still  my  motto  is — I  DAas  I  My  worst  eoemy 
IS  mot  laeme.  I  lie  so  miserably  open  to  the  in- 
roads and  incursions  of  a  miachievous,  light- 
armed,  well-mounted  banditti,  under  the  ban- 
ners of  imagination,  whim,  oapricc,  and  passion; 
and  tte  heavy-armeii  retevan  regulars  of  wis- 
dom, prudence,  and  forethought  moTe  so  very, 
very  slow,  tiat  I  am  almost  in  a  state  of  per- 
petual warfare,  and,  alas!  frequent  defeat. 
There  are  just  two  creatures  I  would  envy,  a 
■sing  the  forests  of 


Asia 


n  oyster 


of  Europe. 

;oyment,  the  other  has  i 


ne  of  the  desert  shot 
not  a  wish  witJiout  ej 
either  wish  nor  fear. 


TO   SIR  JOHN  WHrTEPOORD. 


Sib, 


Edinburgh,  December,  1787. 


Mk.  Maceeniib,  in  MaucMine,  my  very  warm 
and  worthy  friend,  has  informed  me  how  much 
you  are  pleased  to  interest  yourself  in  my  fate 
as  ft  man,  and  (what  to  me  is  incomparably 
dearer)  my  fame  as  a  poet.  I  haue.  Sir,  in  one 
or  two  instances,  been  patronised  by  those  of 
your  eharaeter  in  life,  when  I  was  introduced  to 
their  notice  by  ******  friends  to  them,  and  ho- 
noured acquaintances  to  me !  but  you  are  the 
first  gentleman  in  the  country  whose  benevo- 
lence and  goodness  of  heart  has  interested  him- 
self for  me,  unsolicited  and  unknown.  I  am 
not  master  enough  of  the  etiquettj  of  these  mat- 
ters to  know,  Dor  did  I  stay  to  inquire,  whe- 
ther formal  duty  hnde  jr  cold  propriety  dianJ 
lowed,  mj  thanking  ytu  in  thi^  manner  as  I 
am  oonYineed  frcm  the  light  in  which  you 
tiniJly  view  me  tliat  you  will  do  me  the  jus 
tice  to  believe  this  letter  is  not 
of  the  needy,   sharping  author    fastening 


those  in  upper  life,  who  honour  him  with  a 
little  notice  of  him  or  his  works.  Indeed,  the 
situation  of  poets  is  generally  such,  to  a  pro- 
verb, as  may,  in  some  measure,  palliate  that 
prostitution  of  heart  and  talents,  they  have  at 
times  heen  guilty  of  I  do  not  think  prodigality 
is,  by  any  means,  a  necessary  ooncomitjint  of 
a  poetic  turn,  but  I  believe  a  careless  indolent 
attention  to  economy,  is  almost  inseparable 
from  it;  then  there  must  be  in  the  heart  of 
every  bard  of  Nature's  making,  a  certain  mo- 
dest sensibility,  mised  with  a  kind  of  pride, 
that  will  ever  keep  him  out  of  tlic  waj  of  those 
windfalls  of  fortune  which  frequently  light  on 
hardy  impudence  and  foot-licking  servility.  It 
is  not  easy  fo  imagine  a  more  helpless  state  lian 
his  whose  poetic  fancy  unfits  him  for  the  world, 
and  whose  character  as  a  scholar  gives  him  some 
pretensions  to  the  polilease  of  life — yet  is  as  poor 

For  my  part,  I  thank  Heaven  my   star  has    I 
been  kinder  ;  learning  never  elevated  my  ideas 
above  the  peasant's  shed,  and  I  have  an  inde- 
pendent fortune  at  the  plough-tail. 

I  was  surprised  to  hear  that  any  one  who  pre- 
tended in  the  least  to  the  manners  of  the  gentle- 
man, should  be  so  foolish,  or  worse,  as  to  stoop 
to  traduce  the  morals  of  such  a  one  as  I  am, 
and  so  inhumanly  cruel,  too,  as  to  meddle  wili 
that  late  most  unfortunate,  unhappy  part  of  my 
story.  Witi  a  tear  of  gratitude,  I  thank  you. 
Sir,  for  the  warmth  with  which  you  interposed 
in  behalf  of  my  conduct.  I  am,  I  acknowledge, 
too  frequently  the  sport  of  whim,  caprice,  and 
passion,  but  reverence  to  God,  and  integrity  to 
my  fellow-creatures,  I  hope  I  shall  ever  pro- 
serve.  I  have  no  return,  Sir,  to  make  you  for 
your  goodness  but  one— a  return  which,  I 
persuaded,  will  not  be  unacceptable— the  honest, 
warm  wishes  of  a  grateful  heart  for  your  hap- 
piness, and  every  one  of  that  lovely  flock,  who 
stand  to  you  in  a  filial  relation.  If  ever 
lumny  aim  the  poisoned  shaft  at  them,  may 
friendship  be  by  to  ward  the  blow ! 


XCIV. 
TO   MISS   WILLIAMS, 

ON    BBADINO    HUE   POEM    OF    XHB    SLAVE-TRADE. 

[The  name  ood  merits  of  Mies  Willjama  ate  widely 
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KNOW  very  little    f 
all  I  can  pretend  to 
merely  to  note,  aa  I  re  d 


«h 


eing  u 


IV  here  the  eipi 
fanlty. 

The  poem  opens  finely.  There  are  none  of 
these  idle  prefatory  lines  which  one  may  skip 
r  tefore  one  comes  to  the  snbjeot.  Verses 
9th  and  10th  in  partieular, 

Leaves  a  drear  wiirW  of  waters  rouiia," 
e  tmly  beautiful.     The  simile  of  the  hurri- 
ae  ia  likewise  fine  ;  and,  iadeed,  beautiful  aa 
i  poem  is,  almost  all  the  similes  rise  decidedly 
above  it.     From  Terse  3lEt  to  verse  50tli  ia  a 
pretty  eulogy  on  Britain.    Verse  36th,  "That 
foul  drama  deep  Vfith  m-ong,"  is  nobly  espres- 
!.     Verse  4eth,  I  am  afraid,  is  rather  un- 
worthy of  the  rest ;  "  to  dare  to  feel"  is  an  idea 
that  I  do  not  altogether  like.    The  contrast  of 
ralour  and  mercy,  from  the  36th  versa  to  the 
60th,  is  admirable. 

Either  my  apprehension  is  dull,  or  there  is 
something  a  little  confused  in  the  apostrophe  to 
Mr.  ritt.  Verse  56tli  is  the  antecedent  to  versaa 
57th  and  58th,  but  in  verse  58th  the  connesion 
ms  nngrammatical : — 


.ainly  elegant.     The 


Wllh  no  gradations  inark'd  their  flifiht, 
But  rose  at  once  to  glory's  liciglil." 
Ris'n  should  be  the  word  instead  of  rose.  Try 
it  in  prose.  Powers,— their  flight  marked  by 
no  gradations,  but  [the  same  powers]  risen  at 
once  to  the  height  of  glory.  Likewise,  verse 
53d,  "For  this,"  is  evidently  meant  to  lead  on 
the  sense  of  the  verses  59th,  60ti,  61st,  and 
62d :  but  let  us  try  how  the  thread  of  connei- 


Sball  virtue's  litis  record  and  claim 
The  rairesl  honours  of  Ihy  name." 
I  beg  pardon  if  I  raig apprehended  the  matter 
but  this  appears  to  me  the  only  imperfect  pas 
sage  in  the  poem.    The  eompariaon  of  the  snn 
beam  is  fine. 
The  compliment  to  the  Duke  of  Itichmond  is 


Sends  ftnm  her  unsullied  source, 
The  gems  of  thought  Iheir  purest  force," 
eioeeding  beautiful.     The  idea,  from 

81st  to  the  85th,  that  the  "  blest  decree"  i 

the  beams  of  morning  uahering  in  the  gh 

day  of  liberty,  ought  no 

unapp  and  F     m 


fiba 


f    h 


ngh 


PP 


'N 


e  108th, 
h  unfeeling 
he  n  hand, 
a  he  otter. 
I  nded  thus : 
We  are  said 


top      ab  un       u  w   9  Kama  e    V         100th 
is  esquisitely  beautiful : — 

"They,  whom  wusled  bloBsii^a  lire." 
Verse  110th  is  I  doubt  a  clashing  of  metaphors  ; 
"to  load  a  span"  is,  I  am  afraid,  an  unwarrant- 
able expression.  In  verse  114th,  "Cast  the 
universe  in  shade,"  is  a  fine  idea.  Prom  the 
115th  verse  to  the  142d  is  a  atrikiug  description 
of  the  wrongs  of  the  poor  African.  Verse 
120th,  "  The  load  of  unremitted  pain,"  is  a  re- 
markable, strong  eipreseion.  The  addresa  to  the 
advocates  for  abolialiing  the  slave-trade,  from 
verse  Ii3d  to  verse  208tb,  is  animated  with 
tie  true  life  of  geniua.     The  picture  of  oppres- 

"  While  she  Jinks  her  impiouB  chain, 


3  nobly  e: 
What   1 


outed. 

ender  idea  ia  in  verae  I08th !    Ii 

,  that  whole  description   of  home  may  v: 

with  Thomson's  desoriplion  of  home,  somi 
where  in  the  beginning  of  his  Antum 


ot  remember 


1   of   misery  than  is    contained    in    these 


>' Condemned,  sevei 


The  eompariaon  of  our  distant  joys  to  distant 
objects  is  equally  original  and  striking. 

The  character  and  manners  of  the  dealer  in 
the  infernal  traffic  is  a  well  done  though  a  hor- 
rid picttire.  I  am  not  sure  how  far  introduc- 
ing the  sailor  was  right ;  for  though  the  sailor's 
common  characteriatio  is  generosity,  yet,  in 
this  case,  he  is  certainly  not  only  an  uncon- 
cerned witnesa,  but,  in  some  degree,  aa  efficient 
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agent  in  the  business,  Verse  224th  is  a  ner- 
vous ....  espreesive — "The  heart  oocTulEiTe 
anguish  tireaks."  The  description  of  the  cap- 
tiTe  wretch  when  he  nrrives  in  the  West  Indies, 
is  carried  on  with  equal  spirit.  The  thought 
that  the  oppressor's  sorrow  on  seeing  the  slave 
pine,  is  like  tlie  butcher's  regret  when  Lis 
destined  lamb  dies  a  natural  death,  is  exceed- 
ingly fine. 

I  am.  got  so  much  into  the  cant  of  criticism, 
that  I  begin  to  be  afraid  lest  I  have  nothing  ei- 
cept  the  cant  of  it ;  and  instead  of  elucidating 
my  author,  am  only  benighting  myself.  For 
this  reason,  I  will  not  pretend  to  go  through  the 
whole  poem.  Some  few  remaining  beautiful 
lines,  however,  I  cannot  pass  over.  Verse  280th 
ia  the  strongest  description  of  selfishness  1 1 
saw.  The  comparison  of  verses  285th  and 
286tii  is  new  and  fine;  and  the  line,  "Tour 
arms  to  penury  yon  lend,"  is  excellent.  In 
verse  SlTth,  "like"  shonld  certainly  be  " 


"  for  ii 


hardened  ht 


Dsrts  oil  thB  goal  with  rapid  fnree, 
Ncr  beeds  that  min  loatkB  its  course." 

If  you  insert  the  word  "like"  where  I  have 
placed  "as,"  you  must  alter  "darla"  to  "dart- 
ing," and  "heeds"  to  "heeding"  in  order  to 
make  it  grammar.  A  tempest  is  a  favourite 
subject  with  the  poets,  but  I  do  not  remember 
anything  even  in  Thomson's  Winter  superior  to 
your  verses  from  the  S47th  to  tie  SSlst.  In- 
deed, the  last  simile,  beginning  with  "Fancy 
may  dress,"  &e.,  and  ending  with  the  S50th 
verse,  is,  in  my  opinion,  the  most  beautiful  pas- 
sage in  the  poem ;  it  would  do  honour  to  the 
greatest  names  that  ever  graced  onr  profession. 

I  will  not  beg  your  pardon,  IMadam,  for  these 


a  tells  n 


,  that  ft 


once  in  my  life  I  have  acted  up  to  the  duties  of 
a  Christian,  in  doing  as  I  would  he  done  by. 


TO   MR.   RICHARD   BROWH, 


Myd 


Edinhargh,  ZOlk  Dec.  1787. 


I  nivE  met  with  few  things  in  life  which 
have  given  me  more  pleasure  than  Fortune's 
kindness  to  you  since  those  days  in  which  we 
met  in  the  vale  of  misery;  as  I  can  honestly 
Bay,  that  I  never  knew  a  man  who  more  truly 
deserved  it,  or  to  whom  my  heart  more  truly 
wished  it.  I  have  been  much  indebted  since 
that  time  to  your  story  and  sentiments  for  steel- 
ing my  mind  against  evils,  of  which  I  have  had 
a  pretty  decent  share.  My  will-o'wisp  fata 
you  know :  do  you  raeoUect  a  Sunday  we  spent 
together  in  Eglinton  woods  1  You  told  me,  on 
my  repeating  some  verses  to  you,  that  you  won- 
dered I  could  resist  the  temptation  of  sending 
verses  of  such  merit  to  a  magazine.  It  was 
from  this  remark  I  derived  that  idea  of  my  own 
pieces,  which  encouraged  me  to  endeavour  at 
the  character  of  a  poet.  I  am  happy  to  hear 
that  you  will  be  two  or  three  months  at  home. 
As  soon  as  a  bruised  limb  will  permit  me,  I 
shall  return  to  Ayrshire,  and  we  shall  meet; 
"and  faith,  I  hope  we'll  not  sit  dumb,  nor  yet 
caat  out !" 

I  have  much  to  tell  you  "  of  men,  their  man- 
ners, and  their  ways,"  perhaps  a  little  of  the 
other  sex.      Apropos,  I  beg  to  be  remembered 
to  Mrs,  Brown.      There  I  donbt  not,  my  dear    ■ 
friend,  but  you  have  found  BubstantialhappinesH.    j 
I  espect  to  find  you  something  of  an  altered  but    ] 
not  a  difi'erent  man ;   the  wild,  bold,  generous    ; 
young  fellow  composed  into  the  steady  afi'cction-     i 
ate  husband,  and  the  fond  careful  parent.    For    [ 
me,  I  am  just  the  same  will-o'-wisp  being  I  useo    I 
to  be.    About  the  first  and  fourth  quarters  of  the    j 
moon,  I  generally  set  in  for  the  trade  wind  of     I 
wisdom;   but  about  the  full  and  change,  I  am    I 
the  luckless  victim   of  mad   tornndoes,  which     ! 
blow  me  into  chaos.    Almighty  love  still  reigns    1 
and  revels  in  my  bosom  ;  and  I  am  at  this  mo-     1 
ment  ready  to  hang  myself  for  a  young  Edin- 
burgh widow,  who  has  wit  and  wisdom  men 
murderously  fatal  than  the  assassinating  stiletto 
of  the  Sicilian  banditti,  or  the  poisoned  arrow  of 
the  savage  African.   My  highland  dirk,  thatused 
to  hang  beside  my  crutches,  I  have  gravely  re- 
moved into  a  neighbouring  closet,  the  key  of 
which   I  cannot   command  in  case  of  spring, 
tide  paroxysms.     You  may  guesa  of  her  wit  hj 
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the  following  verses,  which   she   sent  me  t! 
other  day;— 


XCVI. 

TO   GAVIN   HAMILTON, 

[The  Hamillons  of  tJie  West  cnntinnB  to  Ic 
memory  nfBurna:  tne  old  arm-thatr  in  which  tl 
■St,  when  he  visited  NansB  TinnockE,  was  lati 


lEdinburgh,  Dec.  1787.] 
My  dear  S™, 
It  is  indeeil  with  the  highest  pleasure  that 
I  congratulate  you  on  the  return  of  days  of  ease 
anti  nights  of  pleasure,  after  tlie  horrid  hours 
of  misery  in  which  I  saw  you  suffering  existence 
en  last  in  Ayrshire;  I  seldom  pray  for  any 
body,  "I'm  baith  dead-sweer  and  wretched  ill 
o't ;"  but  most  fervently  do  I  beseech  the  Power 
that  directs  the  world,  that  you  may  live  long 
and  be  happy,  but  live  no  longer  thnu  yon  are 
happy.  It  is  needless  for  me  to  advise  yon  to 
have  a  reverend  care  of  your  health,  I  know 
you  will  make  it  a  point  never  at  one  time  to 
drink  more  than  a  pint  of  wine  (I  mean  an 
English  pint),  and  that  you  will  never  be  wit- 
ness to  more  than  one  bowl  of  punch  at  a  time, 
and  that  cold  drams  yon  will  never  more  taste  ; 
and,  above  all  things,  I  am  convinced,  that  after 
drinking  perhaps  boiling  punch,  you  will  never 
mount  your  horse  and  gallop  home  in  a  chill 
late  hour.  Above  all  things,  as  I  understand 
you  are  in  habits  of  intimacy  with  that  Boaner- 
ges of  gospel  powers.  Father  Auld,  be  earnest 
with  him  that  he  will  wrestle  in  prayer  for  you. 


your  well-being,  I  earnestly  press  on  you  to  be 
diligent  in  chanting  over  the  two  enclosed  pieces 
of  sacred  poesy.  My  best  oomplimenta  to  Mrs. 
Hamilton  and  Miss  Kennedy. 

Yours  in  the  h — d. 


Myd 


bMai 


inbargh,  Dee.  1787. 

have  rea4  yours.  The  poetic 
compliments  I  pay  cannot  be  misunderstood. 
They  are  neither  of  them  so  particular  as  to 
point  you  out  to  the  world  at  large  ;  and  the 
circle  of  your  acquaintances  will  allow  all  I  have 
implimented  yon  chiefly^ 


almost  solely,  o 


mental  ohar 


Shall  I 


he  plain  with  you  ?  I  will ;  s 
sonal  attractions.  Madam,  you  have  much  above 
par  ;  wit,  understanding,  and  worth,  you  pos- 
sess in  the  first  class.  This  is  a  cursed  flat  way 
of  telling  you  these  truths,  but  let  me  heai'  no 
more  of  your  sheepish  timidity.  I  know  the 
world  a  little.  I  know  what  they  will  say  of 
my  poems  ;  by  second  sight  I  suppose  ;  for  I 
am  seldom  out  in  my  conjectures ;  and  you  may 
believe  me,  my  dear  Madam,  I  would  not  run 
any  risk  of  hurting  you  by  any  ill-judged  com- 
pliment. I  wish  to  show  to  the  world,  the  odds 
between  8  poet's  friends  and  those  of  simple 
prosemen.  More  for  your  information,  both  the 
pieces  go  in.     One  of  them,  "Where  braving 

Your  thoughl  if  love  mnat  harbour  there. 
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angry  winter's  storma,"  is  already  set — the  tune 
is  Neil  Cow's  Lamentation  for  Abercarny ;  tte 
!r  is  to  be  set  to  an  old  Highland  air  in  Da^ 
Dow"a  collection  of  ancient  Scots  muaio ; 
nnniB  is  "  Ba  a  ChaUlkh  air  mo  Dheitk."  My 
treachecons  memory  has  forgot  every  circum- 
tanee  about  Les  Jncas,  only  I  think  you  men- 
loned  tbem  bh  being  in  Creech's  possesaioo.  I 
shall  ask  him  about  it.  I  am  afraid  the  song 
"Somebody"  will  come  too  late^aa  I  shall, 
certain,  leave  tonn  in  a  week  for  Ayrshire, 
and  from  that  to  Dumfries,  hut  there  my  hopes 
slender.  I  leave  my  diveotion  in  town,  so 
anything,  whereyer  I  am,  will  reach  me. 

he  take  it   amisa.     On  tie  contrary,  like  a 
pt  spaniel,  he  talks  of  being  with  you  in  the 

Christmas  days.     Mr.  ■ has  given  him    h 

itation,  and  he  is  determined  to  accept 
0  selfiahoeBS  1   he  owns,  in  hia  sober  mom 
that  from  his  own  volatility  of  inclination     h 
circumstances  in  which  be  is  situated,  and  b 
knowledge   of   Lis   father's   disposition;  — 
whole  affair  is  chimerical — yet  he  tcill  gr      y 
an  idle  penchant  at  the  enormous,  cruel  eipense, 
of  perhaps  ruining  the  peace  of  the  very  woman 
for  whom  he  professes  the  generous  passion  of 
love  !     He  is  a  gentleman  in  hia  mind  and  man- 
ners— tant  pis!     He  ia  a  volatile  scliool-boy — 
the  heir  of  a  man's  fortune  who  well  knows  the 
value  of  two  times  two ! 

Perdition  aeiie  them  and  their  fortunes,  be- 
fore they  should  make  the  amiable,  the  lovely 

,  the  derided  object  of  their  puree-proud 

contempt: 

I  am  doubly  happy  to  hear  of  Mrs. 'a 

very,  because  I  really  thought  all  was  over 
ber.     There  are  days  of  pleasure  yet  a,wi 


This  day  will  decide  my  affairs  with  Creech, 
rhinga  are,  like  myself,  not  what  they  ought  to 
)e  ;  yet  better  than  what  they  appear  to  be. 


TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


in  VoB  I 


butgh.] 


Farewell !  remember  m 


Edinhwgli,  Jamiart/  21,  1788. 

A  FTRa  sis  weeks'  confinement,  I  am  beginning 
to  walk  across  the  room.  They  have  been  six 
horrible  weeks;  anguish  and  low  spirits  made 
me  unfit  to  read,  write,  or  think. 

I  have  a  hundred  times  wished  that  one  could 
resign  life  as  an  ofEcer  resigna  a  commission: 
for  I  would  not  take  in  any  poor,  ignorant  wretch, 
by  Belling  out.  Lately  I  was  a  sixpenny  private; 
and,  God  knows,  a  miserable  soldier  enough ; 
now  I  march  to  the  campaign,  a  starving  cadet : 

li       m       conspicuously  vrretched. 

led  of  all  thia ;  for  though  I  do 

for  the  warfare  of  life,  I  could 

w   b     k       me  other  soldiers,  to  have  as  much 

ti    d        cunning  as  to  dissemble  or  conceal 

mj     w    dice. 

A  si  can  bear  the  journey,  which  will 

be,  I  suppose,  about  the  middle  of  nest  week,  I 
leave  Edinburgh :  and  soon  after  I  shall  pay 
my  grateful  duty  at  Dnnlop-House. 


I     m 


TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


[ThB  lovily  n 


:reil,  lisd  bi 


liquely  V. 


i  guilty 
offolly,!ralnotofineligion.] 

Edinburgh,  FilTuarg  12, 1788. 
Some  things  in  your  late  letters  hurt  me  ;  no 
that  yau  say  them,  but  that  you  jnisiake  me.  Re 
ligioa,  my  honoured  Madam,  has  not  only  been 
all  my  life  my  chief  dependence,  hut  my  deareat 
enjoyment,  I  have,  indeed,  been  the  lucHesa 
victim  of  wayward  follies  ;  but,  alas  1  I  have 
ever  been  "more  fool  than  knave."  A  mathe- 
matician without  religion  is  a  probable  tharac- 
ter  ;  an  irreligious  poet  ia  a  monster. 


TO   THE   REV.   JOHN   SKINNER, 
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St.] 

I,  lilh  February,  1788. 

ReTEKESD    and    DEA.K    SlK, 

I  HAVE  been  a  cripple  now  near  three  months, 
though  I  am  getting  vastly  better,  and  have 
been  very  much  hurried  heside,  or  else  I  would 
aust  heg  jonr  par- 
don for  the  epistle  you  sent  me  appearing  in  the 
Msgaiine.  I  had  ^ven  a  copy  or  two  to  Eome 
of  my  intimate  friends,  but  did  not  know  of  the 
printing  of  it  till  the  publication  of  the  Maga- 

HoweTOr,  SB  it  d        g      t  h      ur  to 
both,  jou  will  forgiT     t 

le  second  volume    f  th         g   I  in  1 

)u  in  my  last  isphlihd        dy      I         d 

a  copy  which  lb      y     w  11         pt 
c  of  the  Tenerat        I  h        1    g  h  d       d 
shall  ever  have,  for  j         1         t  d    f    h 

claim  I  make  to  your        b       d      q        t 
Your  songs  appear        th    th   d      1  m     with 
your  name  in  the  in d  I        ur   y       "> 

ive  heard  your  "  Tullochgorum,"  particu- 
r  among  our  west-country  folks,  given  to 
many  different  names,  and  most  commonly  to 
the  immortal  author  of  "  The  Minstrel,"  who, 
indeed,  never  wrote  anything  superior  to  "Gle's 
a  sang,  Montgomery  cried."  Tour  brother  has 
promiaecl  me  your  verses  to  tlie  Marquis  of 
Huntley's  reel,  wliieh  certainly  deserve  a  place 
k  the  collection.  My  kind  host,  Mr.  Cruik- 
shaak,  of  the  High-school  here,  and  said  to  be 
one  of  the  best  Latins  in  this  age,  begs  me  to 
make  you  his  grateful  acknowledgments  for  the 
entertainment  he  has  got  in  a  Latin  publica- 
tion of  yours,  that  I  borrowed  for  him  from 
your  acquaintance  and  much  respected  friend 
in  this  place,  tho  Reverend  Dr.  Webster.  Mr. 
Cmikahank  maintains  tiiat  you  write  the  best 
Latin  since  Buchanan.  I  leave  Edinbui^h  to- 
raorrow,  but  shall  return  in  three  weeks.  Your 
song  you  mentioned  in  your  last,  to  the  tune  of 
"  Dumbarton  Drums,"  and  the  other,  which  yon 
Bay  was  done  by  a  brother  by  trade  of  mine,  a 
ploughman,  I  shall  thank  you  much  for  a  copy 
of  eafih.  I  am  ever,  Reverend  Sir,  with  the 
most  respectful  esteem  and  sin 


TO  RICHARD   BROWN. 


ismerU.] 


vho  anticipated  the  pobli 


Edinburgh,  February  15th,  1788. 
I  Fbiekd, 

yours  with  tie  greatest  pleasure. 
I  shall  arrive  al  Glasgow  on  Monday  evening; 
and  beg,  if  possible,  you  will  meet  me  on  Tues- 
day. I  shall  wait  you  Tuesday  all  day.  1  shall 
be  found  at  Davies',  Black  Bull  inn.  I  am  bur- 
ied, as  if  hunted  by  fifty  devils,  else  I  should 
go  to  Greenock ;  hnt  if  you  cannot  possibly  come, 
write  me,  if  possible,  to  Glasgow,  on  Monday; 
or  direct  to  me  at  Mossgiel  by  Mauchline ;  and 
name  a  day  and  place  in  Ayrshire,  within  a  fort- 
night from  this  date,  where  I  may  meet  you.  I 
only  stay  a  fortnight  in  Ayrshire,  and  return 
to  Edinburgh.      I  am  ever,  my  dearest  friend. 


CII. 

TO   MRS.    ROSE,   OP   KILRAVOCK 

[Mrs.  Roes  of  Kiiravock,  a  lady  dietJDSuiehed  by  ibe 

long  temembe  tod  by  Burns  :ahBprgciired  for  him  snalcbBa 

awe  the  pceservaUon  of  EODie  fine  airs  aa  well  an  the  in- 
Epitation  of  some  fine  lytice.] 

Udmburgh,  Februar;/  llih,  1788. 
Madau, 
YoD  are  much  indebted  to  some  indispensable 
business  I  have  had  on  my  hands,  otherwise  my 
gratitude  threatened  such  a  return  for  your 
obliging  favour  as  would  have  tired  your  pad- 
enoe.  Itbutpooriy  expresses  my  feelings  to  Bay, 
that  1  am  sensible  of  your  kindness :  it  may  be 
said  of  hearts  such  as  yours  is,  and  such,  I  hope, 
mine  is,  much  more  justly  than  Addison  applies 

There  was  something  in  my  reception  at  El- 
ravock  BO  different  from  the  cold,  ohseqaioue, 
dancing-school  bow  of  politeness,  that  it  almost 
got  into  my  head  that  fHendship  had  occupied 


by  Google 
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lier  gronnil  without  the  intermediate  march  of 
uoquaintaQoe.  I  wish  I  could  transcribe,  or 
r;.ther  transfuse  into  language,  the  glow  of  laj 
lieart  when  I  read  jour  letter.  Mj  ready  fancy, 
with  colonrs  more  mellow  than  life  itself,  painted 
the  beautdfully  wild  Boenery  of  KilrBTOek — the 
Tenerable  graudenc  of  the  castle— the  spreading 
woods — the  winding  river,  glady  leaving  his 
unsightly,  heathy  source,  and  lingering  with  ap- 
parent delight  as  he  pasaes  the  fairy  walk  at  tlio 
bottom  of  the  garden ; — jour  late  dislressful 
aniietiea— your  present  enjoyments — joar  dear 
little  angel,  the  pride  of  your  hopes; — my  aged 
friend,  ysnerahle  in  worth  and  years,  whose 
loyalty  and  other  virtues  will  strongly  entitle 
her  to  the  support  of  the  Almighty  Spirit  here, 
and  his  peculiar  favour  in  n  happier  state  of  ex- 
istence.  You  cannot  ima^ne.  Madam,  how 
much  such  feelings  delight  me ;  they  are  my 
dearest  proofs  of  my  own  immortality.  Should 
I  never  revisit  the  north,  as  probably  I  never 
will,  nor  again  see  your  hospitable  mansion, 
were  I,  some  twenty  years  hence,  to  see  your 
little  fellow's  name  mating  a  proper  figure  in  a 
newspaper  paragraph,  my  heart  would  bound 
with  pleasure. 

I  am  assisting  a  friend  in  a  collection  of  Scot- 
tish songs,  set  to  their  proper  tunes ;  every  air 
worth  preserving  is  to  be  included :  among  ollters 
I  have  given  "  Morag,"  and  some  few  Highland 
airs  which  pleased  me  most,  a  dress  which  will 
be  more  generally  known,  though  far,  far  infe- 
rior in  real  merit.  As  a  small  mark  of  my 
grateful  esteem,  I  beg  leave  to  present  you  with 
a  copy  of  the  work,  as  far  as  it  is  printed;  the 
Man  of  Feeling,  that  first  of  men,  has  pvomiaed 
to  transmit  it  by  the  first  opportunity. 

I  beg  to  be  remembered  most  respectfully  to 
my  venerable  friend,  and  to  your  little  Highland 
chieftain.  When  you  see  the  "  two  fair  spirits 
of  the  hill,"  at  Kildrummie,'  tell  them  that  I 
have  done  myself  the  honour  of  setting  myself 
down  as  one  of  their  admirers  for  at  least  twenty 
years  to  come,  consequently  they  must  look 
upon  me  as  an  acquaintance  for  the  same  period ; 
bat,  as  the  apostle  Paul  says,  "  this  I  ask  of 
grace,  not  of  debt." 

I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Madam,  &c., 
R.  B. 


TO   RICHARD   BROWN. 


Mtd 


Mossgid,  2ilh  Febntary,  178°. 
bSib, 


I  CANNOT  get  the  proper  direction  for 
friend  in  Jamaica,  but  the  following  will  do  ;— 
To  Mr.  Jo.  Hutchinson,  at  Jo.  Brownrigg's, 
Esq.,  care  of  Mr.  Benjamin  Henriquez,  mer- 
chant. Orange-street,  Kingston.  I  arrived  here, 
atmybrother's,  only  yesterday,  after  figlitingmy 
way  through  Paisley  and  Xilmarnock,  against 
those  old  powerful  foes  of  mine,  the  devil,  the 
world,  and  the  flesh — -so  terrible  in  the  fields  oi 
dissipation.  I  have  met  with  few  incidents  in 
my  life  which  gave  me  so  much  pleasure  as 
meeting  you  in  Glasgow.  There  is  a  lime  of 
life  beyond  which  we  cannot  form  a  tie  worth 
the  name  of  friendship.  "Oyouth!  enchanting 
1,  profusely  blest."     Life  is  a  fairy  see 


almost  all  that 


tiiei 


f  enjoymen 


or  pleasure  is  only  a  charming  delusion 
comes  repining  age  in  all  the  gravity  of  hoary 
wisdom,  and  wretchedly  chases  away  the  be- 
witching phantom.  When  I  think  of  life,  1 1< 
solve  to  keep  a  strict  look-out  in  fie  course  o 
economy,  for  the  sake  of  worldly  convenient 
andindependenceof  mind;  to  cultivate  intimacy 
with  a  few  of  the  companions  of  youth,  that 
they  may  be  the  friends  of  age;  n 
fuse  my  liquorish  humour  a  handful  of  the 
sweetmeats  of  life,  when  they  eome 
and,  for  futurity, — 

How  like  you  my  philosophy  ?  ( 
compliments  to  Mrs.  B,,  and  belie' 
My  dear  Sir, 


TO  MR,  WILLIAM  CRUIKSHANE. 


by  Google 
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Mr.  Wood ;  I  Iiope  lie  i: 


1  lietter  health  and 


'anchhap,  '^arA  Zd  1 


My  r 


4.FOL0aiEa  tor  nut  nritiug  aie  frequently 
like  flpiljgies  for  not  Binging — the  apology 
better  tian  the  song  I  have  fought  my  way 
erely  tlirough  the  aavnge  hospitality  of  thia 
jitry,  to  send  eiery  gULOt  dnmk  to  bed  if 
they  can. 

I  executed  your  commission  in  Glasgow,  and 
1  hope  the  ooeoa  eame  safe.  'Twaa  the  same 
price  and  tho  very  same  kind  as  your  former 
parcel,  for  the  gentleman  recollected  your  buy- 
ing there  perfectly  well. 

should  return  my  thanks  for  your  hos- 

pitality (I  leave  a  blank  for  the  epithet,  as  I 
know  none  can  do  it  justice)  to  a  poor,  wayfar- 
ing bard,  who  was  spent  and  almost  overpowered 
fighting  with  proaaic  wickednesses  in  high 
places;  but  I  am  afra,id  lest  you  should  burn 
the  letter  whenever  you  come  to  the  passage, 
I  pass  over  it  in  silenoe.  I  am  just  re- 
med  from  visiting  Mr.  Miller's  faim.  The 
friend  whom  I  told  you  I  would  take  with  me 
was  highly  pleased  with  the  farm  |  and  aa  he  is, 
without  exception,  the  most  intelligent  farmer 
in  the  country,  he  has  staggered  me  a  good 
deal.  I  have  the  two  plans  of  life  before  me  ; 
I  shall  balanee  them  to  the  best  of  my  judgmen 
amifis  on  the  most  eligible.  I  have  written 
Mr.  Miller,  and  shall  wait  on  him  when  I  < 
to  town,  which  shall  be  the  beginning  or  middle 
of  next  week ;  I  would  be  in  sooner,  but  my  nn 
laoky  knee  is  rather  worse,  and  I  fear  for  som 
time  will  scarcely  stand  tho  fatigue  of  my  Ei 
oise  instructions.  I  only  mention  these  ideas  t 
you;  and,  indeed,  except  Mr.  Ainslie,  whom  I 
intend  writing  to  to-morrow,  I  will  not  write  at 
all  to  Edinburgh  till  I  return  to  it  I  would 
send  my  compliments  to  Mr.  Nicol,  but  he  would 
be  hurt  if  ho  knew  I  wrote  to  anybody  and  not 
to  him :  so  I  shall  only  beg  my  best,  kindest, 
kindest  compliments  to  my  worthy  hostess  and 
the  sweet  little  rose-bud. 

So  soon  as  I  am  settled  in  the  routine  of  life, 
either  as  an  Excise-officer,  or  as  a  farmer,  I  pro- 
pose myself  great  pleasure  from  a  regular  eor- 
reapondenee  with  the  only  man  almost  I  ever 
!aw  who  joined  the  moat  attentive  prudence  with 
the  warmest  generosity. 
I  am  much  interested  for  that  best  of  men. 


My  dearest  friend, 
Tour  obliged,  humble  servant, 

R.  B. 


TO   ROBEET   AINSLIE,  ESQ. 


[The  eensible  s 
Fait,  ofGlenconn 


is  farm,  waB  Mr 


MaucMme,  3d  March,  1788. 
My  dear  Friend, 

I  AM  just  returned  from  Mr.  Miller's  farm. 
My  old  t^iend  whom  I  took  with  me  was  highly 
pleased  with  the  bargain,  and  advised  me  to  ac- 
cept of  it.  He  is  the  most  intelligent  sensible 
farmer  in  the  county,  and  his  advice  has  stag- 
gered me  a  good  deal.  I  have  the  two  pi 
before  me  :  I  shall  endeavour  to  balance  tl 
to  the  best  of  my  judgement,  and  fix  on 
most  eli^ble.  On  the  whole,  if  I  find  Mr.  Mil- 
ler in  the  same  favourable  disposition  as  when 
I  saw  him  last,  I  shall  in  all  probability  t 
farmer. 

I  have  been  through  sore  tribulation  and 
under  much  buffeting  of  the  wicked  one  since 
I  came  to  thia  country.  Jean  I  found  banished, 
forlorn,  destitute  and  friendless  ;  I  have  recon- 
ciled her  to  her  fate,  and  I  have  reconciled  her 
to  her  mother. 

I  shall  be  in  Edinburgh  middle  of  nest  week. 
My  farming  ideas  I  shall  keep  private  till  I  si 
I  got  a  letter  from  Clarinda  yesterday,  and  she 
tells  me  she  has  got  no  letter  of  m 
Tell  her  that  I  wrote  to  her  from  Glasgow,  from 
Kilmarnock,  from  Mauchline,  and  yesterday 
from  Cumnock  as  I  returned  from  Dumfries. 
Indeed  she  is  the  only  person  in  Edinburgh  I 
have  written  to  till  this  day.  How  are  your  so 
and  body  putting  up  ? — a  little  like  man  ai 


R.  B. 


by  Google 
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TO  RICHARD   BROWN. 


«.] 


Matichline,  1th  March,  1783. 

I DAYB  been  oat  of  the  otiuntry,iny  dear  friend, 
v.ad  have  not  had  an  opportani^  of  writiag  till 
.low,  when  I  am  afraid  you  will  be  gone  out  of 
the  country  too.  I  have  been  looking  at  farms, 
and,  after  all,  perbapa  I  may  settle  in  tlie  olia- 
racter  of  a  farmer.  I  have  got  so  vicious  a  bent 
to  Idleneas,  and  hare  ever  been  no  littlu  a  man 
of  huainess,  that  it  will  take  no  ordinary  effort 
to  bring  my  mind  properly  into  the  rontine ;  but 
you  win  say  a  "great  effort  is  worthy  of  you." 
I  say  so  myself ;  and  butter  up  my  Tanity  with 
all  the  atimuladng  compliments  I  can  think  of. 
Men  of  graye,  geometrical  minds,  the  sons  of 
"■wHcli  was  to  bo  demonstrated,"  may  cry  op 
reason  as  much  as  they  please  ;  but  I  have  al- 
ways found  an  honest  passion,  or  native  instinct, 
the  truest  auxiliary  in,  the  warfare  of  this 
world.  Reason  almost  always  comes  to  me  like 
an  unlucky  wife  to  a  poor  devil  of  a  husband, 
just  in  sufficient  time  to  add  her  reproaches  to 
his  other  grievanees. 

1  am  gratified  wilt  your  kind  inquiries  after 
Jean  ;  as,  after  all,  I  may  say  with  Othello  ; — 


Ferdili' 


odfnr 


TO   MR.   MUIR. 


ppeors  by  one  of  his  letters  to  Smith,  ht 
lome  timD  after  his  debut  in  Edinburgh.] 


Moaagiel,  1th  March,  1788. 
DgAS  Sm, 
I  HATE  partly  changed  my  ideas,  my  dear 
friend,  since  I  saw  you.  I  took  old  Glenconner 
with  me  to  Mr.  Miller's  farm,  and  he  was  so 
pleased  witli  it,  Chat  I  have  wrote  an  ofier  to 
Mr.  Miller,  which,  if  he  accepts,  I  shall  sit  down 
a  plain  fanner,  the  happiest  of  lives  when  a  man 
can  live  by  it.     In  tJiis  case  I  shall  not  stay  in 


Edinburgh  above  a  week.  I  set  out  on  Monday, 
and  would  have  come  by  Kilmarnock,  but  there 
are  several  small  sums  owing  me  for  my  fiist 
edition  about  Galston  and  Newmills,  and  I  ihall 
set  off  50  early  as  to  dispatch  my  business,  an  i 
reach  Glasgow  by  iiight.  Whtn  I  retiirn,  I 
shall  devote  a  forenoon  or  two  to  make  some 
kind  of  acknowledgment  for  all  the  kmdnesB  I 
owe  your  friendship.  Now  that  I  hope  to  settle 
■with  some  credit  and  comfort  at  home,  bhere 
waa  not  any  friendship  or  friendly  correspon- 
dence that  promised  me  more  pleasure  than 
yours  ;  I  hope  I  will  not  be  disappointed.  I 
trust  the  spring  will  renew  your  shattered  frame, 
and  make  your  friends  happy.  You  and  I  have 
often  agreed  that  life  is  no  great  blessing  on  the 
whole.     The  close  of  life,  indeed,  to  a  reasoning 


Bnt  an  honest  man  has  nothing  to  fear.  If 
we  lie  down  in  the  grave,  the  whole  man  apiece 
of  broken  machinery,  to  moulder  with  the  clods 
of  the  valley,  be  it  so  ;  at  least  there  is  an  end 
of  pain,  care,  woes,  and  wants  ;  if  that  part  of  us 
called  mind  does  survive  the  apparent  destruc- 
tion of  the  man — away  with  old-wife  prejudices 
and  tales  I  Every  age  and  every  nation  has  had 
a  different  set  of  stories  ;  and  as  the  many  are 
always  weak,  of  consequence,  they  have  often, 
perhaps  always,  been  deceived  ;  a  man  conscious 
of  having  acted  an  honest  part  among  his  fellow- 
granting  that  he  may  have 
sport  at  times  of  passions  and  instincts 
s  to  a  great  unknown  Being,  who  could 
have  no  other  end  in  giving  him  existence  but 
to  make  him  happy,  who  gave  him  those  pas- 
sions and  instincts,  and  well  knows  their  force. 

These,  my  worthy  friend,  are  my  ideas  ;  and 
I  know  they  are  not  far  different  from  yours. 
It  becomes  a  man  of  sense  to  think  for  himself, 
particularly  in  a  case  where  all  men  are  equally 
interested,  and  where,  indeed,  all  men  are  equally 
JQ  the  dark. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir  ;  God  send  us  a  cheerful 
meeting  1  R,  B. 


_hcg, 
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TO   MRS.    DUNLOP. 


BIlBlence,  and  ia  said  U>  have  mBrit.] 

Mosagid,  17 Ih  March,  1788. 
Madam, 

The  last  pavagrapi  iu  youre  of  tie  SOth.  Fo- 
bmary  affeoted  mc  most,  so  I  shall  begin  my 
answer  whtre  you  ended  your  letter.  That  I 
am  often  s.  sinner  with  any  little  nit  I  have,  I 
do  oonfesE  ;  but  I  ha^e  tased  my  recollection  to 
DO  purpose,  to  find  out  when  it  was  employed 
against  you.  I  hate  an  ungenerous  sarcasm  a 
great  deal  worse  than  I  do  the  devil ;  at  least 
as  Milton  describes  him  ;  and  though  I  may  be 
rascally  enough  to  be  sometimes  guilty  of  it  my- 
aolf,  I  cannot  endure  it  in  others.  You,  my 
honoured  friend,  who  cannot  appear  in  any  light 
but  you  are  sure  of  being  respectable — you  can 
afford  to  pass  by  an  occasion  to  display  your 
nit,  because  you  may  depend  for  fame  on  your 
sense ;  or,  if  you  choose  to  be  silent,  you  know 
you  can  rely  on  tlie  gratitude  of  many,  and  the 
esteem  of  all ;  but,  God  help  us,  who  are  wits 
or  witlings  by  profession,  if  we  stand  not  for 
fame  thoro,  we  sinlt  unsupported ! 

I  am  highly  flattered  by  the  news  you  tell  me 
of  Coila.  I  may  say  to  the  fair  painter  who 
does  mo  so  much  honour,  as  Dr.  Beatlie  says  to 
Ross  the  poet  of  his  muse  Scota,  from  which, 
by  the  bye,  I  took  tke  idoa  of  Coila  ('tis  a  poem 
of  Beattie's  in  the  Scottish  dialect,  wMch  per- 
haps you  have  noTOr  seen :) — 


TO   MISS   CHALMERS. 


Edinbmgk,  March  U,  1788. 
I  KNOW,  my  ever  dear  friend,  that  you  will  bt 
pleased  with  the  news  when  I  tell  you,  I  havt 
at  last  taken  a  lease  of  a  farm.     Yesternight  1 


completed  a  bargain  with  Mr.  Miller,  of  Dal- 
Ewinton,  for  tha  farm  of  Ellisland,  on  the  backs 
of  the  Nith,  between  five  and  sis  miles  above 
Dumfries.  I  begin  at  "Whit-Sunday  to  build  a 
house,  drive  lime,  &o, ;  and  heaven  be  m;  help ! 
for  it  will  talie  a  strong  effort  to  bring  my  mind 
into  the  routine  of  business,  I  have  discharged 
all  the  army  of  my  former  pursuits,  fancies,  and 
pleasures;  a  motley  host!  and  have  literally 
and  strictly  retained  only  the  ideas  of  a  few 
friends,  which  I  have  incorporated  into  a  life- 
guard. I  trust  in  Dr.  Johnson's  observation, 
"Where  much  is  attempted,  something  ia  done." 
Firmness,  both  in  sufferance  and  exertion,  is  s, 
character  I  would  wish  to  be  iiought  to  pos- 
sess: and  have  always  despised  the  whining 
yelp  of  complaint,  and  the  cowardly,  feeble  re- 
Poor  Miss  K.  is  ailing  a  good  deal  this 
winter,  and  begged  mc  to  remember  her  to  you 
the  first  time  I  wrote  to  you.  Surely  woman, 
amiable  woman,  is  often  made  in  vain.  Too 
delicately  formed  for  the  rougher  pursuits  of 
ambition;  too  noble  for  the  dirt  of  avarice, 
and  even  too  gentle  for  the  rage  of  pleasure  ; 
formed  indeed  for,  and  highly  susceptible  of  en- 
joyment and  rapture ;  but  that  enjoyment, 
alas  I  almost  wholly  at  the  mercy  of  the  caprice, 
malevolenoe,  stupidity,  or  wickedness  of  an 
animal  at  all  times  comparatively  unfeeling,  and 
often  brutal.  E.  B. 


TO   RICHARD  BROWN. 


Glasgow,  2^tk  March,  I7S8. 
I  AM  monstrously  to  blame,  my  dear  Sir,  in 
not  writing  to  you,  and  sending  you  the  Direc- 
tory. I  have  been  getting  my  tack  extended, 
as  I  have  taken  a  farm ;  and  I  have  been  rack- 
ing shop  accounts  with  Mr.  Creech,  both  of 
which,  together  with  watching,  fatigue,  and  a 
load  of  care  almost  too  heavy  for  my  shoulders, 
have  in  some  degree  actually  fevered  me.  I 
really  forgot  tie  Directory  yesterday,  which 
resedme;  buti  was  convulsed  withrage  a  great 
part  of  the  day.  I  have  to  thank  you  for  the 
ingenious,  friendly,  and  elegant  epistle  from 
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jour  friend  Mr.  Crawford.  I  Ehall  certainly 
write  to  Mm,  but  not  now.  This  is  merely  a 
card  to  you,  as  I  am  posting  to  Dumfries-shire, 
where  many  perplexing  arrangements  await 
me.  I  am  yeied  about  the  Directory  ;  but,  my 
dear  Sir,  forgive  me;  these  eight  ilaja  I  have 
been  positiyely  erazed.  My  compliments  to 
Mrs.  B.  I  shall  write  to  you  at  Grenada. — 
I  am  ever,  my  dearest  friend, 

Yours,— R.  B, 


TO   MR.   ROBERT   CLEGHORN. 


[ClsKhocn  was  a  fnimer,  a  social  man,  and 
plouse  Ihe  jaeobiLical  taalfl  of  hla  friend ;  an 

"rHi 

farms           -w           ] 

M     hi       31      W     A 

1788 

Te                  mj  d         it          I  w 
thro  gh       t       fc    f  m  1       h  ly  j  yl 
betw       tr  11  w  y      d  Ay    h         t  b 
day,    It          1    my     h       ht      t      p 
hjra           d    p     t     1        g           Ij 
ite  a           r  pt         C  K                 m    g 
into  myh    d   I  t     d  th             d    t 

nd    e 
gS 

m      a 

f 

tl      th 
t      T 

wU:         th  t  th    S    t  p  rt   f  th    t 

muat  b 

I    m  tol     bly  pi       d  mth  th  b  t 

aa  I  have  only  a  sketch  of  the  tune,  I  leave  it 
with  you  to  try  if  they  Suit  the  measure  of  the 

I  am  so  harassed  with  care  and  anxiety,  about 
this  faimiiig  project  of  miue,  that  iny  muse  has 
degenerated  into  tlie  veriest  prose-wench  that 
ever  piclted  cinders,  or  followed  a  tinker.  When 
T  am  fairly  got  into  the  routine  of  business,  I 
shall  trouble  you  with  a  longer  epistle ;  perhaps 
with  some  queries  respecting  farming;  at  pre- 
sent, the  world  sits  such  a  load  on  my  mind, 
that  it  has  effaced  almost  every  trace  of  the 

My  very  best  oomplimenta  and  good  wishes 
la  Mrs.  Clegharn. 

R.  B. 


«R.   WILLIAM  DUNBAR, 


[Th« 


irintad  for  the  first  lime  by  Robei 
GhambeiE,  in  iua  "  People's  Edition"  of  Burns.] 

MM        1  hAp    I   178 

I  HAVE  not  d  I  y  d       1     g  t    wn     y       m; 
much  rcspectei  fib  I  th     ght 

farther    of  my   p     m  I   h  1 

give  up  that  k    d     f  f    mal      rr    p     d 
where  one  sit     1  w       k    m  ! j  t    w  1 

ter,  hooause  w    th    k  w  d  ty  b  und 

to  do. 

I  hai 


th 


vmg 

farm  I  have  tak  f  ty  m  I  fr  th  fl 
hiring  servants  and  preparing  matters;  but 
most  of  all  I  am  earnestly  busy  to  bring  about 
a  revolution  in  my  own  mind.  As,  till  within 
these  eighteen  months,  I  never  was  the  wealthy 
m    ter  of  tea  guineas,  my  knowledge  of  huai- 

s  is  to  learn;  add  to  this  my  tate  scenes  of 
dl  ness  ajid  dissipation  have  enervated  my 
m    d  to  an  alajming  degree.     Skill  in  the  Sober 

nee  of  life  ia  my  most  serious  and  hourly 
1   dy.     I  have  dropt  all  conversation  and  all 

ling  {prose  reading)  but  what  tends  in  some 

w  y  or  other  to  my  serioua  aim.     Bsccpt  one 

w    thy  young  fellow,  I  have  not   one   single 

rrespondent  in  Edinburgh.     Tou  have  indeed 

ki  dly  made  me  an  offer  of  that  kind. 

Id  of  wits,  and  gms  comme  il  faut  which  I 
1  t  ly  left,  and  with  whom  I  never  again  will 
intimately  mis — from  that  port.  Sir,  I  eipeot 
your  Gazette;  what  fcs  beaux  espri/a  are  Baying, 
what  they  are  doing,  and  what  they  are  sing- 
ing. Any  sober  intelligence  ftom  my  seques- 
tered walka  of  life ;  any  droll  oHginal ;  any 
passing  reward,  important  forsooth,  because  it 
ia  mine ;  any  little  poetic  effort,  however  em- 
bvyoth;  these,  my  dear  Sir,  are  all  you  have 
to  eipoet  from  me.  When  I  talk  of  poetic 
efforts,  I  muat  have  it  always  understood,  that 
I  appeal  from  your  wit  and  taste  to  your  friend- 
ship and  good  nature.  The  first  would  be  my 
favourite  tribunal,  where  I  defied  censure ;  but 
the  last,  where  I  declined  justice. 

I  have  scarcely  made  a  single  distich  since 
I  saw  you.  When  I  meet  with  un  old  Scots  air 
that  has  any  facetious  idea  in  its  name,  I  have 
a  peculiar  pleasure  in  following  outtliat  idea  for 

I  trust  that  this  will  find  you  in  better  health 
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lan  I  did  last  time  I  called  for  you,  A  few 
aes  from  you,  directed  to  me  at  ManohUne, 
ere  it  but  to  let  me  know  how  jou  are,  will 
■t  mj  mind  a  good  deal  [at  rest.]  Now,  never 
lun  the  idea  of  writing  me  because  perhaps 
ou  may  be  out  of  kWnour  or  epirits.  I  oonld 
ive  you  a  hundred  good  consequences  attend- 
ing a  dull  letter;  one,  for  example,  and  the  re- 
maining ninety-nine  some  other  time — it  will 
always  serve  to  keep  in  countenanoe,  my  much 
respected  Sir,  jonr  obliged  friend  and  hnnible 
Bervaat,  K.  B. 


i  CHALMERS. 


Maaddine,  Ilk  April,  1788. 
you  and  Miss  Nimmo  for 
letting  me  know  Miss  Kennedy.  Strange  1  bow 
0  indulge  prejudices  in  our  judg- 
anothec!  Even  I,  who  pique  my- 
self  on  my  sidll  in  marking  characters — becaust 
I  am  tflo  proud  of  my  character  as  a  man,  to  b( 
dazzled  in  mj  judgment  for  glaring  wealth ; 
nd  too  prouH  of  my  situation  as  a  poor  mai 
3  be  biassed  against  squalid  poverty— I  waf 
unacquainted  witJi  Miss  K.'a  very  uneommoi 
worti. 

I  am  going  on  a  good  deal  progressive  in  men 
yronrf  b&t,  the  sober  science  of  life,     I  have 
lately  made  some  sacrifices,  for  which,  were  I 
■ffl  voce  with  you  to  paint  the  situation  and  re- 
count the  circumstances,  you  should  applaud 
R.  B. 


-tunate   fool !     The  sport,    the   miserable 
ji  of  rebellious  pride,  hypochondriac  ima- 
gination, agonizing  sensibility,  and  bedlam  pas- 


I  wish  that  I  were  dead,  but  I'm 
"  I  had  lately  "  a  hairbreadth  'si 


,0  like  t( 


nth' 


deadly  breach"  of  love  too.  Thank 
my  stars,  I  got  off  heart-whole,  "  waur  fleyd  than 
hurt. " — IntcrruptI  on . 

I  have  this  moment  got  a  hint:  T  fear  I  am 
something  like  — undone — but  I  hope  for  the 
best.  Come,  stubborn  pride  and  unshrinking 
resolution ;  accompany  me  through  this,  to  me, 
miserable  world  I  You  must  not  desert  me! 
Your  friendship  I  think  I  can  count  on,  though  I 
should  date  my  letters  from  a  marching  regiment. 
Early  in  life,  and  all  my  life  I  reckoned  on  a 
recruiting  drum  as  my  forlorn  hope.  Seriously 
though,  life  at  present  presents  me  with  but  a 
melancholy  path :  but— my  limb  will  soon  be 
sound,  and  I  shall  struggle  on. 


TO   MISS   CHALMERS. 


ES.] 


No  date. 
Now  for  that  wayward,  unfortunate  thing,  my- 
self. I  have  broke  measures  with  Creech,  and 
last  week  I  wrote  him  a  frosty,  keen  letter.  He 
replied  in  terms  of  chastisement,  and  promised 
me  upon  his  honour  that  I  should  have  the  ac- 
count on  Monday ;  but  this  is  Tuesday,  and  yet 
I  have  not  heard  a  word  from  him.  God  have 
mercy  onme!  a  poor  d-mucd,  incautious,  duped. 


TO   MISS   CHALMERS. 


■was  ths  only  if 

To-HOBBOW  my  d 
burgh.     I  h 
life.     A  farm   h      I 
find ;  and,      d 
my  brother         th 


uld  1 


You  will  c 


end,  after 


suitable  to  m; 

for  the  nest  step  I  have  taken.  I  hi 
into  the  Escise.  I  stay  in  the  west  about  three 
weeks,  and  then  return  to  Edinburgh,  for 
weeks'  instructions ;  afterwards,  for  I  get  f 
ploy  instantly,  I  go  ofl  il  plait  8,  Dieu,- 
Roi.  I  have  chosen  this,  my  dear  frie 
mature  deliberation.  The  question  is  not  at 
what  door  of  fortune's  palace  shall  we  enter 
in ;  but  what  doors  does  she  open  to  us  ?  I  was 
not  likely  to  get  anything  to  do.  I  wanted  ua 
hUt,  which  is  a  dangerous,  an  unhappy  situa- 
tion. I  got  this  without  any  hanging  on,  or 
mortil^dng  solicitation  ;  it  is  immediate  bread, 
and  though  poor  in  comparison  of  the  last  eigh- 
teen months  of  my  eiistence,  'ds  luxury  in  com 
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iaoD  of  all  my  preceding  life;  tesides,  the 
imissioneva  ore  some  of  them  my  aoquaint- 
es,  and  all  of  them  my  firm  friends. 


;S.   DCHLOP. 


-afsriiifeii 


pBrfomi 


Jtfavchlmf  2M(A  Aprtl  1788. 

1  ( (  E  poweri  of  roi  rehtoti  n  must  1  e  great 
indeed  as  1  assure  you  they  made  my  heart 
ache  with  penitential  pongs  even  thnugh  I  was 
really  not  gnilty  As  I  commence  farmer  at 
Whit  Sunday  you.  will  ea"  ly  guess  1  must  be 
pretty  busy  but  tliat  la  not  all  As  I  got  tbe 
offer  of  tLo  Excise  business  without  sohoitation, 
and  83  it  costs  me  only  six  months'  attendance 
for  instructions,  to  entitle  me  to  a  commission 
— which  commission  lies  by  me,  and  at  any 
future  period,  on  my  simple  petition,  can  be  re- 
sumed— I  thought  fiTe-and-thirty  pounds  a-jeai 
was  no  bad  dernier  Tessort  for  a  poor  poet,  if  for- 
tune in  her  jade  tricks  should  kick  him  down 
from  the  little  eminence  to  which  she  has  lately 
helped  him  up. 

For  this  reason,  I  am  at 'present  attending 
these  instructions,  to  have  them  completed  be- 
fore Whit-sunday.  Still,  Madam,  I  prepared 
with  the  sincerest  pleasure  to  meet  you  at  the 
Mount,  and  came  to  my  brother's  on  Saturday 
night,  to  set  out  on  Sunday ;  but  for  some  nights 
preceding  I  had  slept  in  an  apartment,  where 
the  force  of  the  winds  and  rains  was  only  miti- 
gated by  being  sifted  through  numberless  aper- 
tures in  the  windows,  walls,  &o.  In  consequence 
I  was  on  Sunday,  Monday,  and  part  of  Tuesday, 
unable  to  stir  out  of  bed,  with  all  the  miserable 
effects  of  a  violent  cold. 

You  see,  Madam,  the  truth  of  the  French 
masim,  le  vTain'estpaa  toajowra  U  vraiseinUable  ; 
your  last  was  so  full  of  expostulation,  and  was 
something  so  like  the  language  of  an  offended 
fliend,  that  I  began  to  tremble  for  a,  correspon- 
dence, wtich  I  had  with  grateful  pleasure  set 
down  as  one  of  the  greatest  enjoyments  of  my 
future  life. 


Your  boois  have  delighted  me ;  Virgil,  Dry- 
den,  and  Tasso  were  all  equally  strangers  to  me ; 
but  of  this  more  at  large  in  my  next. 


cxvir. 
TO   MR.   JAMES   SMITH, 


II  Linmheow.] 


laPrinlfieLii, 


MaucUine,  April  28,  1788. 

Bewike  of  your  Strasburgh,  my  good  Sir! 
Look  on  this  as  ibe  opening  of  a  correspon- 
dence, lite  the  opening  of  a  twenty-four  gun 
battery  1 

There  is  no  understanding  a  man  properly, 
without  knowing  something  of  his  previous 
ideas  (that  is  to  say,  if  the  man  has  any  ideas ; 
for  I  know  many  who,  in  the  animal-musler, 
pass  for  men,  that  are  the  scanty  masters  of 
only  one  idea  on  any  ^veu  subject,  and  by  far 
the  greatest  part  of  your  acquaintances  and 
mine  can  barely  boast  of  ideas,  1.25 — 1.5 — 1 
or  some  such  fractional  matter;)  so  to  let  ; 
a  little  into  the  secrets  of  my  pericranium,  there 
is,  you  must  know,  a  certain  clean-limbed, 
handsome,  bewitching  young  hussy  of  your  ac- 
quaiutauoe,  to  whom  I  have  lately  and  pri- 
vately glveu  a  matrimonial  title  to  my  corpus. 


BodoB 


says  the 
sage  ill-1 

usually 


old  Scots  adage  I     I  hate  t< 
and  as  my  girl  has  been  doubly 
1  than  even   the  best   of  w 

similar  circumstances,  I  reckon  on  twelve  times 
a  bra«e  of  children  against  I  celebrate  my 
twelfth  wedding-day;  these  twenty-four  n 
give  me  twenty-four  gossipings,  twenty-fc 
christeuings  (I  mean  one  equal  to  two),  and  I 
hope,  by  the  blessing  of  the  God  of  my  father 
to  make  them  twenty-four  dutiful  children  i 
their  parents,  twenty-four  useful  members  of 
society,  and  twenty-four  approved  si 
their  God  I  *  *  * 

"  Light's  heartsome,"  quo'  the  wife  ivhen  she 
was  stealing  sheep.  You  see  what  a  lamp  I 
have  hung  up  to  lighten  your  paths,  when  you 
are  idle  enough  to  esplore  the  combinations  ai 
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rslations  of  mj  ideas.  'Tia  aow  as  plain  aa  a, 
pike-stalf,  why  a  twentj-four  gun  hattery  was 
a  metapiior  1  could  readily  employ. 

Now  for  buaiceaa. — I  intend  to  present  Mra. 
Burns  with  a  pdnt«d  shawl,  an  article  of  which 
I  dare  Bay  you  have  variety :  'tis  my  first  pre- 
sent to  her  aince  I  have  irrevocably  called  her 
mine,  and  I  have  a  Hnd  of  whimsical  wish  to 
get  her  the  firat  said  preaont  from  an  old  and 
muct-Talued  friend  of  ters  and  mine,  a  trusty 
Trojan,  on  whose  friendship!  count  myself  pos- 
sessed of  as  a  life-rent  lease. 

Look  on  this  letter  as  a  "be^nniag  of  sor- 
rows;" I  will  write  you  till  your  eyes  ache  read- 


ers. Burns  ('tis  only  her  private  designation) 
;s  her  best  compliments  to  you. 


TO  PROFESSOR  DUGALD   STEWART 

and  enriched  the  biography  of  Cnrr'ie  wLth  Eome  g 
terainiscencesofhisearlLerdayB.] 

Maachlim,  Sd  May,  1788. 
Sir, 
1  ENCIOSE  you  one  or  two  more  of  my  bo.ga- 
toUea.  If  the  fervent  wishea  of  honeat  grati- 
tude have  any  influence  with  that  great  unknown 
being  who  frames  the  chain  of  causes  and  events, 
prosperity  and  happiness  will  attend  yonr  visifs 
to  the  continent,  and  return  you  safe  to  your 

Wherever  I  am,  allow  me,  Sir,  to  clium  it  as 
my  privilege  to  acquaint  you  with  my  progreas 
in  my  trade  of  rhymes ;  as  I  am  sure  I  could 
say  it  with  tmfh,  that  nest  to  my  little  fame, 
and  the  having  it  in  my  power  to  make  life  more 


th 

dear  to  me   I    hall 
nanee,   you     p       n  g       y 
offices,  as  th    m    t    alued 


tur    h      made 

d  y  ounte- 

ir    &   nil     good 

n    qu  n      uf  my 

E.  B. 


OXIX. 

TO  MRS.   BUNLOP. 


le  fashion  of  the  Georgi 


re  friendly  hi 


nighl  hi 


Mauchline,  iih  May,  1788. 

Dryden's  Tirgil  has  delighted  me.  I  do  not 
know  whether  the  critics  will  agree  with  me, 
but  the  Qeorgios  are  to  me  by  far  the  beat  of 
Virgil.  It  is  indeed  a  species  of  writing  en- 
tirely new  to  me;  and  has  filled  my  head  with 
a  thousand  fancies  of  emulation:  but,  alas! 
when  I  read  the  Georgics,  and  then  survey  my 
own  powers,  'tis  like  the  idea  of  a  Shetland 
pony,  drawn  up  by  tte  side  of  a  thorough-bred 
hunter  to  start  for  the  plate.  I  own  I  am  dis 
appointed  in  the  ^neid.  Faultless  correctness 
may  please,  and  does  highly  please,  the  lettered 

't'  b  t  to  that  awful  character  I  have  not 
th  m  distant  pretensions.  I  do  not  know 
wh  h  do  not  hasard  my  pretensions  to  be 
any  kind,  when  I  say  that  I  think 
many  instances,  a  servile  copier  of 
n  m  f  I  had  Oie  Odyssey  by  me,  I  could 

p  any  passages  where  Virgil  has  cvi- 

d  y  pied,  but  by  no  means  improved,  Ho- 
rn N  can  I  think  there  is  anything  of  this 
w  Dg  he  translators ;  for,  from  everything 
I  have  seen  of  Dryden,  1  think  him  in  genius 
and  fluency  of  language.  Pope's  master.  I  have 
not  perused  Tasso  enough  to  form  an  epiuion  : 
in  some  future  letter,  you  shall  have  my  ideas 
of  him;  though  I  am  conscious  my  criliciama 
must  he  very  inaccurate  and  imperfect,  as  there 
I  have  ever  felt  and  lamented  my  want  of  learn- 
ing most.  a,  2. 


TO   MR.   ROBERT  AINSLIE. 
[I  have  heard  the  gentleman  eay,  to  whom  this  b 


Mauchliae,  May  26,  1788. 
My  bear  Frienb, 
I  AM  two  kind  letters  in  your  debt,  but  I  have 
been  from  homo,  and  horribly  busy,  buying  and 
preparing  for  my  farming  business,  over  and 
above  the  plague  of  my  Esoise  instructions, 
which  this  week  will  finish. 

As  t  flatter  my  wishes  that  I  foresee  many 
future  years'  correapondcnoc  between  us,  'tia 
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foolish  to  talk  of  escusing  dull  epiitles 
letter  may  be  a  itrj  kind  one.  I  hare  the 
pleasure  to  tell  you  tliat  I  have  been  extremely 
fovtniinte  in  all  my  hayings,  and  bargainings 
hitherto  ;  Jlrs.  Burae  not  eioepteJ  ;  which  titla 
I  now  aTow  to  the  world.  I  am  truly  pleased 
with  tliiB  last  affair ;  it  has  indeed  added  to  my 
anxieties  for  futurity,  but  it  has  given  a  stabi- 
lity to  my  mind,  and  resolutions  unliuown  be- 
fore ;  and  the  poor  girl  has  the  most  sacred 
enllmsiRsm  of  attacliinent  to  me,  and  hae  not  a 
wish  but  to  gratify  my  fiTery  idea  of  her  deport- 
meot.     I  am  interrupted. — Farewell!  my  dear 


a  dull  who  tlinugh  in  appearance  pirtakers,  and  equally 
noble  pivtakers,  of  the  same  nature  with  Ma- 
dame, are  from  time  to  time — their  norves, 
their  Mnews,  their  health,  strength,  wiBdom, 
experience,  genius,  time,  nay  a  good  part  of 
their  very  thoughts — sold  for  months  and  years, 
not  only  to  the  necessities,  the  conyemencies, 
but,  the  caprices  of  the  important  few.  We 
talked  of  the  insignificant  creatures;  nay,  not- 
withfeianding  their  general  stupidity  and  ras- 
cality, did  some  of  tbe  poor  devils  the  hononr  to 
commend  them.  But  light  be  the  turf  upon  his 
breast  who  taught  "  Reyerence  thyself!"  We 
loolted  down  on  the  unpolished  wretches,  their 
impertinent  wives  and  clouterly  brats,  as  the 
lordly  bull  does  on  the  little  dirty  ant-hill,  whose 
puny  inhabitants  he  crushes  in  the  carelessness 


of  his  ramble, 
js  of  bis  pride. 


nthe^ 


nthew 


TO   MBS.   DUNLOP. 


CXXII. 
TO   MRS.    DUNLOP, 


Mad- 


I   H 


purpose,  to  account  for  that  kind  partiality  of 
yours,  wliieh  has  followed  me,  in  my  return  to 
the  shade  of  life,  with  nasidiious  benevolence. 
Often  did  I  regret,  in  the  fleofjng  hours  of  my 
late  wiil-o'-wisp  appearance,  that  "  here  I  had 
no  continuing  city ;"  and  but  for  the  consolation 
of  a  few  solid  guineas,  could  almost  lament  the 
time  that  a  momentary  acquaintance  with  wealth 
and  splendour  put  me  so  much  out  of  conceit 
with  the  sworn  companions  of  my  road  through 
life — insignificance  and  poverty. 

There  are  few  circumstances  relating  to  the 
unequal  distribution  of  the  good  things  of  this 
life  that  give  me  more  vexation  <I  mean  in  what 
I  see  aronnd  me)  than  the  importance  the 
opulent  bestow  on  their  trifling  family  affairs, 
compared  with  the  very  same  tbings  on  the  con- 
tracted scale  of  a  cottage.  Last  afternoon  I  had 
the  honour  te  spend  an  hour  or  two  at  a  good 
woman's  fireside,  where  the  planks  that  oom- 
poaed  the  floor  were  decorated  with  a  splendid 
carpet,  and  the  gay  table  sparkled  with  silver 
and  china.  'Tis  now  about  term-day,  and  there 
has  been  a  revolution  among  those  creatures. 


ElUiland,  13(S  Jtcae,  1 


This  is  the  second  day,  my  honoured  frien< 
that  I  have  been  on  my  farm.  A  solitary  ii 
mate  of  an  old  smoky  apense ;  far  from  every 
object  I  love,  or  by  whom  1  am  beloved; 
any  acquaintance  older  than  yesterday,  except 
Jenny  Qeddes,  the  old  marc  I  ride  on ;  while 
uncouth  cares  and  novel  plans  hourly  insult  my 
awkward  ignorance  and  bashful  inciperiei 
There  is  a  foggy  atmosphere  native  to  my  soul 
in  (he  hour  of  care;  consequently  the  dreary 
objects  seem  larger  than  the  life.  Extreme 
sensibility,  irritated  and  prejudiced  on  the 
gloomy  side  by  a  series  of  misfortunes  and  dis- 
appointments, at  that  period  of  my  existence 
when  the  soul  is  laying  in  her  cargo  of  ideas  for 
the  voyage  of  life,  is,  I  believe,  the  principal 
cause  of  (his  unhappy  frame  of  mind. 
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OF   ROBERT  BURNS. 


he  roKarf  hia  sitigU  wnea!"  &o. 

f,  Mwlian,  is  just;  I  aia  indeed 


To  jealousy  or  infidelity  I  am  an  equal  stran- 
ger. My  pieservfttiTe  from  tie  first  is  tlie  most 
thorougli  coneeiouaneBS  of  imr  sentimenta  of 
honour,  and  her  attachment  to  me :  my  antidote 
againat  the  last  is  my  long  and  deep-rooted  afieo- 
tion  for  her. 

In  housenlfe  matters,  of  aptaesa  to  learn  and 
actiyity  to  eiecute,  she  is  eminently  mialress  ; 
and  during  my  absence  in  Nitlisdale,  she  is  re- 
gularly and  constantly  apprentice  to  my  mo- 
ther and  sisters  in  their  dairy  and  other  rural 

he  muses  mnst  not  be  ofi'ended  when  I  tell 
them,  the  concerns  of  my  wife  and  family  will, 
in  my  mind,  always  take  thejioj;  hut  I  assure 
them  their  ladyshipa  will  ever  eome  nest  in 
place. 

You  are  right  that  a  bachelor  state  would  have 
insured  me  more  friends ;  but,  from  a  cause  you 
will  easily  guess,  eonsdous  peace  in  the  enjoy- 
ment of  my  own  mind,  and  unmistrusting  con- 
fidence in  approaching  my  God,  would  seldom 
have  been  of  the  nnmher. 

I  fonnd  a  once  much-loved  and  atill  much- 
loved  female,  literally  and  truly  oast  out  to  the 
mercy  of  the  naked  elements ;  but  I  enabled 
her  to  puTchaae  a  shelter  — there  is  no  sporting 
with  a  fellow- creatuie  s  happiness  or  misery. 

The  most  placid  gjod  nature  and  sweetness 
of  disposition;  a  warm  heirt  giatefully  de- 
voted with  all  its  powers  to  live  me  vigorous 
health  and  sprightly  cheerfulneti  set  off  to  the 
best  advantage  by  a  more  than  commonly  hand- 

m  fi  re;  these,  I  think,  in  a  woman,  may 
mak  a  good  wife,  though  she  should  never 
ha  ad  a  page  but  the  Scriptures  of  the  Old 
and  New  Testament,  nor  have  danced  in  a 
bnghte   assembly  than  a  penny  pay-wedding. 


CXXIII. 

TO   ROBERT   AIN8LIE,  ESQ. 

[Had  Bnma  writtan  his  fine  BOng,  bejinoing  "C 
tented  wi'lillla  nnd  csntie  wi' mair,"  when  he  pen 

the  versa  :'he  calls  the  BiciEe  n  lojury.] 


miUand,  June  14(i,  1788. 
This  is  now  the  third  day,  my  dearest  Sir, 
that  I  have  sojourned  in  these  regions;  and 
during  theae  three  days  you  havo  occupied  mora 
of  my  thoughts  than  in  three  weeks  preceding: 
in  Ayrshire  I  have  several  variations  of  friend- 
ship's compass,  here  it  points  invariably  to  the 
polo.  My  farm  ^vea  me  a  good  many  uncouth 
cares  and  ansieties,  but  I  hate  the  language  of 
complaint.  Job,  or  some  one  of  his  friends, 
says  well — "why  should  a  living  man  com- 
plain?" 

I  have  lately  been  much  mortified  with  con- 
templating an  unlucky  imperfection  in  the  very 
aming  and  construction  of  my  soul ;  namely, 
a  blundering  inaccuracy  of  her  olfactory  organs 
in  hitting  the  scent  of  craft  or  design  in  my  fel- 
■eatures.  I  do  not  mean  any  compliment 
to  my  ingenuousness,  or  to  hint  that  the  defect 
.oDsequenoe  of  the  unsuspicious  aimplioity 
iscjons  truth  and  honour :  I  take  it  to  be, 
le  way  or  other,  an  imperfection  in  the 
mental  sight;  or,  metaphor  apart,  some  modi- 
fication of  dulness.  In  two  or  three  small  in- 
stances lately,  I  have  been  most   shamefully 

I  have  all  along  hitherto,  in  the  warfare  of 
life,  been  bred  to  arms  among  the  light-horse— 
the  piquet-guiirds  of  fancy;  a  kind  of  hussars 
and  Highlanders  of  the  brain;  but  I  am  firmly 
resolved  to  sell  out  of  these  giddy  battalions, 
who  have  no  ideas  of  a  battle  but  fighting  the 
foe,  or  of  a  siege  but  storming  the  town.  Coat 
what  it  will,  I  am  determined  to  buy  in  among 
the  grave  squadrons  of  heavy-armed  thought,  o 
the  artillery  corps  of  plodding  contrivance. 

What  books  are  you  reading,  or  what  is  the 
subject  of  your  thoughts,  besides  the  great  stu- 
dies of  your  profession?  You  said  something 
about  religion  in  your  last.  I  don't  exactly  re- 
member what  it  was,  as  the  letter  is  in  Ayr- 
shire; but  I  thought  it  not  only  prettily  said, 
but  nobly  thought.  You  will  make  a  noble  fel- 
low if  once  you  were  married.  I  make  no  reser- 
vation of  your  being  well-married;  you  have  so 
much  sense,  and  knowledge  of  human  nature, 
that  though  you  may  not  realise  perhaps  the 
ideas  of  romance,  yet  you  will  never  be  ill-mar- 

Were  it  not  for  the  terrors  of  my  ticklish  situ- 
ation respecting  provision  for  a  family  of  chil- 
dren, I  am  decidedly  of  opinion  that  the  step  1 
have  taken  is  vastly  for  my  happiness.    As  it  i= 
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I  loot  to  tlie  Excise  scheme  aa  a,  ceFtnint;  of 
— luiury  to  what  eiUier  Mra.  Burns 
■e  iiom  to. 


TO  ROBERT  AINSLIE,  ESa 


>D  of  a  . 


copy.] 


IfauckUne,  2Sd  Jmte,  1788. 
This  letter,  my  dear  Sir,  is  only  a  Ijusineaa 
Bcrap.  Mr.  Miera,  profile  painterin  yonrtown, 
has  executed  a  profile  of  Dr.  Blaokloot  for  me  : 
do  me  the  favour  to  call  for  it,  and  sit  to  him 
yourself  for  me,  which  put  in  the  same  size  as 
the  doctor's.  The  account  of  both  profiles  will 
be  fifteen  shillings,  nliich  I  have  given  to  James 
Conneil,  our  Mauchline  carrier,  to  pay  you  when 
yea  give  him  the  parcel.  You  must  not,  my 
t^iend,  rcftiae  to  sit.  The  time  is  short:  when  I 
sat  to  Mr.  Miers,  I  am  sure  he  did  not  exceed 
two  minutes.  I  propose  hanging  Lord  Glencairn, 
the  Doctor,  and  you  in  trio  over  my  new  chim- 
ney-piece that  is  to  be. 

R.  B. 


TO  ROBERT   AIKSLIE,  ESQ. 


Myd 


a  Sir, 


Mlislaiid,  Jane  30M,  178 


I  JUST  now  received  your  hrief  epistle;  and, 
to  take  vengeance  on  jour  laziness,  I  have,  yon 
see,  taken  a  long  sheet  of  wrifing-paper,  and 
have  begun  at  the  top  of  the  page,  intending  te 
scribble  on  to  the  Tery  last  comer. 

I  am  vexed  at  that  affair  of  the  *  *  *,  hut 
dare  not  enlarge  oa  the  subject  nnlil  you  send 
me  your  direction,  as  I  suppose  that  will  be  al- 
tered on  your  late  master  and  Mend's  death.     I 


am  concerned  for  the  old  fellow's  esit,  only  a. 
I  fear  it  may  be  lo  your  disadvantage  in  xn; 
respect — for  an  old  man  s  djmg,  except  he  has 
been  a  very  benevolent  character,  or  m  some 
particular  situation  of  life  that  (be  welfaie 
of  the  poor  or  the  helples'J  de).enJed  on  iiim, 
I  thiol:  it  an  event  of  the  most  trifling  moment 
in  the  world.  Man  is  naturally  a  kind,  benevo- 
lent aaimal,  but  he  is  dropped  into  ouch  a  needy 
situation  here  in  this  vexations  world,  and  has 
such  a  whoreson  hungry,  growling,  multiplying 
pack  of  necessities,  appetites, 
desires  about  Mm,  ready  to  devour  him  for 
want  of  other  food ;  that  in  fact  he  must  lay 
asidfthis  cares  for  others  that  he  may  look  pro- 
perly tohimself.  Youhave  been  imposed  upon 
in  paying  Mr.  Miers  for  the  profile  of  a  Mr.  H. 
I  did  not  mention  it  in  my  letter  to  you,  nor 
did  I  ever  give  Mr.  Miers  any  such  order.  I 
have  no  objection  to  lose  the  money,  but  I  will 
not  have  any  such  profile  in  my  possession, 

I  desired  the  carrier  to  pay  you,  but  as  I  men- 
tioned only  fifteen  ahillings  to  him,  I  would  ra- 
ther enclose  yon  a  guinea  note.  I  have  it  not, 
indeed,  to  spare  here,  as  I  am  only  a  sojourner 
Id  a  strange  land  in  this  place ;  but  in  a  day  or 
two  I  return  to  Mauchline,  and  there  I  have 
the  bank-notes  through  the  house  like  salt  per- 

There  is  a  great  degree  of  folly  in  talking  un- 
necessarily of  one's  private  affairs.  I  have  just 
now  been  interrupted  by  one  of  my  new  neigh- 
bours, who  has  made  himself  absolutely  con- 
temptible in  my  eyes,  by  Ms  silly  garrulous  pru- 
riency. I  liDow  it  has  been  a  fault  of  my  own, 
too;  but  from  this  moment  I  abjure  it,  as  I 
would  the  service  of  bell  I  Your  poets,  spend- 
thrifts, and  other  fools  of  that  kidney,  pretend 
forsooth  to  crack  their  jokes  on  prudence  ;  but 
'tis  a  squalid  vagabond  glorying  in  his  rags. 
Still,  imprudence  respecdng  money  matters  is 
much  more  pardonable  than  imprudence  respect- 
ing character.  I  have  no  objection  to  prefer 
prodigality  to  avarice,  in  some  few  instances; 
but  I  appeal  to  your  observation,  if  you  have 
not  met,  and  often  met,  with  the  same  disingena- 
ousness,  the  same  hollow-hearted  insincerity, 
and  disintegritive  depravity  of  principle,  in  the 
hackneyed  victima  of  profusion,  as  in  the  un- 
feeling children  of  parsimony,  I  have  every 
ble  reverence  for  the  much-talked-of  world 
beyond  the  grave,  and  I  wish  that  which  piety 
believes,  and  virtue  deserves,  maybe  all  matter 
of  faet.     But  in  things  b 
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OF    ROBERT   BUENS. 


D  nat  ng  n.  this  present  aoene  of  esistence.  man 
U9  and  interesting  business  on  hand. 
Wl     h      a  man  aliall  shake  hands  with  wekomo 
th     iJi  tingnished   elevadon  of  respect,  or 
ink  f    m  contempt  in  the  ahj  eot  corner  of  in- 
Ti  fi  an  e ;  whether  he  shall  wanton  under  the 
1        f  plenty,  at  least  enjoy  himself  in  the 
mf  rtaWe   latitudes  of  easy  eonyeniencfl,  or 
n  the  arctie  circle  of  dreary  poverty; 
whether  he  shall  rise  in  the  manly  consciousness 
of  a  self-approving  mind,  or  sink  beneath  a  gall- 
ing load  of  regret  and  reraorse^-thcse  are  alter- 
Lvos  of  the  last  moment 
on  see  how  I  prea«h.     Too  used  oooasion- 
■  to  sermonize   too ;  I  wish   you  would,   in 
charity,  favour  me  with  a  sheet  full  in  your 
ra  way.     I  admire  the  close  of  a  letter  Lord 
jlingbroke  writes  to   Dean  Swift: — "Adieu 
;ar  Swift!  with  all  thy  faults  I  love  fiee  en- 
tirely: make   an   effort  to   loie    me  with   all 
le  !"  Humble  servant,  and  all  that  trampery, 
LOW  such  a  prostituted  business,  that  honest 
friendship,  in  her  sincere  way,  must  have  re- 
rse  to  her  primitive,  simple, — farewell ! 


TO   MB.   GEORGE   LOCKHAKT, 


y  poet  of  the  ^e,  loved  t 


Maiichline,  ISiS  July,  1 


Myd 


bSir, 


M  juat  going  for  Nithsdale,  else  I  would 
certainly  have  transcribed  some  of  my  rhyming 
things  for  you.     The  Miss  Baillies  I  have  seen 

nEi  burgh.  "Fair  and  lovely  are  thy  works, 
Jj    d  C  d  Almighty!     Who  would  not  praiae 

h  i  these  thy  gifts  in  thy  goodness  to  the 
BE  f  men  !"  It  needed  not  your  fine  taste  to 
aim  them.  I  declare,  one  day  I  had  the 
h  n  ur    f  dining  at  Mr.  Baillie's,  I  was  almost 

n  th    predicament  of  the  children  of  Israel, 
wh      th  y  could  not  look  on  Moaes'  face  for  the 
gl    y  th  t  shone  in  it  when  he  descended  from 
M  nnt  bmai. 
I  1  d  onct 


was  in  the  Highlands.  When  you  return  to 
Scotland,  let  me  know,  antl  I  will  send  such  of 
my  pieces  aa  please  myself  best.  I  retniTi  to 
Mauchline  in  about  ten  days. 

My  compliments  to  Mr.  Purdon,      I  am  in 
truth,  but  at  present  in  haste, 

Tours,— R.  B. 


TO   ME.    PETER   1 


iing  Coi. 


;of  E 


D  loved  m 


and  wine.! 

My  wear  Hill, 

I  SHAiL  say  nothing  to  your  mad  present^- 
yoa  have  so  long  and  often  been  of  important , 
service  to  me,  and  I  suppos 
conferring  obligations  until  I  shall  not  be  ablo 
to  lift  up  my  face  before  you  In  tLo  mean 
time,  as  Sir  Roger  cJe  Coverley  because  it  1  ai 
pened  to  be  a  cold  day  in  which  he  made  h  a 
will,  ordered  his  servants  great  cnxth  for  m  urn 
ing.  so,  because  I  have  been  th  a  week  plagued 
with  an  imligestioo,  I  have  sent  jou  by  the 
carrier  a  fine  old  ewe-milk  cheese 

Indigestion  is  the  devil:  nay  tis  the  devil 
and  all.  It  besets  a  man  in  eveiy  one  of  h  s 
senses.  I  lose  my  appetite  at  the  =  ght  of  "Uc 
cessful  knavery,  and  sicken  to  loathing  at  the 
noise  and  nonsense  of  selt  mportant  folly 
When  the  hollow-hearted  wretch  takes  me  by 
the  hand,  the  feeling  spoils  my  dinner  the 
proud  man's  wine  to  offends  my  palate  that  it 
chokes  me  in  the  gullet;  and  the  p  hlied 
feathered,  pert  coxcomb  is  so  1  Si,ustful  n  my 
nostril  that  my  stomach  turns 

If  ever  you  have  any  of  these  d  sagreeable 
sensations,  let  me  prescribe  for  you  patience 
and  a  bit  of  my  cheese  I  know  that  jou  are 
no  niggard  of  your  good  things  amtng  your 
friends,  and  some  of  them  art  in  mu  h  need  of 
a  slice.  There,  in  my  eye  is  oui  fi  end  t>n  el 
lie ;  a  man  positively  of  the  first  ab  1  ties  an  1 
greatest  strength  of  mind,  as  well  as  one  of 
the  beat  hearts  and  keenest  w  ts  tl  at  I  have 
ever  met  with  ;  when  you  sec  h  m  as  alas  he 
too  is  smarting  at  the  pinch  ot  d  "tiessful  oir 
oumatances,  aggravated  by  the  sneer  of  contn 
melious  greatness — a  bit  of  my  cheese  alone  wi 
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not  cute  bim,  but  if  jou  add  a  tankard  of  bromi 
Btout,  and  superadd  a  magnum  of  right  Oporto, 
you  will  Bee  liia  lorrowa  Taniali  lita  tlic  morning 
mist  before  tlie  summer  sun, 

Candlish,  the  earliest  friend,  except  my  only 
brother,  that  I  hare  on  earth,  and  one  of  tha 
woriMest  fellows  that  eter  any  man  called  by 
the  name  of  friend,  if  a  luncheon  of  my  cheese 
would  help  to  rid  him  of  some  of  his  super- 
abnndant  modesty,  yon  would  do  well  to  gise  it 

David,'  with  his  Courant,  comes,  too,  across 
my  recollection,  and  I  beg  you  will  help  him 
largely  from  the  said  ewe-roilk  cbeese,  to  enable 
him  to  digest  those  bedanbing  paragraphs  with 
which  he  is  eternally  larding  the  lean  characters 
of  certain  great  men  in.  aoertain  great  town.  I 
grant  you  the  periods  are  very  weU  turned ;  so, 
a  fresh  egg  is  a  very  good  thing,  but  when  thrown 
at  a  man  in  a  pillory,  it  does  not  at  all  improTe 
his  figure,  not  to  meution  the  irreparable  loss 
of  the  egg. 

My  facetious  friend  Dunbar  I  would  wish  also 
to  be  a  partaker :  uot  to  digest  his  spleen,  for 
that  he  laughs  off,  but  to  digest  his  last  night's 
wine  at  the  last  field-day  of  the  Crochallan 

Among  oar  common  friends  I  must  not  forget 
one  of  the  dearest  of  them— Cunningham.  The 
brutality,  insolence,  and  selfiahneaa  of  a  world 
unworthy  of  having  such  a  fellow  as  he  is  in  it, 
I  bhow  sticks  in  his  stomach,  and  if  you  can  help 
him  to  anything  that  wHI  mate  him  a  little  easier 
on  that  score,  it  will  be  lery  obliging. 

As  to  honest  J S e,  he  is  sneh  a 

contented,  happy  man,  that  I  know  not  what 
can  annoy  him,  except,  perhaps,  he  may  not 
have  got  Ihe  better  of  a  parcel  of  modest  anec- 
dotes which  acertain  poet  gaye  him  one  night  at 
supper,  the  last  time  the  said  poet  was  in  town. 

Though  I  haTemeadonedsomaoy  menof  law, 
I  shall  have  nothing  to  do  with  them  professedly 
— the  faculty  arc  beyond  my  prescription.  As 
to  their  clients,  that  is  another  thing;  God  knows 
they  have  much  to  digest! 

The  clergy  I  pass  by;  their  proftmdity  of 
erudition,  and  their  liberality  of  sentiment; 
their  total  want  of  pride,  and  their  detestation 
of  hypocrisy,  are  so  proverbially  notorious  M 
to  place  them  far,  far  above  either  my  praise  or 


nrgk  Eviniag  Comant. 


I  was  going  to  mention  a  man  of  worth  whom 
I  have  the  honour  to  call  friend,  the  taird  of 
Craigdarrooh ;  but  I  have  spoken  to  the  l-indlord 
of  the  King's-Arma  inn  here,  to  have  at  the  nest 
county  meeting  a  large  ewe-milk  cheese  on  the 
table,  fortho  benefit  of  the  Dnmfriea-shire  Whigs, 
to  enable  them  to  digest  the  Duke  of  Queens- 
berry's  late  political  conduct. 

I  have  just  this  moment  an  opportunity  of  ri 
private  hand  to  Edinburgh,  as  perhaps  you  wou'.U 
not  digest  double  postage.  B.  B. 


cxxvm. 
TO  ROEEET  GRAHAM, 


When  I  had  the  honour  of  being  introduced 
to  you  at  Athole-house,  I  did  not  think  so  s 
of  asking  a  favour  of  you.  When  Lear, 
Shakspeare,  asked  Old  Kent  why  he  wished  to 
be  in  his  service,  he  answers,  "Because  you 
have  that  in  your  face  which  I  would  fain  call 
master."  For  some  such  reason,  Sir,  do  I  now 
solicit  your  patronage.  You  know,  I  dare  soy, 
of  an  application  1  lately  made  to  your  Board  to 
be  admitted  an  o£Bcer  of  Excise.  I  have,  ac- 
cording to  form,  been  examined  by  a  supervisor, 
and  to-day  I  gave  in  his  certificate,  with  a  re- 
ijuest  for  an  order  for  instructions.  In  this 
affair,  if  I  succeed,  I  am  afraid  I  shall  but  too 
much  need  a  patronizing  friend.  Propriety  of 
conduct  as  a  man,  andfidelily  and  attention  as 
an  ofBoer,  I  dare  engage  for;  but  with  anything 
like  business,  except  manual  labour,  I  am  to- 
tally unacquainted. 

I  had  intended  to  have  closed  my  late  appear- 
ance on  the  stage  of  life,  in  the  character  of  a 
country  farmer;  but  after  diachar^ng  some 
filial  and  fraternal  claims,  I  find  I  could  only 
fight  for  existence  in  that  miserable  mam 
which  I  have  lived  to  see  throw  a  venera 
parent  into  the  jaws  of  a  jail ;  whence  death, 
the  poor  man's  last  and  often  best  ftiend,  rescued 
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)W,  Sir,  tbat  to  need  jour  goodnees,  is  to 
claim  on.  it ;  maj  I,  therefore,  beg  jour 
forward  me  in  tills  affair,  till  I  be 
appointed  to  a  division ;  wiiere,  bj  the  help  of 
rigid  eoonomj,  I  will  try  to  support  that  inde- 
pendcnee  so  dear  to  my  sou],  but  which  has  baen 
too  often  so  distant  from  mj  situation. 


TO   WILLIAM   CRUIKSHANK. 


course  with  Ihe  Nilhsdala  mUEB."] 

Ellhland,  August,  1788. 

I  HAVE  not  room,  mj  dea,r  friend,  to  answer 
all  the  particulars  of  your  last  kind  letter.  I 
shall  be  iu  Edinburgh  on  soma  business  very 
Boon;  and  as  I  shall  be  two  dajs,  or  perhaps 
iliree,  in  town,  we  shall  discuss  matters  vhi3, 
voce.  My  linee,  I  believe,  will  never  be  entirely 
well ;  and  an  unlucliy  fall  this  winter  has  m3,de 
it  still  worse.  I  well  rememhor  the  circum- 
stance you  allude  to,"respeet)Dg  Creeeh's  opinion 
of  Mr.  Kicol ;  but,  as  the  first  gentleman  owes 
me  still  about  fifty  pounds,  I  dare  not  meddle 
in  the  afiair. 

It  gaye  me  a  very  heavy  heart  to  read  such 
accounts  of  the  consequence  of  your  quarrel 
with  that  puritanic,  rottcn-hoartcd,  hell-com- 
misbioned  Econniirel  A .  If,  notwith- 
standing your  unprecedented  industry  in  public, 
and  your  irreproachable  conduct  in  private 
life  he  still  has  you  so  much  in  his  power,  what 
ruin  may  lie  not  bring  on  some  others  I  could 

Many  and  happy  returns  of  seasons  to  you, 
with  your  dearest  and  worthiest  friend,  and  the 
lovely  little  pledge  of  your  happy  union.  May 
the  great  Author  of  life,  and  of  every  enjoyment 
that  can  render  life  delightful,  make  her  that 
comfortable  blessing  to  you  both,  which  you  so 
ardently  wish  for,  and  which,  allow  me  to  say, 
you  so  well  deserve  !  Glance  over  the  foregoing 
verses,  and  let  me  have  your  blots. 


Adieu 


R,  B. 


TO   MBS.   DUNLOP. 


Mauchlins,  August  2,  1788. 

HoNOnRKD   Maiiajh, 

YODK  kind  letter  welcomed  me,  yesternight, 
to  Ayrshire.  I  am,  indeed,  seriously  angry 
with  you  at  the  quantum  of  your  luekpenny ; 
bat,  vexed  and  hurt  as  I  was,  I  could  not  help 
laughing  very  heartily  at  the  noble  lord's  apo- 
logy for  the  missed  napkin. 

I  would  write  yon  from  Nithedale,  and  give 
yon  my  direction  there,  but  I  have  scarce  an 
opportunity  of  calling  at  a  post-office  once  in  a 
fortnight.  I  am  sis  miles  from  Dumfries,  ara 
Boareely  ever  in  it  myself,  and,  as  yet,  have 
little  acquaintance  in  the  neighbaurhood.  Be- 
sides, I  am  now  very  busy  on  my  farm,  building 
a  dwelling-house ;  as  at  present  I  am  almost  an 
evangelical  man  in  Nithsdale,  for  I  have  scarce 
"where  to  lay  my  head." 

brought  tears  in  my  eyes.  "The  heart  knoweth 
its  own  sorrows,  and  a  stranger  intermeddleth 
not  therewith."  The  repository  of  these  "  sor- 
rows of  the  heart"  is  a  kind  of  saitctJim  ianclo- 
ram:  and  'tis  only  a  chosen  friend,  and  that, 
too,  at  particular  saered  times,  who  dares  enter 


"  Heavei 
That  n 


ofttf 


Tou  will  eiouse  this  quotation  for  tho  eake 
of  the  autivor.  Instead  of  entering  on  this  sub- 
ject farther,  I  shall  transcribe  you  a  few  linea 
I  wrote  in  a  hermitage,  belonging  to  a  gentle- 
man in  my  Nithsdalo  neighbourhood.  They 
are  almost  the  only  favours  the  muses  have  con- 
ferred on  me  in  that  country : — 

Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead." 

Since  I  am  in  the  way  of  tranocnb  ng,  tho 
following  were  the  pioductim  of  yesteriay  as 
I  jogged  thuugh  the  will  hills  ot  New  Cum- 
nook  I  intend  in^eiting  them  or  s  mething 
like  them  in  an  epistle  I  am  gting  to  write  to 
the  gentleman  on  whose  friendship  my  Eiciae 
hopes  defend   Mr  Graham   of  Fmtciy  one  of 

I  See  Poemg  LXXXIX  anil  XC 
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the  worthiest  and  most  accomplished  gentlemen 

>t  only  of  thia  country,  but,  1  will  dare  to  say 

it,  of  this  Rge.     The  following  are  just  the  first 

arude  thoughts  "  unhonsel'd,  aaauoirLted,  unan- 

Pity  the  tuneful  muses'  helpless  train; 
Weali,  timid  landsmen  on  life's  stormy  main; 
The  world  were  blest,  did  bliss  on  them  depend ; 
Ah,  that   "the  friendly   e'er  should  want   a 

The  little  fate  bestows  they  share  as  soon ; 
Unlike   sage,  proverb'd,  wisdom's  hard-Tming 

Let  Prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  son, 
Who  life  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun ; 
Who  feel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule ; 


Who  make  poor  villi  do  wait  open  l  should; 
We  own  they're  prudent,  but  who  owns  they're 

Te  wise  ones,  heaoe  t  ye  hart  the  social  eye ; 
God's  image  rudely  etoh'd  on  base  alloy  1 

Here  the  muse  left  me.  T  am  astiniohed  at 
what  you  tell  me  of  Anthony's  writmg  me  I 
never  reoeiyed  it.  Poor  fellow'  y  u  vei  roe 
much  by  tolling  me  that  he  is  unfjrtnnate  I 
ahall  be  in  Ayrshire  ten  days  from  this  date  I 
hare  just  room  for  an  old  Roman  farewell. 


TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


.  proof  of  th 


■orthy.J 


JSauchUne,  August  10,  1788. 
My  mcch  honoueed  Feibsh, 

TouES  of  the  24tli  June  is  before  me.  I  found 
it,  as  well  as  another  valued  friend—my  wife, 
waiting  to  welcome  me  to  Ayrshire:  I  met  both 
with  tie  sincerest  pleasure. 

When  I  write  you.  Madam,  I  do  not  sit  down 
to  answer  every  paragraph  of  yours,  by  echoing 
every  sentiment,  lilte  the  faithful  Coi 
Great  Britain  in  Parliam 
Bwering  tt  speech  from  the  best  of  Hngs  1    I 


press  myself  in  the  fulness  of  ray  heart,  and 
may,  perhaps,  be  guilty  of  neglecting  some  of 
your  kind  inquiries;  but  not  from  your  very 
old  reason,  that  Idonot  read  your  letteis  All 
your  epistles  for  seveial  months  have  cost  lae 
nothing,  except  a  swelling  throb  of  gratitude, 
or  a  deep-felt  sentiment  of  veneration 

When  Mrs  Burn*.,  Madam,  fiist  found  her- 
self ■'  as  women  wi"h  to  bo  who  love  their 
lords,"  as  I  loved  her  nearly  to  distraetion,  wa 
tooli  steps  for  a  private  marriage.  Her  parents 
got  the  hint;  and  not  only  forbade  me  her  com- 
paoy  and  their  house,  but,  on  mj  rumoured 
West  Indian  voyage,  got  a  warrant  to  put  me 
in  jail,  till  I  should  find  security  in  ray  about- 
to-be  paternal  relation.  You  know  my  lucky 
reverse  of  fortune.  On  my  (datant  return  to 
Mauohline.  I  was  made  very  welcome  to  visit 
my  ^rl.  The  usual  consequences  began  to  be- 
tray her ;  and,  as  I  was  at  that  tirae  laid  up  a 
cripple  in  Edinburgh,  she  was  turned  literally 
turned  out  of  doors,  and  I  wrote  to  a  fiiend  to 
shelter  her  till  my  return,  when  our  mauiage 
was  declared.  Her  happiness  or  miiery  were 
in  mj  hinds,  and  who  could  trifle,  with  such  a 

I  can  easily  fancy  a  more  agreeable  compa- 
nKn  for  my  journey  of  life;  but,  upon  my 
honour,  I  have  never  seen  the  individual  ii 

CironiustaEoed  as  I  am,  I  could  never  have 
got  a  female  partner  for  life,  who  could  hav 
entered  into  ray  favourite  studies,  relished  my 
favourite  authors,  &o.,  without  probably  entail- 
ing on  me  at  the  same  time  expensive  living, 
fantastic  caprice,  perhaps  apish  affectation,  with 
all  the  other  blessed  boarding-school  acquire- 
ments, which  (pardonniz  mai,  Madame,)  are 
sometimes  to  be  found  among  females  of  the 
upper  ranks,  hut  almost  universally  pervade  the 
misses  of  the  would-be  gentry. 

I  like  your  way  in  your  churoh-yard  lucubra- 
tions. Thoughts  that  are  the  spontaneous  result 
of  accidental  situations,  either  respecting  health, 
place,  or  company,  have  often  a  strength,  and 
always  an  originality,  that  would  in  vain 
looked  for  in  fancied  oircumstances  and  studied 
paragraphs.  For  rae,  I  have  often  thought  of 
keeping  a  letter,  in  progression  by  me,  to  send 
you  when  the  sheet  was  written  out.  Now  I 
talk  of  sheets,  I  raust  tell  you,  my  reason  for 
writing  to  you  on  paper  of  this  kind  ismypru. 
riency  of  writing  to  you  at  large.  A  page  of 
postison  such  a  dissocial,  narrow-minded  scale. 
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I  cannot  abide  it;  anl  double  letters,  : 
t  in  my  miscellaneoua  rcvery  manner,  are 
strous  tax  in  a  close  correspondenee. 


cxxxn. 

TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


Mlisland,  16(A  August,  1788. 
I  AM  in  a  fine  dispoeition,  my  honoured  friend, 
0  send  you  an  elegiac  epistle ;  and  naot  only 
genius  to  make  it  quite  Slienstonian  :^ 
"  Why  droopo 


better  than  ither  folks'  corn."  I  was  going  to 
make  a  New  Testament  quotation  aliout  "  cast- 
ing pearls"  but  that  would  be  too  Tirulent,  for 
the   laiJy  is   actually  a  woman  of  sense  and 

After  all  that  has  been  said  on  the  oflier  side 
of  the  question,  man  is  by  no  means  a  happy 
creature.  I  do  not  speak  of  the  eelected  few, 
favoured  by  partial  heaTen,  whose  souls  are 
tuned  to  gladness  amid  riches  and  honours,  and 
prudence  and  wisdom.  I  speak  of  the  neglected 
many,  whose  nerres,  whose  sinews,  whose  days 
are  sold  to  the  minions  of  fortune. 

If  I  thought  you  had  never  seen  it,  I  would 
transcribe  for  you  a  staitza  of  an  old  ScotUsh 
ballad,  called,  "The  Life  and  Age  of  Man;" 
beginning  thus: 


Why  si 


eulh  es 


My  increasing  cares  in  tliis,  as  yet  strange 
Bountry — gloomy  conjectures  in  the  dark  viata 
of  futurity — consciousness  of  ray  own  inability 
for  the  struggle  of  the  world— my  broadened 
mack  to  misfortune  in  a  wife  and  children; — I 
coald  indulge  these  reflections  till  my  humour 
should  ferment  into  the  most  acid  chagrin,  that 
would  corrode  the  very  thread  of  life. 

To  counterwork  these  baneful  feelings,  Ihaye 
t  down  to  write  to  you ;  as  I  declare  upon 
y  soul  I  always  find  that  the  most  soTereign 
balm  for  my  wounded  spirit. 

s  yesterday  at  Mr.  Miller's  to  dinner  for 
the  first  time.  My  reception  was  quite  to  my 
mind  from  the  lady  of  the  house  quite  flatter- 
ing She  sometimes  hits  on  a  couplet  or  two, 
mipromfitii  She  repeated  one  or  two  to  tie  ad- 
miration of  all  present.  My  aufl^rage  as  a  pro- 
feasiunal  man,  was  expected;  I  for  once  went 
agonizing  oyer  the  belly  of  my  conscience.  P»r- 
!,  ye  my  adored  household  gods,  inde- 
pendence of  spirit,  and  integrity  of  Soal !   In  the 


)    of 


i   Musical 


Muaeum,"  a  eoUeoiion  of  Scottish  songs  with 
s  talked  of.  We  got  a  song  on 
the  harpsichord,  beginning, 

"  Eavii^  winds  around  her  blowing."  I 
The  air  was  much  admired;  the  lady  of  the 
houoe  asked  me  whose  were  the  words.  "Mine, 
Madam — they  are  indeed  my  very  best  verses ;" 
she  took  not  the  smallest  notice  of  them  I  The 
old  Scottish  proverb  says  well,  "king's  caff  is 

SeeS>ngUl. 


Of  God  and  fifty-threi 


th  linndBr  year 


la  Chri 


IS  bom,  that  boughl  ue  i 


I  had  an  old  grand-ancle,  with  whom  my  I 
ther  lived  awhile  in  her  girlish  years  ;  the  good 
old  man,  for  such  he  was,  was  long  blind  ere  he 
died,  during  which  time  his  highest  enjoyment 
was  to  sit  down  and  cry,  while  my  mother  would 
nine  (he  simple  old  song  of  "  the  Life  and  Age 
of  Man." 

It  is  this  way  of  thinking ;  it  is  these  melan- 
choly ttuBia,  that  make  religion  so  precious  to 
tho  poor,  miserable  children  of  men. — If  it  is  a 
mere  phantom,  eiisting  only  in  the  heated  ima- 
gination of  enthusiasm, 

My  idle  reasonings  sometimes  make  me  a 
little  sceptical,  but  (ho  necessities  f  f  my  heart 
always  give  the  cold  philpsophioinga  the  Ik 
Who  looks  for  the  heart  weaned  ftom  earth 
the  soul  affianced  to  her  God;  the  lorre^pond 
ence  fixed  with  heaven;  the  pioua  supplication 
anil  devout  thanksgiving,  constant  as  the  viois 
situdes  of  even  and  mom  ;  who  thinka  to  meet 
with  these  in  the  court,  the  palace,  in  the  glare 
of  public  life  1  No  r  to  flud  them  in  their  pre- 
cious importance  and  divine  efficacy,  we  must 
search  among  the  obscure  recesses  of  disappoint- 
ment, affliction,  poverty,  and  diafi-ess. 


I  a 


than  pleased  with  the  length  of  my  letters.  I 
return  to  Ayrshire  middle  of  nest  week :  and  it 
quickens  my  pace  to  think  that  there  wilt 
be  a  letter  from  you  waiting  rae  there.  1 
must  be  here  again  very  soon  for  my  harvest. 
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Mid 


cxxxni. 
TO  MR.  BEUGO, 


Ellistand,  9. 


There  is  not  in  Edinburgh  above  the  number 
of  the  graces  whose  letters  would  hare  given  me 
so  much  pleasure  as  yours  of  tbe  3d  instant, 
which  only  reached  me  yesternight. 

I  am  here  on  the  farm,  busy  with  my  harrest ; 
but  for  all  that  most  pleasurable  part  of  life 
called  SOCIAL  communicaiiok,  I  am  here  at  the 
very  elbow  of  eiiatenoe.  The  only  things  that 
are  to  be  fonnd  in  this  country,  in  any  degree 
of  perfection,  are  stupidity  and  canting.  Prose 
they  only  know  in  graces,  prayers,  &c.,  and  tJia 
value  of  these  they  estimate  as  thej  do  their 
plaiding  webs — hy  the  elU  As  for  the  muses, 
they  have  as  much  an  idea  of  u  rhinoceros  as 
of  a  poet.  For  my  old  capricious  but  good- 
natured  huiij  of  a  muse — 


I  am  generally  about  half  mj  time  in  Ayrshire 
with  my  "  darling  Jean,"  and  then  I,  at  lucid 
intervals,  throw  my  homy  fist  across  my  beoob- 
webbed  lyre,  much  in  the  siime  manner  as  an 
old  wife  throws  her  hand  aerosa  the  spokes  of 
her  spinning-wheel. 

I  will  send  you  the  "  Fortunate  Shepherdess" 
as  soon  as  I  return  to  Ayrshire,  for  there  I  keep 
it  with  other  precious  treasure.  I  shall  send 
it  by  a  careful  hand,  as  I  would  not  for  any- 
thing it  should  be  mislaid  or  lost.  I  do  not 
wish  to  serve  yon  from  any  benevolence,  or 
other  grave  Christian  virtue;  'tis  purely  a  sel- 
fish gratification  of  my  own  feelings  whenever  I 
think  of  you. 

If  your  better  functions  would  give  you  lei- 
sure to  write  me,  I  should  he  eitremely  happy; 
tiat  is  to  say,  if  you  neither  keep  nor  look  for 
a  regular  coneapondence.  I  hate  the  idea  of 
being  obliged  to  write  a  letter, 
write  a  friend  twice  a  week,  at  other  tii 


I  am  esceedingly  pleased  with  your  fancy  ii 
making  the  author  you  mention  place  a  map  o! 
Iceland  instead  of  his  portrait  before  his  works : 
'twas  a  glorious  idea. 

Could  you  conveniently  do  me  one  thing? — 
whenever  you  finish  any  head  I  should  like  to 
have  a  proof  copy  of  it.  I  might  tell  you  a 
long  story  about  your  fine  genius;  but  as  what 
everybody  knows  cannot  have  escaped  you,  I 
shall  not  say  one  syllable  about  it. 


CXXXIV. 
TO   MISS   CHALMERS, 


■  Dumfries,  Sept.  IBlk,  1788. 
Whebe  are  you!  and  how  are  you?  and  is 
Lady  Mackenzie  recovering  her  health!  for  I 
have  had  but  one  solitary  letter  from  yon. 
■wUl  not  think  you  have  forgot  me.  Madam  ;  ani 
for  my  part — . 

"  When  Ihso,  Sen 


ekiJI 


"  My  heart  is  not  of  that  rock,  nor  my  soul 
careless  as  that  sea."  I  do  not  make  my  pro- 
gress among  mankind  as  a  bowl  does  among  its 
fellows— rolling  through  the  crowd  without  bear- 
ing away  any  mark  of  impression,  except  where 
they  bit  in  hostile  collision. 

I  am  here,  driven  in  with  my  harvest-folks 
by  bad  weather ;  and  as  you  and  your  sis 
once  did  me  the  honour  of  interesting  your- 
selves much  &  Vigavd  de  mm,  I  sit  down  to  1 
the  continuation  of  your  goodness.  I  can  truly 
say  that,  all  the  exterior  of  life  apart,  I  ne' 
saw  two,  whose  esteem  flattered  the  nobler  feel- 
ings of  my  soul — I  will  not  say  more,  but  so 
much  as  Lady  Mackenzie  and  Miss  Chalmers. 
When  I  think  of  you — hearts  the  best,  minds 
the  noblest  of  human  kind— unfortunate  even 
in  the  shades  of  life— when  I  think  I  have  met 
with  jou,  and  have  lived  more  of  real  life  with 
you  in  eight  days  than  I  can  do  with  almost  any  ! 
body  I  meet  with  in  eight  years— when  I  think  ■ 
on  the  improbability  of  meeting  you  in  this 
world  again — I  could  sit  down  and  ctj  like  a 
child!  If  ever  you  honoured  mo  with  a  place 
in  your  esteem,  I  trust  I  o.'m  now  plead  more 
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desert.  I  am  secure  against  tlint  crushing  grip 
of  iron  poverty,  wliicli,  alas !  is  less  or  more 
fatal  to  the  native  worth  and  purity  of,  I  foar, 
the  noWest  souls;  and  a  late  important  step  in 
my  life  has  kindly  taken  nie  out  of  the  xay  of 
those  ungrateful  iniquities,  which,  however  OTer- 
looked  in  fashionable  license,  or  Tarniahed  in 
fashionable  phrase,  are  indeed  but  lighter  and 
deeper  shades  of  villant. 

Shortly  after  my  last  return  to  Ayrshire,  I 
married  "my  Jean."  This  was  not  in  conse- 
quence of  the  attachment  of  romance,  perhaps  ; 
but  I  had  a  long  and  much-loTed  fellow-crea- 
ture's happiness  or  misery  in  my  determina- 
tion, and  I  durst  not  trifle  with  so  important  a 
deposit.  Nor  have  I  any  cause  to  repent  it.  If 
I  liave  not  got  polite  tattle,  modish  manners, 
and  fashionable  dress,  I  am  not  sickened  and 
disgusted  with  the  multifomi  curse  of  board- 
ing-school affectation:  andlhave  got  the  hand- 
somest £gure,  the  sneetest  temper,  the  soundest 
eonstitutioQ,  and  the  kindest  heart  in  the  county. 
Mrs.  Bums  believes,  as  Grmly  as  her  creed,  that 
I  am  le  pltu  bel  eiprit,  et  le  plu»  hotttiSle  hontme  in 
the  universe ;  although  she  acarcely  ever  in  her 
lifo,  eieept  the  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and  New 
Testament,  and  the  Psalms  of  David  in  metre, 
spent  Svc  minutes  together  either  on  prose  or 
verse.  I  must  except  also  from  this  last  a  cer- 
tain late  publication  of  Scots  poems,  which  she 
has  perused  very  devoutly ;  and  all  iiie  ballads 
in  the  country,  as  she  has  (0  the  partial  lover  1 
you  will  cry)  the  finest  "  wood-nOt«  wild"  I 
ever  heard.  I  am  the  more  particular  in  this 
lady's  character,  as  I  know  she  will  lienceforth 
have  the  honour  of  a  share  in  your  best  wishes. 
She  is  still  at  Manchline,  as  I  am  building  my 
house  ;  for  this  hovel  that  I  shelter  in,  while 
occasionally  here,  is  pervious  to  every  blast  that 
blows,  and  every  shower  that  falls ;  and  I  ant 
only  preserved  from  being  chilled  to  death  by 
being  suffocated  with  smoke.  I  do  not  find  my 
farm  that  pennyworth  I  -was  taught  to  eipect, 
but  I  believe,  in  dme,  it  may  be  a  saving  bar- 
gain. You  will  be  pleased  to  hear  that  I  have 
laid  aside  idle  Mai,  and  bind  every  day  after 
my  reapers. 

To  save  me  from  that  horrid  situation  of  at 
any  time  going  down  in  a  losing  bargain  of  a 
farm,  to  misery,  I  have  taken  my  Escise  in- 
structions, and  have  my  commission  in  my 
pocket  for  any  emergency  of  fortune.  If  I 
could  set  all  before  your  view,  whatever  disre- 
spect yon,  in  common  with  the  world,  Lave  for 


this  bus!] 


is,  I  know  yoa  would  approve  of  my 


I  will  make  no  apology,  dear  Madam,  for  this 
egotistic  detail;  I  know  you  and  your  sister 
will  be  interested  in  every  eircumstance  of  it. 
What  signify  the  silly,  idlo  gewgaws  of  wealth, 
or  the  ideal  trumpery  of  greatness  !  When  fel- 
low-partakers of  the  same  nature  fear  the  same 
God,  have  the  same  benevolence  of  heart,  the 
same  nobleness  of  soul,  the  same  detestation  ai 
everything  dishonest,  and  the  same  Scorn  at 
everything  unworthy — if  they  are  not  in  the 
dependence  of  absolute  beggary,  in  the  name 
of  common  sense  are  they  not  EftUALs  ?  And  if 
th^  bias,  the  instinctive  bias,  of  their  souls  run 
the  same  way,  why  may  they  not  he  tSixsDn  t 

When  I  may  have  an  opportunity  of  sending 
you  this,  Heaven  only  knows.  Shenstone  says, 
"  When  one  is  confined  idle  within  doors  by  bad 
weather,  the  best  antidote  against  ernitii  is  to 
read  the  letters  of  or  write  to,  one's  friends  ;"in 
that  case  thon,  if  the  weather  continues  thns, 
I  may  scrawl  you  half  a  quire. 

I  very  lately — to  wit,  since  harvest  began — 
wrote  a  poem,  not  in  imitation,  hut  in  the  man- 
ner, of  Pope's  Moral  Epistles.  It  is  only  a  short 
essay,  just  to  try  the  strength  of  ay  muse's 
pinion  in  that  way.  I  will  send  you  a  copy  of 
it,  when  once  I  have  heard  from  you.  I  have 
likewise  been  laying  the  foundation  of  some 
pretty  large  poetic  works  ;  how  the  superstruc- 
ture will  come  on,  I  leave  to  that  great  maker 
and  marrcr  of  projects — time.  Johnson's  col- 
lection of  Scots  songs  is  going  on  in  the  third 
volume ;  and,  of  consequence,  finds  me  a  con- 
sumpt  for  a  great  deal  of  idle  metre.  One  of 
the  most  tolerable  things  I  have  done  in  that 
way  is  two  stanzas  I  made  to  an  air,  a  musical 
gentleman  of  my  acquaintance  composed  for 
the  anniversary  of  his  wedding-day,  which  hap- 
pens on  the  seventh  of  November.  Take  it  as 
follows ; — 

"  The  day  returns — ^my  bosom  burns. 
The  blissful  day  we  twa  did  meet,"  &c.' 

I  shall  give  over  this  letter  for  shame.  If  I 
should  be  seised  with  a  scribbling  fit,  before 
this  goes  away,  I  shall  make  it  another  letter; 
and  then  you  may  allow  your  patience  a  week's 
respite  between  the  two.  I  have  not  room  for 
more  than  the  old,  kind,  hearty  farewell. 
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To  make  Eome  amendB,  mcj  chires  Mcsdames, 
for  dragf^ng  you  on  to  this  Beeond  sheet,  anil 
to  relieve  a  little  the  tireaomeoesa  of  mj  aDfla- 
died  and  aneorrectible  prose,  I  shiU  transcribe 
/ju  some  of  my  late  poetic  bagatelles  ;  thuugli 
I  haye,  these  eight  or  ten  months,  done  very 
little  that  way.  One  day  in  a  hermitagB  on 
the  banks  of  Nith,  belonging  to  a  gentleman  in 
:i\j  neighbourhood,  who  is  so  good  as  give  me  a 
key  at  pleasure,  I  wrote  as  follows  ;  supposing 
myaelf  the  sequestered,  Tenerable  inhabitant  of 
Ihe  lonely  mansion. 


TO   MR.    MORISON, 


Mt  d 


Mlwiicad,  September  22,  1788. 
\  Sib, 


NBOESSirr  obliges 
even  before  it  be  plastered.  I  will  inhabit  the 
nn«  end  until  theotheris finished.  About  three 
weeks  more,  I  think,  will  at  farthest  be  my  time, 
beyond  which  loaimotstayinthia  present  bouse. 
If  ever  you  wished  to  deserve  the  blessing  of  him 
that  was  ready  to  periah ;  if  ever  you  were  in 
a  situation  that  a  little  kindness  would  have  res- 
cued you  from  many  evila ;  if  ever  you  tope  to 
find  rest  in  future  atates  of  untried  being — get 
these  mattera  of  mine  ready.  My  servant  will 
be  out  in  the  be^nning  of  nest  week  foe  the 
clock.     My  compliments  to  Mrs.  Moriaon. 


lai 


After  all  my  tribulation, 

Dear  Sir,  yours. 


CXXXVI. 
TO   MRS.   DUNLOP, 


;  but  ao 


Vfithc 


than  when  I  received  youra  of  the  12th  instant. 
To  make  myself  understood ;  I  had  wrote  U 
Graham,  enclosing  my  poem  addressed  to 
and  the  same  [lost  which  favoured  me  ■with 
yours  brought  me  an  answer  from  him.  It  was 
dated  the  very  day  ho  had  received  mine  ;  and  I 
am  quite  at  a  loss  to  say  whether  it  was  moat 

Your  criticisms,  my  honoured  benefaotreaa, 
are  truly  the  work  of  a  friend.  They  are  not 
the  blasting  depredations  of  a  canker-toothed, 
caterpillar  critic:  nor  are  they  the  fair  state- 
ment of  cold  impartiality,  balancing  rnith  un- 
feeling exactitude  the  pro  and  con  of  an  author's 
merits;  they  are  the  judicious  observations  of 
animated  friendship,  selecting  the  beanliea  of 
the  piece.  I  have  just  arrived  from  Nithsdale, 
and  will  be  here  a  fortnight.  I  w 
back  this  morning  by  three  o'clock;  for  between 
my  wife  and  my  farm  is  juat  forty-sis  miles. 
As  I  jogged  on  in  the  dark,  I  was  taken  with  a 
poetic  fit  as  follows ; 

"  Mrs.  Ferguson  of  Craigdarroch's  lamenta- 
tion for  the  death  of  her  son ;  an  uncommonly 
promising  youth  of  eighteen  or  nineteen  years 

"  Fate  gave  the  word— the  arrow  sped. 
And  pierced  my  darling's  heart."* 

You  will  notaend  me  your  poetic  rambles, 
you  see  I  am  no  niggard  of  mine.     I  am 
your  impromptus  give  me  double  pit 
falla  iW)m  your  pen  can  neither  be 
ing  in  itself,  nor  indifferent  to  me. 

The  one  fault  you  found,  is  just;  but  I  cannot 
pleaae  myaelf  in  an  emendation. 

What  a  life  of  solicitude  i  a  the  life  of  a  parent! 
Ton  interested  me  much  in  vour  young  couple 

I  would  no   ta      m 

my  dirty  long  fr    d 

drawl  into   t  d  wi 


but. 
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thing  larger  ttan  a  quarto,  aud  so  1 
out  another  rbjme  of  iJiia  morning'! 


manufao- 


I  will  pay  the  aapientipotent  George,  most 


lilieflrfuUy,  lo  hoar  from  jou 


TO   ME.   PETER   HILL. 


IB  of  the  High-achool  of  Bdin- 
translated  the  beautiful  etary 

MaacMme,  Ist  October,  1788. 

I  HAVE  been,  here  in  tliia  country  about  three 
daye,  and  all  that  time  my  chief  reading  has 
been  the  "Address  to  Loohlomond"  you  were 
BO  obliging  as  to  send  to  me.  Were  I  impan- 
nelled  one  of  the  author's  jury,  to  determine 
his  criminality  respecting  the  sin  of  poesy,  mj 
verdict  should  be  "  guilty  1  a  poet  of  nature's 
mating!"  ,  It  is  aa  esoellcnt  method  for  im- 
pniTement,  and  what  I  believe  erery  poet  does, 
■to  place  some  favourite  classic  author  in  his  own 
walks  of  study  and  composition,  before  him  as 
a  model.  Tbongh  your  author  had  not  men- 
tioned the  name,  I  could  have,  at  half  a  glance, 
guessed  his  model  to  be  Thomson.  WJtZ  my 
brother-poet  forgive  me,  if  I  venture  to  hint 
that  his  imitation  of  that  immortal  bard  it  in 
two  or  three  places  rather  more  servile  tban 
sucli  a  genius  as  his  required  : — e.  g. 

"  To  BDOtlie  the  modd«nii^  pasfliora  all  lo  poacfl  " 


Thou 


I  think  the  "Address"  is  in  simplicity,  har- 
mony, and  elegance  of  yerEification,  fully  equal 
t<i  tie  "  Seasons."  Like  Thomson,  too,  he  has 
looked  into  nature  for  himself;  you  meet  with 
no  copied  description.  One  particular  oritiDsni 
I  made  at  first  reading  ;  in  no  one  instauoe  has 
he  said  too  raucb.  He  never  flags  in  his  pro- 
gress, but,  like  a  true  poet  of  nature's  making 
kindles  in  his  course.  His  beginning  is  simple 
and  modest,  as  if  distrustful  of  the  strength  of 
his  pinion  ;  only,  I  do  not  altogether  like— 


Tlie 


ig  lliat' 


lobly  greJi 


Fiction  is  the  soul  of  many  a  song  that  is 
nobly  great.     Perhaps  I  am  wrong;  tbis  may 


be  but  a  prose  criticism.  la  not  the  phrase,  in 
line  7,  page  6,  "Great  lake,"  too  much  vulgar- 
ized  by  evarj-day  language  for  so  sublime  a 

"  Great  mttBs  of  waters,  Iheme  for  nobler  song," 


of  a  comparison  with  otlier  lakes  is  at  once  har- 
monious and  poetic.  Every  reader's  ideas  must 
sweep  the 

The  perspective  that  follows  mountains  blua 
—the  imprisoned  billows  beating  in  vain— the 
wooded  isles — the  digression  on  the  yew-tree — 
"  Ben-lomond'a  lofty,  cloud-envelop'd  head,"  &.c. 
are  beautiful.  A  thunder-storm  is  a  subject 
which  has  been  often  tried,  yet  our  poet  in  hb 
grand  picture  has  interjected  a  cixoumstanca, 
so  far  as  I  know,  entirely  original; — 

",he  gloom 

Deep  neam'd  with  frequent  Etreaks  of  moviog  lire." 
In  his  preface  to  the  Storm,  "  the  glens  how 
dark  between,"  is  noble  highland  landscape! 
The  "rain  ploughing  the  red  mould,"  too.  is 
beautifully  fancied.  "Ben-lomond'slofly,  path- 
less top,"  is  a  good  eipression ;  and  the  sur- 
rounding view  from  it  is  truly  great :  the 


is  well  described;  and  bere  he  has  contrived  to 
enliven  his  poem  with  a  little  of  that  passion 
which  bills  fair,  I  think,  to  usurp  the  modem 
mu-es  altogether.  I  know  not  how  far  this 
epiaode  is  a  beauty  upon  the  whole,  but  the 
swains  wish  to  carry  "some  faint  idea  of  lie 
vision  bright,"  to  entertain  her  "  partial  lia- 
ieniug  ear,"  is  a  pretty  thought.  But  in  my 
opinion  the  most  beautiful  passages  in  tJie  whole 
poem  are  the  fowls  crowding,  in  wintry  frosts, 
to  Lochlomond's  "  hospitable  flood ;"  their 
wheeling  round,  their  lighting,  miiing,  diving, 
S.C  ,  and  the  glorious  description  of  the  sports- 
man This  last  is  eijual  to  anything  in  the 
"  ScaSons."  The  idea  of  "the  floating  tribe 
distant  seen,  far  glistering  to  the  moon,"  pro- 
voking his  eye  as  he  is  obliged  to  leave  them, 
is  a  noble  ray  of  poetic  genius.  "The howling 
winds,"  the  "hideous  roar"  of  the  white  cas- 
cades," are  all  in  the  same  style. 

1  forget  that  while  I  am  thus  holding  forth 
with  the  heedless  warmth  of  an  enthusiast,  I 
am  perhaps  tiring  you  with  nonsense.  I  must, 
however,  mention  that  the  last  versa  of  tlie  six- 
teenth page  is  one  of  the  most  elegant  compli 
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menth  I  haTe  ever  seen.  I  must  likewise  notice 
that  beautiful  paragraph  beginning.  "The 
gleaming  lake,"  &c.  I  dare  not  go  into  the 
particular  beftuties  of  tie  last  two  paragrapte, 
but  they  are  admirably  fine,  and  truly  Ossiaoie. 
I  must  beg  your  pardon  for  this  lengthened 
scrawl  I  had  no  idea  of  it  when  I  began — I 
should  like  to  know  who  the  aathor  is;  but, 
trhoever  he  be,  please  present  him  with  my 
grateful  thanks  for  the  entertainment  he  has 
afforded  me. 

him  two  books,  "Letters  i 
tial  to  Man,"  a  book  you 
"  Ihe  World  unmasked,  o 
greatest  Cheat,"  Send  i 
opportunity.  The  Bible  yon  sent  me  is  truly 
elegant;  I  onlymehit  had  been  in  two  volumes. 
R.  B. 


OXXXVIII. 
TO   THE  EDITOR  OF  "THE   STAR." 


n  the  Keligion  esseu- 
^ent  me  before ;  and 
■  the  Philosopher  the 
;   them  by  the  first 


rto  p 

eaehed  the  Betmon  which  ftia 

n  equally  worlhy  and  stern— a 

Mm 

lay:hersreived"3ham,oni- 

:]"  to  a  emu 

pendlhanlhatufDimEcore- 

eeptsdi..] 

Novsniher  8tlt,  1788. 

KOTwiTHSTABBiiw  the  opprobriouB  epithets 
with  which  some  of  our  philosophers  and  gloomy 
Bectarians  have  branded  our  natvu-e — the  prin- 
ciple of  universal  aelSshness,  the  proneoess  to 
all  evi!,  they  haTe  given  us ;  atill  the  detestation 

lence  to  the  fallen,  are  held  by  all  mankind, 
ehows  that  they  are  not  natives  of  the  human 
heart.  Even  the  unhappy  partner  of  our  kind, 
who  is  undone,  the  bitter  consequence  of  hia 
follies  or  hia  crimes,  who  but  sympathizes  with 
the  miseries  of  this  mined  profligate  brother? 
We  forget  the  injuries  and  feel  for  the  man. 

I  went,  last  Wednesday,  to  my  parish  church, 
most  cordially  to  join  in  gratefiil  acknowledg- 
ment to  the  Author  of  all  Good,  for  the  con- 
sequent blessings  of  theglorious  revolution.  To 
that  auapieioua  event  we  owe  no  less  than  our 
liberties,  civil  and  religious  ;  to  it  we  are  like- 
wise indebted  for  the  present  Royal  Family,  the 
ruling  features  of  whose  administration  have 
ever  been  mildness  to  the  Hubject,  and  teuder- 
[■ess  othis  rights. 

Bred  and  educated  in  revolution  principles, 


the  principles  of  reaso 
could  not  be  any  silly  political  prqudice  which 
made  my  heart  revolt  at  the  harsh  abusive  m 
□er  in  which  the  reverend  gentleman  mentioned 
fie  House  of  Stewart,  and  which,  I  am  afraid, 
wa3  too  much  the  language  of  the  day.  We 
may  rejoice  sufficiently  in  oar  deliverance  fro 
past  evils,  without  cruelly  raking  up  the  ashes 
of  those  whose  misfortune  it 
much  as  their  crime,  to  be  the  authors  of  those 
evils ;  and  we  may  bless  GoQ  for  all  h 
ness  to  us  as  a  nation,  without  at  the  s) 
cursing  a  few  ruined,  powerless  exiles,  who 
only  harbonred  ideas,  and  made  attempts,  tJiat 
most  of  us  would  have  done,  had  we  been  in 

"  The  bloody  and  tyrannical  House  of  Stew- 
art" may  be  said  with  propriety  and  justice, 
when  compared  with  the  present  royal  family, 
and  the  sentiments  of  our  days ;  but  is  there 
no  allowance  to  be  made  for  the  n 
the  times  f  Were  the  royal  contemporaries  of 
the  Stewarts  more  attentive  to  their  subjects' 
rights?  Might  not  the  epithets  of  "bloody  and 
tyrannical"  be,  with  at  least  equal  justio 
applied  to  the  House  of  Tudor,  of  York,  or  an 
other  of  their  predecessors! 

The  simple  state  of  the  case.  Sir,  seems  to  b 
this; — At  that  period,  the  seiecae  of  govern- 
ment, the  knowledge  of  the  ti^e  relation  be- 
tween king  and  subject,  was,  like  other  sciences 
and  other  knowledge,  just  in  its  infancy, 
emerging  from  dark  ages  of  ignorance  and  bar- 

Tbo  Stewarts  only  contended  for  prerogatives 
which  they  knew  their  predecessors  enjoyed, 
and  which  they  saw  their  contemporaries  enjoy- 
ing; but  these  prerogatives  were  inimical  to 
the  happiness  of  a  nation  and  the  rights  of  sub- 
In  this  contest  between  prince  and  people, 
the  consequence  of  that  light  of  science  which 
had  lately  dawned  over  Europe,  th' 
France,  for  eiample, 
struggling  liberties  of  his  people: 
Inckily  the  monarch  failed,  and  his  i 
able  pretensions  fell  a  sacrifice  to  our  rights 
and  happiness.  Whether  it  was  owing  to  the 
wisdom  of  leading  individuals,  or  to  the  just- 
ling  of  parties,  I  cannot  pretend  to  determine; 
but  likewise  happily  for  us,  the  kingly  power 
was  shifted  into  another  branch  of  the  family, 
who,  as  they  owed  the  throne  solely  to  the  call 
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of  a  frpu  pftople,  could  claLm  nothing  inooD- 
eibteut  with  tlie  cnnTenaated  terms  which  placed 
thetu  there. 

The  Stewarts  have  been  condemned  and 
laughed  at  for  the  follj  and  impracticability 
of  their  attempts  in  1715  and  1745.  That  they 
failed,   I  bless   God;  li 

ridicule  agaiast  them  th 

the  abilities  or  defe  m 

mandere   are   often  h  nn  to 

touchstone  of  esigen 

oapriee  of  furtuae,  an  in  p         ul 

accidents   and  conjuu  m  tan 

which  exalt  us  aa  heroes,  or  brand  us  as  mad- 
men, just  as  they  are  for  or  against  us  ! 

Man,  Mr.  Publisher,  is  a  strange,  weak,  in- 
oonsistent  Leing  ;  who  would  believe,  Sir,  that 
in  this  onr  Aagustan  age  of  liberality  and  re- 
finement, while  we  seem  so  justly  sensible  and 
jealous  of  our  rights  and  liberties,  and  animated 
with  such  indlgnatioQ  against  the  very  memory 
of  those  wlio  would  have  subrerted  them — that 
a  certain  people  under  our  national  protection 
should  complain,  not  against  our  monarch  and 
a  few  favourite  adviseca,  but  against  onr  wHOte 
LBOisLiTivB  BODY,  for  similar  oppression,  and 
almost  in  the  very  same  t«rms,  as  our  forefa- 
thers did  of  the  house  of  Stewart!  I  will  not, 
I  cannot  enter  into  the  merits  of  the  cause  ;  but 
I  dare  say  the  American  Congress,  in  1776,  will 
be  allowed  to  be  as  able  and  as  enlightened  as 
the  English  Convention  was  in  1688;  and  that 
their  posterity  will  celebrate  the  centenary  of 
their  deliverance  from  us,  as  duly  and 
as  we  do  ours  from  the  oppref 
the  wrong-headed  House  of  Stewart. 

To  eoiiclnde,  Sir;  let  every  man  who  has  a 
tear  for  the  many  miseries  inddent  to  humanity 
feel  for  a  family  iUnstrious  as  any  in  Europe, 
and  unfortunate  heyond  historic  precedent ;  and 
let  every  Briton  (and  particularly  every  Scots- 
man) who  ever  looked  with  reverential  pity  on 
the  dotage  of  a  parent,  east  a  veil  over  tie  fatal 
mistakes  of  the  kings  of  his  forefathers. 


CXXXIX. 
TO   MRS.   DUNLOP, 


MauchUne,  IZth  Novemher,  1788. 
Madam, 

I  HAD  the  very  great  pleasure  of  dining  at 
Dunlop  yesterday.     Men  are  said  to  flattOF  wo- 
men because  they  are  weak;  if  it  is  so,  poets 
must  be  weaker  still ;  for  Misses  E.  and  K.  and 
G    MK.,  with  their  flattering  attentions, 
tf     compliments,  absolutely  turned  my 
own  they  did  not  lard  me  over  as 
m  et  does  bis  patron,  buttbey  sointoxi- 

te  m  with  tbeir  sly  insinuations  aJid  deli- 
los  of  compliment,  that  if  it  had  not 
lucky  recollection,  how  much  ad.di- 
tional  weight  and  lustre  your  good  opinion  and 
friendship  must  give  me  in  that  circle,  I  had 
certainly  looked  upon  myself  as  a  person  of  no 
small  consequence.  I  dare  not  say  one  wocd 
how  much  I  was  charmed  with  the  Major's 
friendly  welcome,  elegant  manner,  and  acute  re- 
mark, lest  I  should  be  ibought  to  overbalance 
my  orientftlisms  of  applause  over-against  the 
finest  quey^  in  Ayrshire,  which  he  made  me  a 
present  of  to  help  and  adorn  my  farm-stock. 
As  it  was  on  hallow-day,  I  am  determined  an- 
nually, as  that  day  returns,  to  decorate  her  horna 
with  an  ode  of  gratitude  io  the  family  of  Dunlop. 

So  soon  as  I  know  of  your  arrival  at  Dunlop, 
I  will  take  the  first  oonvenieooy  to  dedicate  a 
day,  or  perhaps  two,  to  jou  and  friendship, 
under  the  gnaranteo  of  the  Major's  hospitality. 
There  will  soon  be  threescore  and  ten  mUea  of 
permanent  distance  between  us  ;  and  now  that 
youl-  friendship  and  friendly  correspondence  ia 
entwisted  with  the  heart-strings  of  my  enjoy- 
ment of  life,  I  must  indulge  myself  in  a  happy 
day  of  "  The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of 
soul."  K,  B. 


CXL. 
TO   ME.  JAMES   JOHNSON, 


[Jan 


ily  refused  tn  give  a  copy  of  tbeMuEicsJ  Museum  to 
Burns,  who  desired  to  bestow  it  oa  one  tn  whom  h» 

of  the  poet's  life,  and  aflei  llie  McEenm  had  been  bright- 
ened by  so  mucli  of  his  lyric  verse.] 

Mdueliline,  Novemhtr  Ihth,  1788. 
Mt  deae  Sm, 
1  BAVB  sent  you  two  more  songs.  If  you  havo 
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got  any  tunca,  or  anything  to  correct,  please 
Bend  them  by  return  of  the  carrier. 

I  can  easily  see,  my  dear  friend,  liiat  yoa 
w  P  obably  haTe  four  volumes     Perhaps 

u  m  y  not  find  your  atcount  Imratively  in 
th  a  bus  u  ss ;  but  you  are  a  pitiiot  lor  the 
mu£  f  Tour  country,  and  I  am  certain 
p  y  will  look  on  themaeWes  as  highly  io- 

li  b  your  public  spirit    Benot  in  ahurvy; 

g      n  correctly   ind  your  name  ■ihall  be 

I  am  epar  g  a  flam  ng  p  eface  for  your 
t  d  V  umc  I  sec  every  da  new  mus  cal 
ju  ca  ns  advert  ed  1  ut  what  are  they! 
Gaudy  bunted  b  tterfl  es  of  a  day  anl  then 
an  h.  ever  but  your  w  rk  w  11  o  t  ye  the 
m  m  □  a  y  neglects  of  idle  fashion,  and  defy 
h  h    ftime. 

H  y  u  never  a  tajr  goddess  that  leads  you 
a  w  d  g  e  chase  of  amorous  devotion  ?  Let 
me  know  a  few  of  her  qualities,  such  as  whether 
ahe  be  rather  black,  or  fair;  plump,  or  thin; 
sliort,  or  tali,  &c. ;  and  choose  year  air,  and  I 
shall  task  my  muse  to  celebrate  her. 

B.  B. 


TO   DR.   BLACKLOGK. 


acklDck,  Oiough  liliai 


Mth."I 


;ruly  hav 


Mauchlme,  November  15th,  1788. 

ReVEBENS   and   DEAIt    SlB, 

As  I  hear  nothing  of  your  motions,  but  that 
you  are,  or  were,  out  of  town,  I  do  not  know 
where  this  may  find  you,  or  whether  it  will  find 
you  at  all.  I  wrote  you  a  long  letter,  dated 
from  the  land  of  matrimony,  in  June  ;  but  either 
it  had  not  found  yoa,  or,  what  I  dread  mora,  it 
found  you  or  Mrs.  Blaeklook  in  too  precarious 
a  state  of  health  and  spirits  to  take  notice  of 
an  idle  packet. 

I  have  done  many  little  things  for  Johnson, 
since  1  Iiad  tlie  pleasure  of  seeing  you ;  and  I 
have  finished  one  piece,  in  the  way  of  Pope's 
"  Moral  Epistles ;"  but,  from  your  silence,  I 
have  everything  to  fear,  so  I  liave  onlysent  you 
I  melancholy  things,  irhich  I  tremble  lest 
they  should  too  well  suit  the  tone  of  your  pre- 
sent feelings. 

In  a  fortnight  I  move,  bag  and  baggage,  to 


Hithsdale ;  till  then,  my  direction  is  at  this 
place ;  after  that  period,  it  will  be  at  ElUsland, 
near  Dumfries.  It  would  extremely  oblige  me, 
were  it  but  half  a  line,  to  let  me  know  how  you 
are,  and  where  you  are.  Can  I  be  indifferent 
to  the  fate  of  a  man  to  whom  I 
A  man  whom  I  not  only  esteem,  but  i 

My  warmest  good  wishes  and  most  respectful 
compliments  to  Mrs.  Blacklock,  and  Mies  John- 
ston, if  sho  is  witli  you. 

I  cannot  conclude  without  telling  you  that  I 
am  more  and  more  pleased  with  the  step  I 
took  respecting  "my  Jean."  Two  things,  from 
my  happy  eiperienoe,  I  set  down  as  apothegms 
in  life.  A  wife's  Lead  is  immaterial,  com- 
pared with  her  heart;  and — "Virtue's  [for wis- 
dom what  poet  pretends  to  itt)  ways  are  w^ija 
of  pleasantness,  and  all  her  paths  are  peace." 
Adieu  I  E.  B. 


"  The  Mot) 


tfRS,   DUNLOP. 


J  of 


lely 


na  December,  1788. 
Fbiend, 

Toons,  dated  Edinburgh,  which  I  have  jus 
read,  makes  me  very  unhappy.  "Almost  blind 
and  wholly  deaf,"  &r,e  melancholy  news 
human  nature  ;  but  w'jen  told  of  a  much-loved 
and  honoured  friend,  Ihey  carry  misery  in  the 
sonnd.  Goodness  on  your  part,  and  gratitude 
on  mine,  began  n  tie  which  has  gradually  cn- 
twisted  ifaelf  amiog  ths  dearest  chords  of  my 
bosom,  and  I  trefible  at  Ifie  omens  of  your  Lite 
and  present  ailli-g  haoit  and  shattered  health. 
You  misoalculftic  itatlera  widely,  when  you  for- 
bid my  wnitin^  on  you,  lest  it  should  hurt  my 
worldly  oonc'jrii*.  My  small  scale  of  farming 
is  exceediagly  more  simple  and  easy  than  what 
you  have  laUly  seen  at  Moreliam  Mains.  But, 
be  that  M  it  may,  the  heart  of  the  man  and  the 
fancy  of  the  poet  are  the  two  grand  considera- 
tions for  which  I  live  ;  if  miry  ridges  and  dirty 
dunghills  are  to  engross  the  best  part  of  the 
functions  of  my  soul  immortal,  I  had  better  been 
a  rook  or  a  magpie  at  once,  and  then  I  shouli? 
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lot  have  been  plagued  with  any  ideas  superior 
o  breaking  of  clods  and  picking  np  grubs;  not 
,0  mention  bam-dooc  cocks  or  mallards 
tures  witli  wbieh  I  could  almost  eichang    1 

any  time.     If  you   continue  bo  deaf   I    m 
afraid  ayisitwill  be  no  great  pleasure  to      h 
us  ;  but  if  I  hear  joa  are  got  so  well     g 
to  be  able  to  relish  eonTecsation,  lo  li  y 
it,   Madam,  for  I  will  make  my  th      t 
8  good.     I  am  to  he  at  the  New-ye      i  y 
fair  of  Ayr ;  and,  by  all  that  is  saered        li 
world,  friend,  I  will  come  and  see  you. 

Your  meeting,  which  yoa  so  well  describe, 
with  your  old  schoolfellow  and  friend,  was 
truly  interesting.  Out  upon  the  ways  of  the 
world! — They  spoil  "these  social  offsprings  of 
the  heart."  Two  teterans  of  the  "men  of  the 
world"  would  have  met  with  little  wore  heart- 
workings  than  two  old  hacks  worn  out  on  the 
road.  Apropos,  is  not  the  Scotch  phrase,  "Auld 
lang  syne,"  exceedingly  eipreseiTe  ?  There  la 
an  old  song  and  tune  which  has  oft«n  Ibrilled 
through  my  soul.  You  know  I  am  an  entbu'Jja'Jt 
in  old  Scotch  eonga.  I  shall  giie  you  the  yersea 
on  the  other  sheet,  as  I  suppose  Mr.  Ear  will 
save  you  the  poatage. 

"  Shonid  anld  aoqnBinlance  ba  foifot  i"' 
Light  be  the  turf  on  the  breast  of  the  heaven 
inapirc  !  poet  who  composed  this  glorioui  frag 
ment  There  is  more  of  the  fire  of  native  genius 
m  it  than  in  half-a-dozen  of  modem  English 
Eacohaoalians!  Now  I  am  on  my  hobby  horse, 
I  cannot  help  inserting  two  other  old  stanzas 
whioh  please  me  mightily: — 


"  Go  fel 


R  B 


TO   MISS   DAVIES. 


Ma]>a.u, 

)  my  very  worthy  neighbour, 
1,  has  informed  you  that  I  have  made 
you  the  subject  of  some  yerses.  There  is  some- 
thing BO  provoking  in  the  idea  of  being  the  bur- 
then of  a  ballad,  that  I  do  not  think  Job  or 
Moses,  though  such  patterns  of  patience  and 

I  Sea  aong  CCX.  i  Sea  Song  LXSII. 


meekness,  could  have  resisted  the  curiosity  to 
know  what  tiiat  hallad  was ;  so  toy  worthy 
f  '  d  h  done  me  a  misoiiicf,  which  I  dare  say 
b  intended ;  and  reduced  me  to  the  an 

ft  t  altcmativa  of  leaving  your  curiosity 
moT  t  fl  d,  or  else  disgusting  you  with  foolish 
the  unfinished  production  of  a  random 
mm  f  ajid  never  meant  to  have  met  your 
1  have  heard  or  read  somewhere  of  a 
g  tl  m  n  who  had  some  genius,  mnch  eccen- 
tr  y  d  very  considerable  dexterity  with  bis 
p  1  In  the  accidental  group  of  life  into 
wh  oh  one  is  thrown,  wherever  this  gentleman 
met  with  a  character  in  a  more  than  ordinary 
degree  congenial  to  his  heart,  he  used  to  steal 
a  sketch  of  the  face,  merely,  he  said,  as  a  noM 
hme,  to  point  out  the  agreeable  recollection  to 
his  memory.  What  this  gentleman's  pencil  was 
to  him,  my  muse  is  to  me  ;  and  the  verses  I  do 
myself  the  honour  to  send  you  are  a  memetdn 
exactly  of  the  same  ^nd  that  he  indulged  in. 

It  may  be  miro  owing  to  the  fastidiousness 
of  my  capnoe  than  the  delicacy  of  my  taste ; 
but  I  am  so  often  tired,  disgusted  and  hurt  with 
insipidity,  affeotation,  and  [ride  of  mankind, 
that  when  I  meet  with  a  person  "  after  my  own 
heart  '  I  positively  feel  what  an  orthodos  Pro- 
testant would  call  a  species  of  idolatry,  which 
aots  on  my  lancy  like  inspiration;  and  I  can 
no  more  delist  rhyming  on  tie  impulse,  than 
an  ^olian  harp  can  refuse  its  tones  to  the 
streaming  air  A  distich  or  two  would  be  the 
consequence,  though  the  object  which  hit  my 
lancy  were  gray  bearded  ago  ;  hat  where  my 
theme  is  youth  and  beauty  a  young  lady  whose 
personal  charms,  wit,  and  sentiment  are  equally 
"triking  and  unaffected — by  heavonsl  though 
I  had  lived  three  score  years  a  married  man, 
and  three  so  re  years  before  I  was  a  mar- 
ried man,  my  imagination  would  hallow  the 
very  idea  an  1  I  am  truly  torry  that  the  in- 
cbsed  staniaa  have  done  such  poor  justice  to 
such  a  subject  B.  B. 


CXLIV. 

TO   MR.   JOHN   TENNANT. 

[The  mil!  of  Jolin  Currie  stood  on  a  Eiaall  straam  which 
fBd  Ihe  loch  of  Friar'a  Caree— naar  the  house  of  the  dame 
of  whom  ho  sang,  "  Sic  a  wife  as  WiUie  had."] 

December  22,  1T88. 
tried  my  cask  of  whiskey  for  the 
I,  and  I  assure  you  it  does  you  great 
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credit.  It  will  bear  five  waiters  strong ;  or  aix 
oniinaij  toddj.  The  whiskey  of  this  eountrj 
ia  a  most  rasoally  liquor  ;  and,  by  consequence, 
only  drank  by  the  most  rascally  part  of  tho  in- 
habitaute.  I  am  persuaded,  if  yoa  onoe  get  a 
footing  here,  you  might  do  a  great  deal  of  busi- 
ness, in  the  way  of  oonsumpt ;  and  should  you 
commence  disdller  again,  this  ia  (he  native 
barley  country.  I  am  ignorant  if,  in  your  pre- 
sent way  of  dealing,  you  would  think  it  worth 
your  while  to  extend  yonr  bnaiuess  bo  ft 
this  country  side.  I  write  you  this  on 
account  of  ftu  accident,  which  I  must  take  the 
merit  of  having  partly  designed  to.  A  neigh- 
bour of  mine,  a  Joiin  Currie,  miller  in  Carse- 
mill — a  man  who  is,  in  a  word,  a  "  very"  good 
man,  even  for  a  £500  bargain— he  and  bis  wife 
were  in  my  house  the  time  I  broke  open  the 
cask.  Thej  keep  a  country  public-houae  and 
sell  a  great  deal  of  foreign  spirits,  but  ail  along 
thought  that  whiskey  would  have  degraded  this 
house.  Thej  were  perfectly  astonished  at  my 
whiskey,  both  for  its  tasto  and  strength;  and, 
by  their  desire,  I  write  you  to  know  if  you  could 
supply  them  with  liquor  of  an  equal  quality, 
and  what  price,  PlorLse  write  me  by  first  post, 
and  direct  to  mo  at  EUislaud,  near  Dumfries. 
If  you  could  take  a  jaunt  this  way  yourself,  I 
have  a  spare  spoon,  knife  and  fork  very  much  at 
your  service.  My  compliments  to  Mrs.  Ten- 
nant,  and  all  the  good  folks  in  Glenconnel  and 
Barquharrie.  r.  b. 


TO   MK8.   DUNLOP. 


lethanl 


ilj 


ElMdmd,  NeiP-year-day  Morning,  1789. 

This,  dear  Madam,  is  a  morning  of  wishes, 
and  would  to  God  that  I  came  under  the  apostle 
James's  description! — the  prayr  of  a  righleom 

n  availeih  much.  In  that  case.  Madam,  you 
should  welcome  in  a  year  ftiU  of  blessings : 
everything  that  obstructs  or  disturbs  tranquil- 
lity and  self- enjoyment,  should  be  removed, 
and  every  pleasure  that  frail  humanity  can 
e,  should  be  yours.  I  own  myself  so  little 
a  Presbyterian,  that  I  approve  of  set  times  and 
■easons  of  more  than  ordinary  acts  of  devotion, 


for  breaking  in  on  that  habitual  routine  of  life 
and  thought,  which  is  so  apt  to  reduce  our  < 
eaee  to  a  kind  of  instinct,  or  ( 
and  with  some  minds,  to  a  state  very  little  su- 
perior to  mere  machinery. 

This  day,  the  first  Sunday  of  May,  a  breeiy, 
blue-skyed  noon  some  time  about  the  beginning, 
and  a  boarj  morning  and  calm  sunny  day  about 
tie  end,  of  autumn ;  these,  time  out  of  mind, 
have  been  with  me  a  kind  of  holiday. 

I  believe  I  owe  this  to  that  glorious  paper  in 
the  Spectator,  "  The  Vision  of  Mirza,"  a  piece 
that  struck  my  young  fancy  before  I  was  capa- 
ble of  fixing  an  idea  to  a  word  of  three  syllables : 
"On  the  6th  day  of  the  moon,  whicli,  according 
to  the  custom  of  my  forefathers,  I  always  keep 
holy,  after  having  washed  myself,  and  offered  up 
my  morning  devotions,  I  ascended  the  high  hill 
of  Bagdat,  in  order  to  pass  the  rest  of  the  day 
in  meditation  and  prayer." 

We  know  nothing,  or  next  to  nothing,  of  the 
substance  or  structure  of  our  souls,  so  cannot 
account  for  those  seeming  caprices  in  tbem, 
that  one  should  bo  particularly  pleased  with  this 
tiling,  or  stJTick  with  that,  which,  on  minds  of  a 
difi^erent  cast,  makes  no  esfraordinary  impres- 
sion. I  have  some  favourite  flowers  in  spring, 
amongwhich  are  the  mountain-daisy,  the  hare- 
bell, the  fos-glove,  the  wild  brier-rose,  the  bud- 
ding birch,  and  the  hoary  bawthom,  that  I  view 
and  hang  over  with  particular  delight.  I  never 
heat  the  loud  solitary  whistle  of  the  curlew  in 
a  summer  noon,  or  the  wild  miiing  cadence  of 
a  troop  of  grey  plovers,  in  an  autumnal  morn- 
ing, without  feeling  an  elevation  of  soul  like 
the  enthusiasm  of  devotion  or  poetry.  Tell  me, 
my  dear  friend,  to  what  can  this  be  owing  t  Are 
we  a  piece  of  machinery,  which,  like  (he  iEolian 
harp,  passive,  takes  the  irnpression  of  the  pass- 
ing accident!  Or  do  these  workings  argue 
something  within  ua  above  the  trodden  clod  ?  I 
myself  partial  to  snoh  proofs  of  those  aw- 
ful and  important  realities— a  God  that  made  all 
things— man's  immaterial  and  immortal  nature 
—and  a  world  of  weal  or  woe  beyond  death  a 
the  grave.  r,  g. 


CXLVl. 

TO   DR.   MOORE. 
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el  Chair 


■s.] 


Ellisland,  ith  Jan.  1789 
Sib, 
Aa  often  as  I  think  of  writing  to  joa,  whuh 
ba3  been  three  or  four  times  aTerj  week  thege 
six  moDtlis,  it  gives  me  something  so  like  flie 
idea  of  au  ordinary-siied  statue  offenng  at  a 
ooEversation  with  the  Rhodian  eolosaus,  that  my 
id  tniEgives  me,  and  the  affair  alwaj's  mis- 
cies  somewhere  hetween  purpose  and  resolve, 
ive  at  last  got  some  business  with  jou,  and 
inesa  letters  are  written  by  the  atjlebook.  1 
say  my  business  is  with  yoa,  Sir,  for  you  neter 
had  any  with  me,  except  the  business  that  be- 
nevolence has  in  the  mansion  of  poverty. 

The  character  and  employment  of  a  poet  were 
formerly  my  pleasure,  but  are  now  my  pride.  I 
know  that  a  very  great  deal  of  my  late  eolat 
IS  owing  to  the  singularity  of  my  situation,  and 
the  honest  pr^ndiee  of  Scotsmen  ;  but  still,  as 
I  said  in  the  preface  to  my  Srst  edition,  1  do 
look  upon,  myself  as  having  some  pretensions 
fromNature  to  tlie  poetic  character.  Ihave  not 
a  doubt  but  the  knack,  the  apdtude,  to  learn 
the  nrases'  trade,  is  a  ^ft  bestowed  "bj  him 
"  who  forms  the  secret  bias  of  the  soul ;" — but 
I  as  firmly  believe,  that  excellence  in  the  profes- 
sion is  fJie  fruit  of  industry,  labour,  attendon, 
and  pains.  At  least  I  am  resolved  to  try  my 
doctrine  by  the  test  of  eiperienoe.  Another 
appearance  from  the  press  I  put  off  to  a  very 
distant  day,  a  day  that  may  never  arrive— but 
poesy  I  am  determined  to  prosecute  with  all  my 
vigour.  Nature  has  given  very  few,  if  any,  of 
tie  profession,  the  talents  of  shining  in  every 
species  of  composition.  I  shall  try  {for  until 
trial  it  is  impossible  to  know)  whether  she  has 
qnatified  me  to  shine  in  any  one.  The  worst  of 
it  is,  by  the  time  one  has  finished  a  piece.  It 
has  been  so  often  viewed  and  reviewed  before 
the  mental  eye,  that  one  loses,  in  a  good  mea- 
eiire,  the  powers  of  critical  discrimination. 
Here  the  best  criterion  I  know  is  a  friend — not 
only  of  abilities  to  judge,  but  with  good-nature 
enough,  like  a  prudent  teacher  with  a  yonng 
learner,  to  praise  perhaps  a  little  more  than  is 
exactly  just,  lest  the  thin-skinned  animal  fall 
into  that  most  deplorable  of  all  poetic  diseases 
— heart-breaking  despondency  of  himself.  Dare 
I,  Sir,  already  immensely  indebted  to  your  good- 
ness, ask  the  additional  obligation  of  your  being 
that  friend  tome?  I  enclose  you  an  essay  of  mine 
in  a  walk  of  poesy  to  mo  entirely  new ;  I  mean 


the  epistle  addressed  to  R.  G.  Esq.  or  Robert 
Giiham  ot  Fintray,  Esq.,  a  gentleman  of  uncom- 
mon worth,  to  whom  I  lie  under  very  great  ob- 
ligations The  story  of  the  poem,  like  most  of 
my  poems,  is  connected  with  my  own  story,  and 
to  give  you  the  one,  I  must  give  you  something 
of  the  other.  I  cannot  boast  of  Mr.  Croooh'a 
ingenuous  fair  dealing  to  me.  He  kept  me 
hanging  about  Edinburgh  from  the  7th  August, 
1787,  until  the  13th  April,  1788,  before  he 
would  condescend  to  ^ve  me  a  statement  of 
affairs  ;  nor  had  I  got  it  even  then,  but  for  an 
angry  letter  I  wrote  him,  which  irritated  his 
pride.  "  I  could"  not  a  "  tale"  but  a  detail 
"unfold,"  but  what  am  I  that  should  speak 
against  the   Lord's   anointed   B^lie   of  Edin- 

I  believe  I  shall  in  the  whole,  1001.  copy-right 
included,  clear  about  iOOl.  some  little  odds  ;  and 
even  part  of  this  depends  upon  what  the  gentle- 
man has  yet  to  settle  with  me.  1  give  you  this 
information,  because  you  did  me  the  honour  to 
interest  yourself  much  in  my  welfare.  I  give 
yon  this  information,  but  I  give  it  to  yourself 
only,  for  I  am  still  much  in  the  gentleman's 
mercy.  Perhaps  I  injure  the  man  m  the  idea 
I  am  sometimes  tempted  to  have  of  him — God 
forbid  1  shouldl  Alittle  time  will  try,  for  in  a 
month  I  shall  go  to  town  to  wind  up  the  busi- 
ness if  possible. 

To  give  the  rest  of  my  story  in  brief,  I  have 
married  "my  Jean,"  and  taken  a  farm:  with 
the  first  step  I  have  every  day  more  and 
more  reason  to  be  satisfied;  with  the  last,  it  is 
rather  the  reverse.  I  have  a  younger  brother, 
who  supports  my  aged  mother ;  another  still 
younger  brother,  and  three  sisters,  in  a  farm. 
On  my  last  return  from  Edinburgh,  it  cost  me 
about  180;.  to  save  them  ftom  ruin.  Not  that 
I  have  lost  so  much. — I  only  interposed  between 
my  brother  and  his  impending  fate  by  the  loan 
of  so  much.  I  give  myself  no  airs  on  this,  for 
it  was  mere  selfishness  on  my  part :  I  was  con- 
scious that  the  wrong  scale  of  the  balance  was 
pretty  heavily  charged,  and  1  thought  that 
throwing  a  little  filial  piety  and  fraternal  affec- 
tion into  the  scale  in  my  favour,  might  help  to 
smooth  matters  at  the  ffrand  reckoning.  There 
is  still  one  thing  would  make  my  circumstances 
quite  easy:  I  have  an  excise  officer's  commis- 
sion, and  I  live  in  the  midst  of  a  country  divi- 
sion.    My  request  to  Mr.  Graham,  who  is  one 

power,  to  procure  me  that  division.     If  I  wei'i- 
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very  Banguine,  I  might  hope  that  some  of  my 
great  patrons  might  procure  me  a  Treasury 
warrant  for  aupervisov,  sursejor-general,  &o. 

Thus,  Beoure  of  &  livelihood,  "  to  thee,  sweet 
poetry,  delightful  maid,"  I  would  consecrate 
my  future  daya.  E.  B. 


TO   MR.   ROBERT   AINSLIE. 


bed  up  r 


re,  for  Ihs  Mdsi 


lof  JohuBi 


EUisland,  Jan.  6,  1789. 

Many  happy  returns  of  the  season  to  you, 
my  dear  Sir  1  May  you  be  comparatively  happy 
up  lo  your  comparative  worth  among  tie  sons 
of  men ;  which  wish  would,  I  am  sure,  make 
you  one  of  the  most  blest  of  the  human  race. 

I  do  not  know  if  passing  a  "Writer  to  the 
eignet,"  be  a  trial  of  soieniific  merit,  or  a  mere 
business  of  friends  and  interest.  However  it 
be,  let  me  quote  yea  my  two  favourite  passages, 
which,  though  I  have  repeated  them  ten  thon- 
sand  times,  still  they  rouse  my  manhood  and 
steel  my  resolution  liie  inspiration. 


That 


iesty  in 


I  grant  you  enter  the  lists  of  life,  to  struggle 
for  bread,  business,  notice,  and  distinction,  in 
common  with  hundreds.— But  who  are  they? 
Men,  like  yourself,  and  of  that  aggregate  body 
your  compeers,  seven-tenths  of  them  come  short 
of  your  advantages  natural  and  accidental ; 
wliilo  two  of  those  that  remain,  either  neglect 
their  parts,  as  flowers  blooming  in  a  desert,  or 
mia-spenii  their  strength,  like  a  bull  goring  a 
bramble-bush. 

But  to  change  the  theme:  I  am  still  catering 
for  Johnson's  publication;  and  among  others, 
I  have  brushed  ap  the  following  old  favourite 
aong  a  little,  with  a  vievr  to  your  worship.  I 
have  only  altered  a  word  here  and  there ;  but  if 
you  like  the  humour  of  it,  we  ahall  think  of  a 
stanza  or  two  to  add  to  it. 


TO  PROFESSOR  DUGALD  STEWART. 


SlE, 


EiluUmd,    Idlh  Jan,  1789. 


The  enclosed  aealed  paeket  I  aent  to  Edin- 
burgh, a  few  days  after  I  had  the  happiness  of 
meeting  you  in  Ayrshire,  but  you  were  gone  for 
the  Continent.  I  have  now  added  a  few  more  of 
my  productions,  thoso  for  which  I  am  indebted 
to  the  Nithsdale  muses.  The  piece  inscribed  to 
R.  G.  Esq.,  ia  a  copy  of  verses  I  sent  Mr.  Gra- 
ham, of  Fintray,  accompanying  a  request  for  his 
assistance  in  a  matter  to  me  of  very  great  mo- 
ment. To  that  g  tl  man  I  am  al  ad}  doubly 
indebted,  for  d     i      f  k  nd  f  s  im- 

port to  my  d         t  inte      ts   d  n         a  manner 
grateful  to  th    d  1      t    f    1    ga    f  hility. 

This  poem  i    a    p  f      mp     t   n  new  to 

me,  but  I  do  n  t  tend  t  h  11  b  m  1  t  essBv 
of  the  kind,  a  .  will  I.  th  P  Pru- 
gress."  These  fragments,  if  my  design  sucoce  1 
are  but  a  amail  part  of  the  intended  whole  I 
propose  it  shall  bo  the  work  of  mv  utmost  cs 
ertions,  ripened  by  years ;  of  course  I  io  not 
wish  it  much  known.  The  fragment  heginmng 
"  A  little,  upright,  pert,  tart,  k\.  I  have 
shown  to  man  living,  till  I  now  Send  it  ytu 
forms  the  postulata,  the  aiioma,  the  definition 
of  a  character,  which,  if  it  appear  at  all,  shall 
be  placed  in  a  variety  of  lights.  This  particu- 
lar part  I  send  you  merely  aa  a  sample  of  my 
hand  at  portrait-sketching,  but,  lest  idle  con- 
jecture should  pretend  to  point  out  the  origi- 
nal, please  to  let  it  be  for  your  single,  sole  in- 
spection. 

Need  I  make  any  apology  for  this  trouble,  to 
a  gentleman  who  has  treated  me  with  such 
marked  benevolence  and  peculiar  kindness — 
who  has  entered  into  my  interests  with  so  mi 
seal,  and  on  whose  orilJoal  decisions  I  can 
fiiUy  depend!  A  poet  aa  I  am  by  trade,  these 
decisiona  are  to  me  of  the  last  consequence. 
My  late  transient  acquaintance  among  some  of 
the  mere  rank  and  file  of  greatness,  I  resign 
with  ease;  but  to  the  distinguished  champions 
of  genius  and  learning,  I  shall  he  ever  ambi- 
tious of  being  known.  The  native  genius  and 
discernment  in  Mr.  Stewart's  critical 
;  the  justness  (iron  Justice,  for  he  has 
no  bowels  of  compassion  for  a  poor  poetic  an- 
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eer)  of  Dr.  Gregorj'a  rernarka,  ani  the  delicacy 
of  Professor  Daliel's  tast«,  I  shall  aver  revere. 

I   shall   bo  in   Eiliuburgh   some   time   next 
month. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 

Xour  highlj  obliged,  and  very 

Hutable  serrant. 


TO  BISHOP   GEDDES, 


Eimand,  Zd  Fib 

1789. 

Venbka         F 

H    B 

As  I  am  c  n 

li  twh 

rer  I  ai 

n,  yon  do 

me  the  hono      t 

t       t 

self  in 

my  wel- 

fare,  it  gire  m    p 

form  J 

u  that  I 

Bin  here  at  1    t     t 

^n    y  n 

he  seri 

n«s9  0flife,      Ih 

only  the  retired 

eisure,  bnt  th    h 

ty       liD 

ion,  to 

attend  to 

those    great  and 

mpcrtant 

question 

s— what 

am  ?  where  I  air 

!   and  fo 

what  I 

am  des- 

In  that  first  cone 

m,  the  conduct  of  the  man. 

he  e  wa  ever  hut  one  side  on  which  I  was  ha- 
b  u  y  b  ameable,  and  there  I  have  secured 
m  B  f  u  the  way  pointed  out  by  Nature  and 
Na  a  e  s     on.     I  was  senailtle  that  to  bo  help- 

3  a  eature  as  a  poor  poet,  a  wife  and 
fam  y  we  e  encumbranees,  wbieh  a  species  of 
p  n  e  wonld  bid  him  shun;  hut  when  the 
a  e  na  e  was,  being  at  eternal  warfare  with 
me  n  account  of  habitual  follies,  to  give 
them  no  w  rse  name,  which  no  general  example, 
nolicentioua  wit,  no  sophistical  infidelity,  wonld, 
to  me,  ever  jnstify,  I  mast  have  been  a  fool  to 
have  hesitated,  and  a  madman  to  have  made 
another  choice.  Besides,  I  had  in  "my  Jean" 
a  long  and  much-loved  fellow-creature's  happi- 
ness or  misery  among  my  hands,  and  who  could 
trifle  with  such  a  deposit! 

In  the  affair  of  a  livelihood,  I  think  myself 
tolerably  secure:  I  have  good  hopes  of  my 
farm,  but  should  they  fail,  I  have  am  escise  com- 
mission, which  on  my  simple  petidon,  will,  at 
any  time,  procure  ma  bread.  There  is  a  certain 
etigma  afliied  (o  the  character  of  an  Excise 


officer,  but  I  do  not  pretend  to  borrow  honour 
from  my  profession ;  and  though  tlie  salary  be 
comparatively  small,  it  is  luxury  to  anything 
that  tie  first  twenty-five  years  of  my  life  taught 
me  to  expect. 

Thus,  with  a  rational  um  and  method  in  life, 
yon  may  easily  gnesa,  my  reverend  and  muoli- 
honoured  friend,  that  my  charaeteristical  trade 
is  not  forgotten.  1  am,  if  possibie,  more  than 
over  an  enthusiast  to  the  muses.  I  am  deter- 
mined to  study  man  and  nature,  and  in  llai 
view  incessantly ;  and  fo  try  if  the  ripening  and 
corrections  of  years  can  enable  me  to  produce 
something  worth  preserving. 

You  will  see  in  your  book,  which  I  beg  your 
pardon  for  detaining  so  long,  that  I  have  been 
tuning  my  lyre  on  the  bants  of  Nith.  Some 
large  poetic  plans  that  are  floating  in  my  ima- 
gination, or  partly  put  in  execution,  I  shall  im- 
part to  you  when  I  have  the  pleasure  of  meet- 
ing with  you;  which,  if  you  are  then  in  Edin- 
burgh,! shall  have  about  thebeginning  of  March. 

That  acquaintance,  worthy  Sir,  with  which 
you  were  pleased  to  honour  me,  you  must  still 
allow  me  to  challenge;  for  with  whatever  un. 
concern  I  give  up  my  transient  connexion  with 
the  merely  great,  those  self-important  beings 
whose  intrinsic  *  *  ■*  *  [oonjcealed  under  the 
accidental  advantages  of  their  *  *  *  *  I  cannot 
lose  the  patronizing  notice  of  the  learned  and 
good,  without  the  bitterest  regret. 


TO   MR.  JAMES 


My  d 


miisland,  Wi  />i.  1789. 


Why  I  did  not  write  to  you  long  ago,  is  what, 
even  on  the  rack,  I  could  not  answer.  If  you 
can  in  your  mind  form  an  idea  of  indolence,  dis- 
sipation, hurry,  cares,  change  of  country,  enter- 
ing on  untried  scenes  of  life,  all  combined,  you 
will  save  me  the  trouble  of  a  blushing  apology. 
It  could  not  be  want  of  regard  for  a  man  for 
whom  I  had  a  high  esteem  before  I  knew  him — 
an  esteem  which  has  much  increased  since  I  did 
know  him;  and  this  caveat  entered,  I  shall 
plead  guilty  to  any  other  indictment  with  which 
you  shall  please  to  charge  me. 
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After  I  had  parted  from  you  for  many  months 
my  life  was  one  continued  scene  of  dieaipation. 
Here  at  last  I  am  become  statiooary,  and  hare 
taken  a  farm  and — a  wife. 

The  farm  is  beautifully  situated  on  the  Nitli, 
a  large  riTec  that  runs  hy  Dumfries,  and  falls 
into  the  Solway  frith.  I  have  gotten  a  lease  of 
my  farm  as  long  as  I  pleased ;  but  Low  it  may 
turn  out  is  just  a  gueaa,  it  is  yet  to  improve 
and  enclose,  &o. ;  however,  I  have  good  hopes 
of  my  bargain  on  the  whole. 

My  wife  is  my  Jean,  with  whose  story  you  are 
partly  acquainted.  I  found  I  had  a  much-loved 
fellow  creature's  happiness  or  misery  among  my 
hands,  and  I  durst  not  triSe  with  so  sacred  a 
deposit.  Indeed  I  have  not  any  reason  to  re- 
pent the  step  1  have  taken,  as  I  have  attached 
mjaelf  to  a  very  good  wife,  and  have  shaken 
myself  loose  of  every  bad  failing. 

I  have  found  my  hook  a  very  profitable  busi- 
ness, and  with  tke  profits  of  it  I  have  begun 
life  pretty  decently.  Should  fortune  not  favour 
me  in  farming,  as  I  have  no  great  faith  in  her 
fickle  ladyship,  I  have  provided  myself  in  an- 
other resource,  which  however  some  folks  may 
affect  to  despise  it,  is  still  a  eomfortahle  shift 
in  the  day  of  misfortune.  In  the  heyday  of  my 
fame,  a  gentleman  whose  name  at  least  I  dare 
say  yon  know,  as  his  estate  lies  somewhere  near 
Dundee,  Mr.  Graham,  of  Fintray,  one  of  the 
commlaaioners  of  Excise,  offered  me  the  commis- 
sion of  an  Eioiae  officer.  I  thought  it  prudent 
to  accept  the  offer;  and  accordingly  I  took  my 

Whether  I  may  ever  do  duty,  or  be  a  penny  the 
better  for  it,  is  what  I  do  not  know ;  but  I  have 
the  comfortable  assurance,  that  come  whatever 
ill  fate  will,  1  can,  on  my  simple  petition  to  the 
Eieise-boacd,  get  into  employ. 

We  have  lost  poor  uncle  Robert  this  winter. 
He  has  long  been  very  weak,  and  with  very  lit- 
tle alteration  on  him,  he  cipired  3d  Jan. 

His  son  William  has  been  with  me  this  winter, 
and  goes  in  May  to  be  an  apprentice  to  a  mason. 
His  other  eon,  the  eldest,  John,  comes  to  me  I 
eip        n   ummer.     They  are  both  remarkably 

u        ung  fellows,  and   promise  to  do  well- 

H  y  daughter,  Fanny,  has  been  with  roe 

n  e  her  father's  death,  and  I   purpose 

p       h     inmy  family  tillshe  be  quite  woman 

gr  wn   an    fit  for  service.     She  is  one  of  the 

girls,  and  has  one  of  the  most  amiable 

diap         n    I  have  ever  seen. 

All  friends  in  this  country  and  Ayrshire  are 


well.  Remember  m 
My  wife  joins  me  in 
family. 


to  all  friends  in  the  north, 
■mpliments  to  Mrs.  B.  and 

r,  my  dear  Cousin, 
Yours,  sincerely, 

R.  B. 


TO   MRS,   DUSLOP. 


liatle  is  addres 


8d.] 


I  of  the  lady 


maiaiid,  m  March,  1789. 
Hebe  am  I,  my  honoured  friend,  returned 
safe  from  the  capital.  To  a  man,  who  has  a 
home,  however  humble  or  remote — if  that  home 
is  like  mine,  the  scene  of  domestic  comfort — the 
bustle  of  Edinburgh  will  soon  be  a  business  of 
sickening  disgust. 


-orid,  I  ha 


lyou! 


When  I  must  skulk  info  a  corner,  lest  the  r 
tling  equipage  of  some  gaping  blockhead  should 
mangle  me  in  the  mire,  I  am  tempted  to  exoli 
^"  What  merits  has  he  had,  or  what  dem( 
have  I  had,  in  some  state  of  pre-ciistence,  that 
he  is  ushered  into  this  state  of  being  with  the 
sceptre  of  rule,  and  the  key  of  riches  in  bis  puny 
fist,  and  I  am  kicked  into  the  world,  the  sport 
of  folly,  or  the  victim  of  pride  ?"  I  have  read 
somewhere  of  a  monarch  (in  Spain  I  think  it 
was),  who  was  so  out  of  humour  with  the  Ptole- 
mean  system  of  astronomy,  that  he  said  had 
be  been  of  the  Cskatob's  council,  he  could 
have  saved  him  a  great  deal  of  labour  and  ab- 
surdity. I  will  not  defend  this  blasphemous 
speech ;  but  often,  as  I  have  glided  with  humble 
stealth  through  the  pomp  of  Princes'  street,  it 
has  suggested  itself  to  me,  aa  an  improvement 
on  the  present  human  figure,  that  a  man  in  pro- 
portion to  his  own  conceit  of  Ms  consequence  in 
the  world,  could  have  pushed  oat  the  longitude 
of  his  common  size,  as  a  snail  pushes  out  hia 
horns,  or,  as  we  draw  out  a  perspective.  This 
trifling  alteration,  not  to  mention  the  pro  digioua 
saving  it  would  be  in  the  tear  and  wear  of  the 
neck  and  limb-sinewa  of  many  of  bis  majesty's 
liege  subjects,  in  the  way  of  tossing  the  head 
and  tiptoe  strutting,  would  evidently  turn  out  a 
vast  advantage,  in  enabling  us  at  once  to  adjust 
the  ceremonials  in  making  a  bow,  or  making 
way  toagrealman,  and  that  too  within  a  secc 
of  the  precise  spherical  angle  of  reverence, 
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n  inch  of  the  particular  point  of  respeetf"!  dis- 
tance, wMch  the  important  creature  itself  re- 
quires ;  AS  a  measuring-glance  at  its  tower- 
ing altitude,  Tfould  determine  the  affair  like 
instinct. 

e  rlElit,  Madam,  in  jour  idea  of  poor 

poem,  which  he  has  addreSBcd  to  me. 

The  piece  has  a  good  deal  of  merit,  but  it  has 

□e  great  fault — it  is,  bj  far,  too  long.    Besides, 

ay   n  has  encouraged  such  a  shoal  of  ill- 

p  w     d  monstera  to  erawl  into  public  notice, 

J.    title  of  Scottiah  Poets,  that  the  verj 

m  sh  Poetry  borders  on  the  burlesque. 

Vh      I  w  ite  to  Mr.  Carfrae,  I  shall  advise  him 

h     to     y  one  of  his  deceased  friend's  English 

1  am  prodigiously  hurried  with  my  own 

aa     CE      se  I  would  have  requested  a  perusal 

al   i  y  ne's  poetio  performances  ;  and  -would 

Ltt  e   ff     d  his  friends  my  assistance  in  either 

Img    r  oorrectiDg  what  would  be  proper 

for  the  press.     What  t  is    hat  p       m 

much,  and  perhaps  a  1  ttl      pp  my  p 

it  spirits,  shall  fill     p  a  p      gr  ph  m 

,ure  letter.     In  the  m    a  tim       U  w  m    t 

close  this  epistle  with  afwl         inba 


Ig 


th    B 


1  the 


.  yo 


r  g 


whether  one  or  two  alterations  I  have  rentured 
n  them,  be  any  real  improveinent. 
9  fair  plant  that  fram  our  louch  wilhdrawB, 
I  from  applause. 


nolhei 


Uilyc 


Til 

t  all  Bha 

llong 

0  know  the 

vpr 

htheygae 

Congenial  h 

alio  shall  gseet  wi 

Anc 

envy  must  a 

R. 

OlII. 

TO 

THE 

REV 

PETER 

C- 

RFEA 

[Mylae 


in  tho  pr 


fe.] 


1789. 
Rev.  Sir, 
[  DO  not  recollect  that  I  have  ever  felt  a  se- 
■er  pang  of  shame,  than  on  looking  at  the 
date  of  year  obliging  letter  wbioh  accompanied 
Mr.  Mylne'spocm. 
I  am  much  to  blame  :  the  honour  Mr.  Mylne 


has  done  me,  greatly  enhanced  in  its  value  b; 
the  endearing,  though  melancholy  circumstance, 
of  its  being  the  last  production  of  bis  muse,  de 
served  a  better  return. 

I  have,  as  you  hint,  thought  of  sending  a 
copy  of  the  poem  to  some  periodical  puhlica 
tion;  but,  on  second  thoughts,  I  am  afraid,  thai 
in  the  present  case,  it  would  be  au  imprupei 
step.  My  success,  perhaps  as  much  acoidenta' 
as  merited,  has  brought  an  inundation  of  non- 
sense under  the  name  of  Scottish  poetry.  Sub- 
scrip  don-hills  for  Scottish  poems  have  so  dun- 
ned, and  daily  do  dun  the  public,  that  the  very 
name  is  in  danger  of  contempt.  For  these  rea 
sons,  if  publishing  any  of  Mr.  Mylne's  poems  in 
a  magazine,  &c.,  be  at  all  prudent,  in  my 
opinion  it  certainly  should  not  be  a  Scottish 
poem.  The  profits  of  the  labours  of  a  man  of 
genius  are,  I  hope,  as  honourable  as  any  profits 
whatever;  and  Mr.  Mylne's  relations  are  most 
justly  entitled  to  that  honest  harvest,  which 
fate  has  denied  himself  to  reap.  But  let  the 
friends  of  Mr.  Mylne's  fame  (among  whom  1 
rave  the  honour  of  ranking  myself)  always 
keep  in  eye  his  respectability  as  a  man  and  as 
a  poet,  and  take  no  measure  that,  before  the 
world  knows  anything  about  him,  would  risk 
his  name  and  character  being  classed  with  the 
fools  of  the  times. 

I  have,  Sir,  some  eiperienoe  of  publishing; 
and  the  way  in  which  I  would  proceed  with  Mr. 
Mylne's  poem  is  this : — I  would  publish,  in  two  or 
three  English  and  Scottish  public  papers,  any 
one  of  his  English  poems  which  should,  by  pri- 
vate judges,  be  thought  the  most  excellent,  and 
mention  it,  at  the  same  time,  as  one  of  the  pro- 
ductions of  a  Lothian  farmer,  of  respectable 
character,  lately  deceased,  whose  poems  his 
friends  had  it  in  idea  to  publish,  soon,  by  sub- 
scription, for  the  sake  of  his  numerous  family  : 
— not  in  pity  to  that  family,  but  in  justice  to 
what  his  friends  think  the  poetic  merits  of  the 
deceased  ;  and  to  secure,  in  the  most  effectual 
manner,  to  those  tender  connexions,  whose  right 
it  is,  the  peoaniary  reward  of  those  merits. 
R,  B. 


CLIII. 
TO   DR.    MOORE, 
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GENERAL    GOEllESPONDENCE 


eonipsny.] 

EllUland,  lU  March,  1789. 
Sir, 

The  gentleman  who  will  deliver  you  tliia  is  a 
Mr.  Nieison,  a  worthy  clergyman  in  my  neigh- 
bourhood, and  a  very  particular  acquaintance 
of  mine.  Aa  I  have  troubled  liiro  with  this 
packet,  I  must  turn  him  over  to  yonv  goodness, 
to  recompense  him  for  it  in  a  way  in  which  he 
much  needs  your  assistance,  and  where  you  can 
effectually  serve  Mm:^Mr.  Nielson  is  on  his 
way  for  France,  to  wait  on  his  Grace  of  Queons- 
herry,  on  some  little  business  of  a  good  deal  of 
Importance  to  him,  and  he  wishes  for  your  iu- 
atructions  respecting  the  most  eligible  mode  of 
travelling,  &c.,  for  him,  when  he  has  crossed 
the  channel.  I  should 
this  liberty  with  you,  m  to 

those  who  have  the  h 
acquaintance,  that  to  p  S 

man  is  a  letter  of  reoomm 
that  to  have  it  in  your 
character,  ^ves  yon  m     h 

The  enclosed  ode  is         m  t<:         m 

mory  of  the  lal*  Mrs.  0 
You,  probably,  knew  I 

of  which  I  cannot  boast;  but  I  spent  mj  early 
years  in  her  neighbourhood,  and  among  her 


Iknc 


I  that  si 


>s  de- 


tested witli  the  most  heart-felt  cordiality.  How- 
ever, in  the  particular  part  of  her  conduct  which 
roused  my  poetic  wrftth,  she  was  much  less 
blamaable.  In  January  last,  on  my  road  to 
Ayrshire,  I  had  pnt  up  at  Bailie  Wigham's  in 
Sanquhar,  the  only  tolerable  inn  in  the  place. 
The  froat  was  keen,  and  the  grim  evening  and 
bowling  wind  were  ushering  in  a  night  of  snow 
and  drift.  My  horse  and  I  were  both  much  fa- 
tigued with  the  labours  of  the  day,  and  jnst  as 
my  friend  the  Bailie  and  I  were  bidding  defiance 
to  the  storm,  over  a  smoking  bowl,  in  wheels 
the  funeral  pageantry  of  the  late  great  Mrs, 
Oswald,  and  poor  I  am  forced  to  brave  all  the 
horrors  of  the  tempestuous  night,  and  jade  my 
horse,  my  yonng  favourite  horse,  whom  I  had 
just  christened  PegasHS,  twelve  miles  farther 
on,  through  the  wildest  moors  and  hills  of  Ayr- 
shire, to  New  Cumnock,  the  next  inn.  The 
powers  of  poesy  and  prose  sink  under  me,  when 
I  would  describe  what  I  felt.  Suffice  it  to  say, 
that  when  a  good  Sre  at  New  Cumnock  had  so 
far  recovered  myfrozen  sinews,  I  sat  down  and 
wrote  the  enclosed  ode. 


I  was  at  Edinburgh  lately,  and  settTed  finally 
with  Mr.  Creech  ;  and  I  must  own,  that,  at  last, 
he  has  been  amicable  aud  fair  witii  me. 


TO   Mil.   WILLIAM   BUENS, 

id  final  I;  10 


i  early.] 


hie,  Marchlblh,  1789. 

I  HAVE  stolen  from  my  corn-sowing  this  minute 

to  write  a  lino  to  accompany  your  sliirt  and  hat, 

for  1  can  no  more.     Your  sister  Maria  arrived 

yeatemight,  and  begs  to  be  remembered  to  you. 

m      very  opportunity,  never  mind  post- 

N     head,  too,  is  aa  addle  as  an  egg,  this 

m  g   with  dining  abroad  yesterday.      I  re- 

a  by  tie  mason.     Forgive  me  this 

ing  scrawl  of  an  epistle. 

My  dear  William, 

Yours, 

R.  B. 
ouare  not  then  gone  from  Longtown, 
1 11  write  you  a  long  letter,  by  this  day  ee'i 
night.  If  yoo  should  not  succeed  in  your  Ijamps, 
don't  be  dejected,  or  take  any  rash  step- 


tune's  better  humour.   Remember  this 
you. 

I  charge 
R.  B. 

CLV. 

TO   MR.    HILL. 

RiddBl,  of  Ihe  Friai=-Ca,se,  llveJ,  ot  Burns 

acleO,  a™ 

aa  they  «.melime8  are.] 

Ellisland,  2d  April,  1789. 

I  WILL  make  no  esouse,  my  dear  Bibliopolus 
(God  forgive  nie  for  murdering  inngnaee !)  that 
1  have  sat  down  to  write  you  on  this  vile  paper. 

It  is  economy,  Sir ;  it  is  that  cardinal  vittoe, 
prudence  :  bo  I  bog  yon  will  sit  down,  and  either 
compose  or  borrow  a  panegyric.  If  you  are 
going  to  borrow,  apply  to  *  *  *  *  to  compose,  or 
rather  to  compound,  something  very  clever  on 
my  remarkable  frugality:  that  I  write  to  one  of 

paper,  which  was  originally  intended  for  the 
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OP   EOBEllT   BUllNS. 


Tenal  fist  of  aome  drunken  eieiseman,  lo  take 
dirtj  notes  in  a  miserable  vault  of  an  ale-cel- 

0  Frugality!  thou  mother  of  ten  th  and 
blessings — thou   oooi  of  fat  beef  and  da    t 

ms! — thou  manufacturer  of  warm  Sh  tland 
hose,  and  comfortable  surtout  a  ! — thou  old  h  u 
wife,  darning  thj  decayed  stockings  w  h  hy 
ancient  speotaoles  on  thy  aged  nose  ! — lead  me 
hand  me  in  thj  clutching  palsied  fiat,  u[  th  e 
heights,  and  through  those  thickets,  hitherto  in- 
aoocssible,  and  impervious  to  my  anxious,  weary 
feet:— not  those  Parnassian  crags,  bleak  and 
barren,  where  the  hungry  woishippera  of  fame 
!  breathless,  clamlering  hanging  between 
Lven  and  hell;  but  thu=c  glittering  cliffa  of 
^si,  where  the  all  suflicient  all  powerful 
deity,  Wealth,  holds  his  immediate  court  of  joys 
and  pleasures;  where  the  sunny  eiposure  of 
plenty,  and  the  hot  walls  of  (r  fusion  produce 
those  blissful  fruits  of  luxury,  eiotics  in  this 
world,  and  natives  of  paradise ! — Thou  withered 
sibyl,  my  sage  conductress,  usher  me  into  thy 
refulgent,  adored  presence  ! — The  power,  splen- 
did and  potent  as  he  now  is,  was  onee  the  puling 
rsling  of  thy  faithful  care,  and  tender  armal 
11  me  thy  son,  thy  cousin,  thy  kinsman,  or 
favourit*,  and  adjure  tie  god  by  the  scenes  of 
his  infant  years,  no  longer  to  repulse  me  as  a 
stranger,  or  an  alien,  but  to  faTour  mo  with  his 
peculiar  countenance  and  protection  ? — He  daily 
estows  his  greatest  kindness  on  the  undeaerv- 
ng  and  the  worthless — assure  him,  that  I  bring 
mple  documenta  of  meritorious  demerits! 
Pledge  yourself  for  roe,  that,  for  the  glorious 
se  of  LuoBE,  I  will  do  anything,  be  anything 
— but  the  horse-leech  of  private  oppression, 
the  vulture  of  public  robbery  ! 
But  to  descend  from  heroics. 

1  want  a  Shakspeare;   I  want  likewise 
English   dictionary — Johnson's,   I   suppose,   is 

t.  In  these  and  all  mj  prose  eommissiona,  the 
cheapest  is  always  the  best  forme.  There  is  a 
small  debt  of  honour  that  I  o-ne  Mr.  Robert 
Cleghorn,  in  Saughton  Jlills,  my  worthy  friend, 
md  your  well-wisher.  Please  give  him,  and 
urge  him  to  take  it,  the  first  time  you  see  him, 
shillings  worth  of  anything  you  have  to  sell, 
and  place  it  to  my  account. 

The  library  scheme  that  I  mentioned  to  you, 
[s  already  begun,  under  the  direction  of  Captain 
Eiddel.  There  is  another  in  emulation  of  it 
going  on  at  Closeburn,  vrnder  the  auspices  of  Mr. 
Monteith,   of  Oosebum,  whieh  will   be   on   a 


greater  scale  than  ours.  Cupt.  Eiddel  gave  Ms 
infant  society  a  great  many  of  his  old  books, 
else  I  had  written  you  on  that  subject ;  but 
□  f  these  days,  I  shall  trouble  you  with  a 
mm  ss  on  for  "The  Monkland  Friendly  Socie- 
ty ■ — a  opy  of  The  Speclator,  Mirror,  aod 
L  unger  Mm  of  Feeling,  Man  of  the  Wartd, 
(r  thriet  Oeographital  Grammar,  with  some  re- 
hg    us  p  eoes,  will  likely  be  our  first  order. 

Wh  n  I  grow  richer,  I  will  write  to  you  on 
gilt  post,  to  make  amends  for  this  sheet.  At 
present,  every  guinea  has  a  five  guinea  errand 
Tvith,  My  dear  Sir, 

Your  faithful,  poor,  but  honest,  friend. 


TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


puhlicMit™.] 

Ellisiand,  ilk  April,  1789. 

I  NO  Booner  hit  on  any  poetic  plan  or  fancy, 
but  I  wish  to  send  it  to  yon :  and  if  knowing 
and  reading  these  give  half  the  pleasure  to  you, 
that  communicating  them  to  you  gives  to  me,  1 
am  satisfied. 

I  have  a  poetic  whim  in  my  liead,  which  I  at 
present  dedicate,  or  rather  inscribe  to  tie  Eight 
lion.  Charles  James  Foi;  but  how  long  that 
fancy  may  hold,  I  cannot  say.  A  few  of  the 
first   lines,  I  have  just  rongh-akct*;hed  as  fol- 

Howvi 


,  the  illua 


IS  father  of  fiction. 


Confounds  rule  and  law,  reconciles  contradic 

I  sing :  If  these  mortals,  the  critics,  should  bus- 
tle, 
I  care  not,  not  I,  let  the  critics  go  whistle. 

But  now  for  a  patron,  whcse  name  and  whose 
gloryi 
At  onee  may  illustrate  and  honour  my  story. 

Thou  first  of  our  orators,  first  of  our  wits 
Yet  whose  parts  and  aoquirementa  seem  m 
lucky  hits ; 
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GENERAL   CORRESPONDENCE 


With  knowledge  so  vast,  and  mth  jud 

strong, 
No  man  with   the   half  of  'em    e'er 

wrong; 
With  paasion  so  potent,  and  fancies  ei 
No  man  with  the   half  of  'em  ere  w 

right ; 
A  sorry,  poor  misbegot  aon  of  the  mu 
For  using  thy  name  offers  fifty  eiousei 


On  the  20lh  c 


e  the  ho- 

ineerely  I 

R,  B. 


CLVII. 
TO   ME.   WILLIAM   BURNS, 


igftn 


n."] 


Isle,  IbthApril,  1789. 
My  dkab  William, 
I  AM  estremely  sorry  at  the  misfortune  of  your 
legs  ;  I  beg  jou  will  never  let  any  worldly  con- 
cern interfere  -nith  the  more  aerious  matter, 
the  safety  of  your  life  and  limbs.  I  have  not 
time  in  these  hurried  days  to  write  you  any- 
thing  other  than  a  mere  how  d'ye  letter.  I  will 
only  repeat  my  favourite  quotation  ; — 

My  house  shall  be  your  welcome  home  ;  and  as 
I  know  your  prudence  (would  to  God  you  had 
raolvtian  equal  to  your  pruJmce!)  if  anywhere 
at  a  distance  from  friends,  yon  should  need 
money,  you  know  my  direction  by  post 

The  enclosed  is  from  Gilbert,  brought  by  your 
Bisier  Nanny.  It  was  unluckily  forgot.  Yours 
to  Gilbert  goes  by  post.— I  heard  from  them 
yestei^ay,  they  are  all  well. 


Adieu 


lOnga:  Ihep 
a."] 


ElUsland,  2d  May,  1789. 
Maiiam, 
I  HAVE  finished  the  piece  which  had  the  happy 
fortune  to  be  honoured  with  your  approbation; 
and  neyer  did  little  miss  with  more  sparkling 
pleasure  show  her  applauded  sampler  to  partial 
maioma,  than  I  now  send  my  poem  to  yon  and 
Mr.  M'Murdo  if  he  is  returned  to  Drumlanrig. 
You  cannot  easily  imagine  what  thin-skinned 
animals — what  sensitiro  plants  poor  poets  are. 
How  do  we  shrink  into  the  embittered  corner  of 
self-abasement,  when  neglected  or  condemned 
by  those  to  whom  we  look  up !  and  how  do  we, 
in  erect  importance,  add  another  cubit  to  our 
stature  on  being  noticed  and  applauded  by  those 
whom  we  hooour  and  respect  1  My  late  visit  to 
Drumlanrig  has,  I  can  tell  you.  Madam,  given 
me  a  balloon  waft  up  Parnassus,  where  on  my 
fancied  elevation  I  regard  my  poetic  self  with  no 
small  degree  of  complacency.  Surely  with  all 
their  sins,  the  rhyming  tribe  are  not  ungrateful 
creatures.— I  recollect  your  goodness  to  your 
humble  guest — I  see  Mr.  M'Murdo  adding  to  the 
politeness  of  the  gentleman,  the  kindness  of  a 
friend,  and  my  heart  swells  aa  it  would  burst, 
with  warm  emotions  and  ardent  wishes  !  It  may 
be  it  is  not  gratitude — it  may  be  a  mixed  sen- 
sation. That  strange,  shifting,  donbiing  ani- 
mal MAN  is  BO  generally,  at  best,  but  a  ne<ratiTe 
often  a  wortiiless  creatnre,  that  w  ann  e 
real  goodness  and  native  worth  w   h  u  ^ 

the  bosom  glow  with  sympathetic  app    ba     n 
With  every  sentiment  of  gratt  sj 


eOie 


Madar 


Your  obliged  and  grateful  1 


CLIX. 
TO   MR,   CUNNINGHAM, 


R.  B. 


CLVII  I. 

TO   MRS.   M'MUEDO, 


VI'Murdo,  of  Drum- 


ElMand,  \tk  May,  1789. 
I  My  dear  Sjb, 

:  YoiTB  duty-free  favour  of  the  26th  April  I  re- 
!  oeived  two  days  ago  ;  I  will  not  say  I  peruseil  it 
[  with  pleaanre ;  that  is  the  cold  compliment  of 
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imony;  I  perused  it.  Sir,  with  delicious  aa- 
tisfaotion ; — in  short,  it  is  such  a,  letter,  tliat  not 
,  nor  jour  frienil,  but  the  legialatura,  by  ex- 
press proviso  in  their  postage  laws,  should  frant. 
A  letter  informeii  with  the  soul  of  friendship 
ia  such  on  honour  to  human  nature,  that  they 
should  order  it  free  ingress  and  egress  to  and 
from  their  bags  and  mails,  as  an  encourage- 
nent  and  mark  of  distinction  to  superemiueut 

I  have  just  put  the  last  hand  bD  a  little  poem 
rhich  X  think  will  he  something  to  your  taste. 
One  morning  lately,  as  I  was  out  pretty  early 
n  the  fields,  sowing  some  grass  seeds,  I  heard 
the  burst  of  a.  shot  from  a  neighbouring  planta- 
I,  and  presently  a  poor  little  wounded  hare 
le  crippling  by  me.  You  will  guess  my  in- 
dignation at  the  inhuman  fellow  who  ooulil  shoot 
ire  at  this  season,  when  aJl  of  them  have 
young  ones.  Indeed  there  is  something  in  that 
business  of  destroyiog  for  our  sport  individuals 
a  the  animal  creation  that  do  not  injure  us  ma- 
erially,  wliich  I  could  never  reconcile  to  my 
ideas  of  virtue. 

Inhuman  man  I  curse  on  thy  barb'rous  art, 
And  blasted  be  thy  murder-aiming  eye! 
May  never  pity  soothe  thee  with  a  sigh, 

Nor  ever  pleasure  glad  thy  cruel  heart! 
&c.         &c. 

Let  me  know  how  you  like  my  poem.  I  am 
doubtful  whether  it  would  not  be  an  impcove- 
it  to  keep  out  the  la^t  stanza  but  one  alto- 
gether. 

Cruikshank  is  a  glcriuuo  production  of  the 
luthor  of  man.  You,  he,  and  the  noble  Colonel 
of  the  Croehallan  Fencibles  are  to  me 


le  of  "  Three  giiul fellovia  ayont  the 


TO   MR.   SAMUEL  BROWN. 


tient  to  know  if  the  Ailsa  fowling  be  commenced 
for  this  season  yet,  as  I  want  three  or  fonr 
stonea  of  feathers,  and  I  hope  you  will  bespeak 
them  for  me.     It  would  be  a  vain  attempt  for 


i  to  e 


1   the  V 


have  been  engaged  in  since  I  saw  you  last,  but 
this  kn»w, — I  am  engaged  in  a  smxiggUng  trade, 
and  God  knows  if  ever  any  poor  mam  eijie- 
rienced  bettor  returns,  two  for  one,  but  asfrwght 
and  delivery  have  turned  out  ao  dear,  I  am 
thinking  of  taking  out  a  license  and  beginning 
in  fair  trade.  I  have  taken  a  farm  on  the  bor- 
ders of  the  Nith,  and  in  imitation  of  the  old 
Patriarchs,  get  men-servants  and  maid-ser- 
vants, and  flocks  and  herds,  and  beget  sons  and 
daughters. 

Your  obedient  nephew. 


TO   RICHARD   BROWN. 


>r,] 


iok»,  and  undeiBlood  donble  mBaningB.] 

Moisgiel,  iih  May,  1789. 
Dear  Unclh, 
Tbis,  I  hope,  will  find  you  and  your  conjugal 
yoke-fellow  in  jour  good  old  way  ;  I  am  impa- 


MaiicMine,  2\it  May,  1789. 
My  urak  Fkiend, 

I  WAS  in  the  country  by  accident,  and  hearing 
of  your  safe  arrival,  I  eould  not  resist  the  temp- 
tation of  wishing  you  joy  On  your  return,  wish- 
ing you  would  write  to  me  before  you  sail  again, 
wishing  you  would  always  sot  me  down  as  your 
bosom  friend,  wishing  you  long  life  and  pros- 
perity, and  that  every  good  thing  may  attend 
you,  wishing  Mrs,  Brown  and  your  little  ones 
as  free  of  the  evils  of  this  world,  as  is  consistent 
with  humanity,  wishing  you  and  she  were  to 
make  two  at  the  ensuing  lying-in,  with  which 
Mrs.  B.  threatens  very  soon  to  favour  me,  wish- 
ing I  had  longer  time  to  write  to  you  at  pre- 
sent ;  and,  finally,  wishing  that  if  there  is  to  be 
another  state  of  existence,  Mr.  B.,  Mrs,  B.,  our 
littie  ones,  and  both  families,  and  you  and  I, 
in  some  snug  retreat,  may  make  a  jovial  party 
to  all  eternity ! 

My  direction  is  at  Ellialand,  near  Dumfries 
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CLXII, 

TO   ME.   JAMES   HAMILTON. 

tJamea  Hajnilton,  g;rooer,  ip  Gb^ow,  intarOBlcd  him- 
,(ilf  early  lo  Iho  fortunes  of  tlie  poet,] 

EllUland,  2C(A  Ma'j,  1789. 
Deae  SlK, 

I  BEND  you  by  John  Gloser,  carrier,  the  ae- 
.Tount  for  Mr.  Turabull,  aa  I  suppose  jou  know 
MB  address. 

I  would  fain  offer,  my  dear  Sir,  a  word  of 
aympatliy  with  yonr  miEfortuiies  ;  but  it  is  a 
tender  string,  and  I  linow  not  how  to  touch  it. 
It  is  easy  to  flourish  a  set  of  high-flown  senti- 
ments on  (lie  subjects  that  would  give  great 
satiBfaction  to — a  breast  quite  at  ease  ;  but  as 
ONE  obserTOB,  who  was  very  seldom  mistaken  in 
the  theory  of  life,  "  The  heart  knoweth  its  own 
sorrows,  and  a  stranger  intcrmeddleth  not  thcre- 

Among  some  distressful  emergencies  that  I 
have  ciperieneed  in  life,  I  ever  laid  this  down 
as  my  foundation  of  comfort— TAirf  he  who  hai 
lived  Ihe  life  of  an  honest  man,   hai   by  no  means 


With 

BTecy  wi 

h  for 

your  welfare 

and  future 

lau 

,mj 

dear  Sir, 
incerely  yours, 

TO 

WILL 

lAl 

CREECH, 

ESQ. 

[Ther 

"teLfi' 

lavl" 

ZlZZZill 

»ng"  of  the 

me  .J 

SlE, 


EUiiland,  mh  May,  1789. 


intended  to  hare  troobled  you  with  a 
long  letter,  but  at  present  the  delightful  sensa- 
tions of  an  omnipotent  toothache  so  engross  all 
my  inner  man,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power 
even  to  write  nonsense.  However,  as  in  duty 
bound,  1  approach  my  bookseller  with  an  offer- 
ing in  my  baud — a  few  poetic  clinches,  and  a 
song  r — To  eipeot  any  other  kind  of  offering 
Itom  the  Khyming  Tribe  would  be  to  know  them 
much  less  thaji  you  do.  I  do  not  pretend  that 
there  is  much  merit  in  tbese  morceanx,  but  I 
have  two  reasons  for  sending  them  ;  pnmo,  they 
are  mostly  ill-natured,  eo  are  in  unison  with  my 
present  feelings,  while  fifty  troops  of  infernal 


spirits  arc  driving  post  from  car  to  car  along 
mj  jaw-bones  ;  and  semniSy,  they  are  so  short, 
that  you  cannot  leave  off  in  the  middle,  and  so 
hurt  my  pride  in  the  idea  that  yon  found  any 
work  of  mine  too  heavy  to  get  through. 

I  have  a  request  to  beg  of  you,  and  I  not  only 
beg  of  you,  but  conjure  you,  by  all  your  wishes 
and  by  all  youi  hopes,  that  the  muse  will  space 
tbe  satiric  wink  in  the  moment  of  your  foibl 
that  she  will  warble  the  song  of  rapture  round 
your  hymeneal  couch ;  and  that  she  will  shed 
on  your  turf  the  honest  tear  of  ele^ae  grati- 
tude !  Grant  my  request  as  speedily  as  possible 
— send  me  by  the  very  first  fly  or  coach  for  this 
place  three  copies  of  the  last  edition  of  my 
pucllis,  which  place  to  my  account. 

Now  may  (he  good  tilings  of  prose,  and  the 
good  tilings  of  verse,  come  among  lliy  hands, 
until  they  be  filled  with  the  good  things  of  this 
life,  prayeth  R.  B. 


TO   MK.   M'AULET. 


dueed  hy  hia  friend  Kennedy,] 

Eilisland,  4tk  June,  1780 
Dkae  Sib, 

TaonGH  I  am  not  without  my  fears  respect- 
ing my  fate,  at  that  grand,  universal  inquest  of 
right  and  wrong,  commonly  called  The  Last  Day, 
yet  I  trust  there  is  one  sin,  which   that  arch- 
vagabond,   Satan,  who  I   understand   is    to  be 
king's  evidence,    cannot  throw  in  my  tcotli,  I 
mean  ingratitude.     There  is  a  certain  pretty 
large  quantum  of  kindness  for  which  I  rcmi 
and  from  inability,  I  fear,    must  still    remi 
your  debtor ;  but  though  unahle  to  repay  the 
debt,  I  assure  you.  Sir,   I  shall  ever  warm 
remember  the  obligation.    It  gives  me  the  si 
cerest  pleasure  to  hear  by  my  old  acquaintanc 
Mr.  Kennedy,  that  you  are,  in  immortal  Allau 
language,  "Hale,   and  weel,  and  living;"  ai 
that  your  charming  family  are  well,  and  pro- 
mising to  be  an  amiable  and  respectable  addi- 
tion to  the  company  of  performers,  whom  the 
Great  Manager  of  the  Drama  of  M.an  is  bring- 
ing into  action  for  the  succeeding  age. 

With  respect  to  my  welfare,  a  subject  in  which 
you  once  warmly  and  effectively  interested  your- 
self, I  am  here  in  my  old  way,  holding  my 
plough,  marking  the  growth  of  my  corn,  or  the 
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healtliof  mj  dairj  ;  and  at  times  Sauntei  n^bj 

tliE  delightfvil  windings  of  the  Nith,  on  tli    mar 

gin  of  Hliieh  I  liave  built  my  liiimble  dom  e  le 

prnjing  for  seaaonable  weather,  or  hold  ng  an 

trigue  with  the  muses;  the  only  gipEi  s  n  th 

hum  I  haTe  now  any  interooorse.     A    I  am 

itered  into  the  holy  state  of  matrimony,  1 1  ust 

y  face  is  turned  completely  Zion-wiil     and 

„j  it  is  a  rale  with  all  honest  fellows  to  rei  eat  no 

grievances,  I  hope  that  the  little  pootio  1  censes 

of  former  days  will  of  coorse  fall  ont  r  the 

oblivious  influence  of  some  good-natured  statu  e 

of  celestial  prescription.     In  my  family  dcYO 

an,  which,  like  a  good  Presbyterian,  I    coa 

onally  give  to  my  household  folks,  I  am  ex 

emely  fond  of  that  psalm,  "  Let  not  the  errors 

of  my  youth,"  &c.,  and  that  other,  "  Lo,  children 

B  God's  heritage,"  &e.,  in  which  last  Mrs. 

Burns,  who  by  the  bye  has  a  glorious  "wood- 

jite  wild"  at  either  old  song  or  psalmody,  joins 

m  with  th«  pathos  of  Handel's  Messiah. 


TO   ME.   ROBERT   AINSLIE. 


Id.] 


I,  1789. 


— th 


3  another  Si 
mportant  object  of  oare  than  any  oi 


My  deab  Fbibnd, 
I  AM  perfectly  ashamed  of  myself  when  I  look 
at  the  date  of  your  last.  It  is  not  that  I  forget 
the  Mend  of  my  heart  and  the  companion  of  my 
peregrinations;  but  I  have  bean  condemned  to 
drudgery  beyond  sufferance,  though  not,  thank 
God,  beyond  redemption.  I  hate  had  a  collec- 
tion of  poema  by  a  lady,  put  into  my  hands  to 
prepare  them  for  the  press;  which  horrid  task, 
with  sowing  corn  with  my  own  hand,  a  parcel 
of  masons,  Wrights,  plasterers,  &c.,  to  attend  to, 
roaming  on  business  through  Ayrshire — all  this 
was  against  me,  and  the  very  first  dreadful  ar- 
ticle was  of  itself  too  much  for  me. 

13th.  I  have  not  had  a  moment  to  spare  from 
incessant  toil  since  the  8lh,  Life,  my  dear  Sir, 
is  a  serions  matter.  Tou  know  by  eiperienee 
that  ft  man's  individual  self  ia  a  good  deal,  but 
beliflTe  me,  a  wife  and  family  of  children,  when- 
ever you  have  the  honour  to  be  a  husband  and 
a  father,  will  show  you  that  your  present  and 
most  aniioas  hours  of  solitude  are  spent  on 
trifles.  The  welfare  of  those  who  are  vary  dear 
to  us,  whose  only  support,  hope,  and  stay  we 


hatever  which  centre  merely  in  the  indi- 
V  iu  1  On  the  other  hand,  let  no  young,  un- 
marrel  rakehelly  dog  among  you,  make  a 
song  of  h  s  pretended  liberty  and  freedom  from 
a  e  If  the  relations  we  stand  in  to  kiug, 
cunt  T  kindred,  and  friends,  be  anything  but 
the  s  ouary  fancies  of  dreaming  metaphysi- 
c  an  it  religion,  virtue,  magnanimity,  gene- 
roa  J  bumamtyandjastioe.beaughtbutempty 
sounds  hen  the  man  who  may  be  said  to  live 
on  y  f  r  others,  for  the  beloved,  honourable 
female  nhose  tender  faithful  embrace  endears 
1  ojid  lor  the  lielpless  little  innocents  who  are 
t  be  he  men  and  women,  the  worshippers  of 
his  God,  the  subjects  of  his  king,  and  the  sup- 
port, nay  the  very  vital  esistenoe  of  his  oouNTKY 
in  the  ensuing  age ; — compare  such  a  man  with 
anyfellowwhatever.who,  whether  he  bustle  and 
push  in  business  among  labourers,  clerks,  states- 
men; crwhctherhe  roar  and  rant,  and  drink  and 
sing  in  taverns— a  fellow  over  whose  grave  no 
one  will  hreafhe  a  single  heigh-ho,  aicept  from 
the  eobweb-tie  of  what  is  called  good-fellow- 
ship—who has  no  view  nor  aim  but  what  ter- 
minates in  himself— if  there  be  any  grovelling 
earthhom  wretch  of  our  species,  a  renegade  to 
common  sense,  who  would  fain  believe  that  the 
!  man,  is  no  better  than  a  sort  of 
ted  out  of  nothing,  nobody  knows 
a  dissipated  in  nothing,  nobody 
such  a  stupid  beast,  aueh  a  orawl- 
ng  reptile,  might  balance  the  foregoing  unei- 
.ggerated  comparison,  but  no  one  else  would 
lave  the  patience. 

Forgive  me,  tay  dear  Sir,  for  this  long  silence. 
Vo  make  you  amends,  I  shall  send  you  scon,  and 
nore  encouraging  still,  without  any  postage, 
)ne  or  two  rhymes  of  my  later  n 


fungus, 
knows  wher 


lufacture 


CLXVl. 
TO   MR.   M'MURDO. 


EUUland,  19iA  Junf,  1789. 
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I  snme  individual  chnracter  under  different  de- 
signations ;  were  it  nut  that  though,  with  a 
trifling  poetic  license,  most  poets  may  be  styled 
beggars,  yet  the  conrerso  of  fte  proposition 
does  not  hold,  that  eyery  beggar  is  a  poet.  In 
one  particular,  bowever,  they  remarliablya 
if  you  help  either  the  one  or  the  other  to  a  mug 
of  ale,  or  the  picking  of  a  bono,  they  wiE  yery 
willingly  repay  you  with  a  song.  This  occurs 
to  me  at  present,  aa  I  have  just  despatched  a 
well-lined  rib  of  John  Kirlspatriok's  Highland 
a  bargain  for  which  I  am  indebted  to  you  n 
the  style  of  our  ballad  printers,  "PiTe  ei  e 
lent  new  songs."  The  enclosed  is  nearly  m 
newest  song,  and  one  that  has  cost  me  s  m 
pains,  though  that  is  but  au  equivocal  m&A  f 
its  eicellencfl.  Two  or  tltree  others,  which  I 
have  by  me,  shall  do  themselves  the  honour  to 
wait  on  your  after  leisure;  petitioners  for  ad- 
mittance into  favour  must  not  harass  tie  con- 
descension of  their  benefactor. 

You  see,  Sir,  what  it  is  to  patroniie  a  poet. 
'Tie  like  being  a  magistrate  in  a  petty  borough ; 
you  do  them  the  favour  to  preside  in  their  coun- 
cil for  one  year,  and  your  name  bears  the  pre- 
fatory stigma  of  Bailie  for  life. 

With,  not  the  eompliments,  but  the  best 
wishes,  the  sincerest  prayers  of  the  season  for 
you,  that  you  may  see  many  and  bappy  years 
with  Mrs.  M'Murdo,  and  your  family ;  two 
blessings  by  the  bye,  to  which  your  rank  does 
not,  by  any  means,  entitle  you;  a  loving  wife 
and  fine  family  being  almost  the  only  good 
things  of  this  life  to  which  the  farm-house  and 
cottage  have  an  exclusive  right. 

Sir, 
Your  much  indebted  and  very  humble  servant. 


CLXVir. 
TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 
(Th6  devil,  the  | 


lorth. 


re  tban 


corded  in 


1  regarding  Salmi  a 


Eimaai,  21s(  Jam,  1789. 
Deae  Madam, 
Will  you  take  the  effusions,  the  miseraole         [Tlie  name  of  tli 
effusions  of  low  spirits,  just  as  they  flow  from  [ 


their  bitter  spring?  I  know  not  of  any  parti- 
oular  cause  for  this  worst  of  all  my  foes  beset- 
ting me ;  but  for  some  time  my  soul  has  been 
beclouded  with  a  thickening  atmospbere  of  evi 
imaginations  and  gloomy  presages. 

Monday  Evening. 
I  have  just  heard  Mr.  Kirkpatrick  preach  a 
sermon.  He  ia  a  man  famous  for  his  ben 
lence,  and  I  revere  him;  but  from  such  ideas 
of  my  Creator  good  Lord  deliverme!  Religion, 
my  h  n  ured  f  nd  s  surely  a  simple  business, 
a  qualy      n      ns  the  ignorant  and   the 

>■  n  h  p  and  the  rich.  That  there  is 
an  n  mp  h  na  b  e  Great  Being,  to  whcm  I 
w  my  MS  n  and  that  he  must  bo  iati- 
ma  y  a  quainted  wi  h  the  operations  and  pro- 
gress of  the  internal  machinery,  and  consequent 
outward  deportment  of  this  creature  which  he 
has  made;  these  are,  I  think,  self-evident  pro- 
positions. That  there  is  a  real  and  eternal  dis- 
tinction between  virtue  and  vice,  and  co: 
quently,  that  I  am  an  accountable  creati 
that  from  the  seeming  nature  of  the  human 
mind,  as  well  as  from  the  vid  nt  imperfection, 
nay,  poailive  iiy  n  the  administratioi 

affairs,  both  ia  th    nat    al  and  moral  worlds. 


there 


eof  e. 


icyond  the  gr  must  I  tl  nk,  be  allowed 

■y  every  one  wh  w  II  g 
reflection.  I  will  g  fa  1 
from  the  sublimity,  escellence,  and  purity  of  his 
doctrine  and  precepts,  unparalleled  by  all  the 
aggregated  wisdom  and  learning  of  many  p: 
ceding  ages,  though,  to  appearance,  he  himself 
was  the  obscurest  and  most  illiterate  of  our 
species  |  therefore  Jesus  Christ  was  from  God. 
Whatever  mitigates  the  woes,  or  increases 
the  happiness  of  others,  this  is  my  criterion  of  . 
goodness;  and  whatever  injures  society  at  large, 


niquity. 

What  think  you,   madam,  of  my  creed  ? 
rust  that  I  have  said  nothing  that  will  less 
le  in  the  eye  of  one,  whose  good  opinion  I  val 
Jmost  nextto  the  approbation  of  my  own  mind. 
R.  B 
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Mr  B 


ft  Sir, 


1789. 


a,  farmer  in  this  particular  eea- 
on,  and  the  indolence  of  a  poet  at  all  times  and 
easons,  will,  I  hope,  plead  my  eseuse  for  ne- 
glecting so  long  to  answer  your  obliging  letter 
of  the  5th  of  August. 

That  juu  have  done  well  in  quitting  jour  la- 
borious oonoern  in  *  *  *  *,  I  do  not  doubt ;  tie 
ncightj  reasons  you  mention,  were,  I  hope,  very, 
and  iefervedlj  indeed,  weighty  ones,  and  jour 
health  is  a  matter  of  the  last  importance ;  but 
whether  the  remaining  proprietors  of  the  paper 
ave  also  done  well,  is  what  I  much  doubt, 
ijie  *  *  *  *,  BO  far  as  I  was  a  reader,  eihibited 
HLh  a  brilliaDoj  of  point,  such  an  elegance  of 
aiagraph,  and  eueh  a  variety  of  inteOigcnoe, 
that  I  can  hardly  conceive  it  possible  to  con- 
tinut  a  daily  paper  in  the  same  degree  of  escel- 
lente  but  if  there  was  a  manwhohad  abilities 
uquol  to  the  tast,  that  man's  assistance  the 
proprietors  have  lost. 

When  I  ceoeived  jour  letter  I  was  transcrib- 
ng  for  *  *  *  *,  mj  letter  to  the  magistrates  of 
the  Canongate,  Edinburgh,  begging  their  per- 
un  to  place  a  tombstone  over  poor  Fergua- 
ind  their  edict  in  eonsequeaee  of  my  peti- 
but  now  I  shall  send  them  to  *****  *. 
Poor  Fergusaon!  If  there  be  a  life  beyond  the 
grave,  which  I  trust  there  is ;  and  if  there  be  a 
good  Ood  presiding  over  all  nature,  which  I  am 
Bare  liere  is  ;  thou  art  now  enjoying  existence 
in  a  glorious  world,  where  worth  of  the  heart 
alone  is  distinction  in  the  man  ;  where  riches, 
deprived  of  all  their  pleasure-purchasing  powers, 
return  t<i  their  native  sordid  matter;  where 
titles  and  honours  are  the  disregarded  reveries  of 
an  idle  dream;  and  where  that  heavy  virtue, 
which  is  the  negative  consequence  of  steady 
dnlness,  and  those  thoughtless,  though  often 
deatructive  follies  which  are  the  unavoidable 
aberrations  of  frail  hamao  nature,  will  be 
thrown  into  equal  oblivion  as  if  they  had  ne 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir  I  So  soon  as  your  p  nt 
views  and  schemes  are  eoacentered  in  an  am 
I  shall  he  glad  to  hear  from  you;  as  yoa  w  1 
fare  and  happiness  is  by  no  means  a  subje  t  m 
different  to 


CLXIX. 
TO   MISS   WILLIAM 


EUUland,  1789. 
Mad  AH, 

Of  the  many  problems  in  the  nature  of  that 
wonderful  creature,  man,  this  is  one  of  the  most 
extraordinary,  that  he  shall  go  on  from  day  to 
day,  from  week  to  week,  from  month  to  month, 
or  perhaps  from  year  to  year,  suffering  a  hun- 
dred times  more  in  an  hour  from  the  impotent 
consciousness  of  neglecting  what  he  ought  to  do, 
than  the  very  doing  of  it  would  cost  him.  I  am 
deeply  indebted  to  yon,  first  for  a  most  elegant 
poetic  compliment;  then  for  a  polite,  obliging 
letter ;  and,  lastly,  for  yonr  excellent  poem  on 
the  Slave  Trade;  and  yet,  wretch  that  I  am! 
though  the  debts  were  debts  of  honour,  and  the 
creditor  a  lady,  I  have  put  off  and  put  off  even 
the  very  acknowledgment  of  the  obligation,  un- 
til yoa  must  indeed  be  the  very  angel  I  take  yon 
for,  if  you  can  forgive  me. 

Your  poem  I  have  read  with  the  highest  plea- 
sure. I  have  a  way  whenever  I  read  a  book,  I 
mean  a  book  in  our  own  trade.  Madam,  a  poetio 
one,  and  when  it  is  my  own  property,  that  I  take 
a  pencil  and  mark  at  the  ends  of  verses,  or  note 
on  marglna  and  odd  paper,  little  cridciams  of 
approbation  or  disapprobation  as  I  peruse  along. 
I  will  make  no  apology  for  presenting  you  with 
a  few  unconnected  thoughts  that  occurred  to  me 
in  my  repeated  perusals  of  your  poem.  I  want 
to  show  you  that  I  have  honesty  enough  to  tell 
you  what  I  take  to  be  truths,  even  when  they 
are  not  quite  On  the  side  of  approbation ;  and 
I  do  it  in  the  firm  faith  that  you  have  equal 
greatness  of  mind  to  hear  them  with  pleasure. 

I  had  lately  the  honour  of  a  letter  from  Dr. 
Moore,  where  he  tells  me  that  he  has  sent  me 
some  books :  they  are  not  yet  come  to  hand,  but 
I  hear  they  are  on  the  way. 

W    h  ng  you  all  success  in  your  progress  in 

th    pa  h  of  fame;  and  that  you  may  equally 

pe   he  danger  of  stumbling  through  incan- 

ti  n     p    d,  or  losing  ground  through  loitering 
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TO   ME.   JOHN   LOGAN. 


EllUand,  near  Dumfriea,  7(A  Aug.  17S9. 
Desk  Sin, 

and  na  I  told  ;au,  I  had  gotten  three  stanzas  and 

n  Imlf  on  my  way  in  a  poetic  epistle  to  yon;  but 

that  old  enemy  of  nYlgood  icorks,  the  devil,  tlirew 

me  into  a  prosaic  mire,  and  for  the  soul  of  rae  I 

lut  of  it.     I  dare  not  write  yon  a 

IB  I  am  going  to  intrude  on  your 

long  hallad.     I  have,  aa  jou  will 

finished  "The  Kirk's  Alarm;"  but 

ia  done,  and  that  I  hare  laughed 

le  at  the  conceits  in  some  of  the 

a  determined  not  to  let  it  get  into 

so  I  send  jou  this  copy,  the  first 

aent  to  Ayrahice,  esoept  some  few 

,s,  which  I  wrote  off  in  embryo  for 

uuviu   iiimiilton,  under  the  express  provision 

and  requeat  that  you  will  Only  read  it  to  a  few 

of  us,  and  do  not  on  any  account  ^ve,  or  permit 

to  he  taken,  any  copy  of  the  ballad.      If  I  could 

be  of  any  service  to  Dr.  M'GiU,  I  would  do  it, 

though  it  should  be  at  a  much  greater  expenae 

t^an  irritating  a  few  bigoted  priests,  but  1  am 

afraid  serving  him  in  his  present  embarras  is  a 

task  too  hard  for  me.     I  have  enemies  enow, 

God  knows,  though  I  do  not  wantonly  add  to  the 

number.     Still  as  I  think  there  ia  aome  merit  in 

two  or  three  of  the  thoughts,  I  send  it  to  you  aa 

a  small,  but  sincere  testimony  how  much,  and 

with  what  respectful  esteem, 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 
Tout  obliged  humble  servant, 
R.  B. 


CLXXl, 

TO   MRS.    DDNLOP. 
itic  epistle  of  worthy  JanstLillle» 


n  EngliBh 


and  ad'ip: 


than  the  B 

ElMimd,  %lh  S^t.,  1789. 
Dear  Madam, 
I  OATE  mentioned  in  ray  last  my  appointment 
to  the  Escise,  and  the  birth   of  little  Frank; 
Mho,  by  the  bye,  I  trust  will  be  no  diacredit  to 


the  honourable  name  of  Wallace,  as  he  ha 
fine  manly  countenance,  and  a  figure  that  might 
do  credit  to  a  little  fellow  two  months  older ; 
and  likewise  an  cicelleut  good  temper,  though 
when  he  pleases  he  has  a  pipe,  only  not  quite 
so  loud  as  tbe  horn  that  his  inunorta!  namesake 
blew  as  a  signal  to  take  out  the  pin  of  Stirling 

I  had  some  time  ago  an  epiatle,  part  poetic, 
and  part  prosaic,  from  your  poeteaa,  Mra,  J. 
Little,  a  very  ingenious,  but  modest  composition. 
I  should  have  written  her  as  she  requested,  but 
for  the  hurry  of  this  new  business.  I  have  heard 
of  her  and  her  compositions  in  tins  country ; 
and  I  am  happy  to  add,  always  to  the  honour  of 
her  character.  The  fact  is,  I  know  not  well  hov 
to  write  to  her :  I  should  sit  dovm  to  a  sheet  of 
paper  that  I  knew  not  how  to  stain.  I  am 
dab  at  fine-drawn  letter-writing;  and,  escept 
when  prompted  by  friendship  or  gratitude,  o 
which  happens  extremely  rarely,  inspired  by  the 
muse  (I  know  not  her  name)  that  presides  < 
epistolary  writing,  I  ait  down,  wlien  neeeasitated 
to  write,  as  I  would  sit  down,  to  beat  hemp. 

Some  parts  of  your  letter  of  the  20th  August, 
struck  me  with  the  most  melancholy  cone 
for  the  state  of  your  mind  at  present. 

Would  I  could  write  you  a  letter  of  comfort, 
I  would  sit  down  to  it  with  as  much  pleasure, 
as  I  would  to  write  aa  epic  poem  of  my  own 
composition  that  should  equal  the  Iliad.  Eeli- 
gion,  my  dear  friend,  is  the  true  comfort !  A 
strong  persuasion  in  a  future  state  of  existence; 
a  proposition  so  obviously  probable,  that,  set- 
ting revelation  aside,  every  nation  and  people, 
so  far  as  investigation  has  reached,  for  at  least 
near  four  thousand  years,  have,  in  some  mode 
or  other,  firmly  believed  it.  In  vain  would 
reason  and  protend  to  doubt,  I  have  myaelf 
done  so  to  a  very  daring  pitch;  but,  when  I 
fleeted,    that  I  was  opposing  the  most  ardent 

ishea,  and  the  most  darling  hopes  of  good  men, 
and  flying  in  the  face  of  all  human  belief,  in 
ges,  I  was  shocked  at  my  own  conJaet. 
iuow  not  whether  1  have  ever  sent  you  the 
following  lines,  or  if  you  have  ever  seen  them; 
lUt  it  is  one  of  my  favourite  quotations,  which 

keep  constantly  by  me  in  my  progress  through 
life,  in  the  language  of  the  book  of  Job, 

spoken  of  religion ; 
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I  have  beeti  busy  with  Zduco.     The  Doctor  is 
I  obliging  as  to  request  my  opinion  of  it 
have  been  revolving  in  my  mind  some  k 
■iticiams  on  novel- writing,  bnt  it  is  a  dep 
yond  my  research.     I  shall  however  dige      m 
thoughts  on  the  subject  as  well  as  I  can.    Z 
a  most  sterling  perfo nuance. 
Farewell!     A  Dieii,  U  ban  Dim,  je  vans  com 
mde.  R.  B. 


CLXXir. 
TO   CAPTAIN   RIDDEL, 


Wha  l<tsl  beside  Ms  chair  shall  fu', 
Ue  is  the  king  amang  us  three. 

To  leave  the  heights  of  Parnassus  a.nd  come  to 
lie  humble  vale  of  prose. — I  have  some  misgiv- 
ings that  I  take  too  much  opoo  me,  when  I  re- 
[  g  r  guest.  Sir  Robert  Lowrie, 

nk  th  closed  covers  for  me,  the 

□  h  m         8      Williaca   Cunningham,  of 

I  d,  B  Kilmarnock, — the  otier  to 

t  11        ^  on,  Writing-Maater,   Edin- 

gh  Th  fi  has  a  kindred  claim  on  Sir 
to  g         other  Baronet,  andlikcwise 

1  keen  Foxite ;  the  other  is  one  of  the  worthiest 
nen  in  the  world,  and  a  man  of  real  genius ;  so, 
allow  me  tosay,hehas  a  fraternal  claim  on  you. 
Qt  them  franked  for  to-morrow,  as  I  ca,nnot 
get  them  to  the  post  to-night. ^I  shall  send  a. 
iDt  again  for  them  in  the  evening.  Wishing 
that  your  bead  may  be  crowned  with  laurels  to- 
light,  and  free  from  aches  to-morrow, 
I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Sir, 
Your  deeply  indebted  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 


Sib, 


Emiand,  16<A  Oct.,  1 


with  the  idea  of  thia  important  day  at 
-Carsc,  I  have  Wfltiihed  the  elements  and 
n  the  full  persuasion  that  they  would  an- 
e  it  to  the  astonished  world  by  some  phe- 
a  of  terrific  portent.— Yesternight  until  a 
very  late  honr  did  I  wait  with  aniious  horror, 
■r  the  appearance  of  some  comet  firing  half  the 
sky  ;  or  aerial  armies  of  sanguinary  Scandina- 
vians, darting  athwart  the  startled  heavens, 
rapid  as  the  ragged  lightning,  and  horrid  as 
those  convulsions  of  nature  that  bury  nations. 
The  elements,  however,  seem  to  take  the  mat- 
ter very  quietly;  they  did  not  even  usher  in  this 
rooming  with  triple  suns  and  a  shower  of  blood, 
symholieal  of  the  three  potent  heroes,  and  the 
mighty  claret-shed  of  the  day. — For  mi 
r  says  of  the  ston 
shall  "Hear  astonished,  and  astonished  sii 

i;  I  sing 


Hero  are  we  met,  three  merry  boys. 
Three  merry  boys  I  trow  are  we  ; 

And  mony  a  night  we've  merry  been, 
And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  be. 


TO   CAPTAIN   RIDDEL. 


Sib, 


Vouniled  Hare.] 

EUisland,  1789. 


I  WISH  from  my  inmost  soul  it  were  in  my 
power  to  give  you  a  more  substantial  gratifica- 
tion and  return  for  all  the  goodness  to  the  poet, 
than  transcribing  a  few  of  his  idle  rhymes. — 
However,  "  an  old  song."  though  to  a  proverb 
an  instance  of  insignificance,  is  generally  the 
only  coin  a  poet  has  to  pay  with. 

If  my  poems  which  I  have  liansciibed,  and 
mean  still  to  transcribe  into  your  book,  were 
equal  to  the  grateful  respect  and  high  esteem  I 
bear  for  the  gentieman  to  whom  I  present  them, 
they  would  be  the  finest  poems  in  the  language. 
— As  they  are.  liey  will  at  least  be  a  testimony 
with  what  sincerity  I  have  the  honour  to  be. 
Sir, 
Your  devoted  humble  Servant, 


Wha  first  shall  rise  to  gang  a' 
A  cuckold  cfWiird  loun  is  h 
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CLXXIV- 
TO   MR.   ROBERT  AINSLIE. 


Ellisland,  1st  Nov.  1789. 
Mt  deae  Feieku, 

I  HAD  written  jaa  long  ere  now,  eonld  I  haye 
guessed  where  to  find  jou,  for  I  am  sure  jou 
have  more  good  sense  than  to  waste  the  precious 
daja  of  racation  time  in  the  dirt  of  business 
and  Edinburgh. — Wherever  jou  are,  God  bless 
you,  and  lead  jon  not  into  temptation,  but  de- 
lirer  JOU  from  evil ! 

I  do  not  know  if  I  hare  informed  JOu  that  I 
am  now  appointed  to  an  excise  divieion,  in  the 
middle  of  which  mj  bouse  and  farm  lie.  In 
this  I  was  extremely  lucky.  Without  CTer  hsT- 
ing  heoD  an  expectant,  as  they  call  their  jour- 
nejmen  excisemen,  I  waa  direotlj  planted  down 
to  all  intents  and  purposes  an  officer  of  excise ; 
there  to  flourish  and  bring  fortl)  fruits — worthy 
of  repentance. 

I  know  not  how  the  word  exciseman,  or  still 
more  opprobrious,  ganger,  will  sound  in  your 
ears.  I  tflo  have  seen  the  day  when  my  auditory 
nerves  would  have  felt  very  delicately  on  this 
subject;  but  a  wife  and  children  are  things 
which  hare  a  wonderful  power  in  blunting  these 
hind  of  sensations.  Fifty  pounds  a  year  for 
life,  and  a  proyision  for  'widows  and  orphans, 
you  will  allow  is  no  bad  settlement  for  a  poel. 
For  the  ignominy  of  tte  profession,  1  haye  the 
eneourageinent  which  I  onoo  heard  a  recruiting 
sergeant  giro  to  a  numerous,  if  not  a  respect- 
able audience,  in  the  streets  of  Kilmarnock. — 
"  Gentlemen,  for  your  further  and  better  en> 
couragement,  I  can  assure  you  that  our  regi- 
ment is  the  most  blackguard  corps  under  the 
crown,  and  consequently  with  us  an  honest  fel- 
lew  has  the  surest  chance  for  preferment." 

You  need  not  doubt  that  I  find  several  very 
unpleasant  and  disagreeable  circumstances  in 
my  business ;  but  I  am  tired  with  and  disgusted 
at  the  language  of  complaint  ag^nst  tbe  evils 
of  life.  Human  existence  in  the  most  favourable 
situadons  does  not  abound  with  pleasures,  and 
has  its  iucouTeniences  and  ills;  capricious  fool- 
ish man  mistakes  these  inconveniences  and 
ills  aa  if  they  were  the  peculiar  property  of  his 
particular  situation;  and  hence  that  eternal 
fickleness,  that  love  of  change,  which  has  ruined. 


and  daily  does  ruin  many  a  fine  fellow,  as  well 
as  many  a  blockhead,   and  is  almost,  without 

I  long  to  hear  from  you  how  jou  go  on — not 
so  much  in  business  as  in  life.  Are  yon  pretty 
well  satisfied  with  your  own  exertions,  and  to- 
lerably at  ease  in  your  internal  reflections! 
'Tis  much  to  be  a  great  character  as  a  lawyer, 
but  beyond  comparison  more  to  be  a  great 
character  as  a  man.  That  you  may  be  both  the 
one  and  the  other  is  the  earnest  wish,  and  that 
you  will  be  both  is  the  firm  persuasion  of, 
My  dear  Sir,  &c. 

R.  B. 


TO   MB.  RICHARD   BKOWN. 


Burns  sud  Uicbi 


m.-] 


Eimand,  4th  November,  1789. 
I  HATB  boen  so  hurried,  my  ever  dear  friend, 
that  though  I  got  both  yonr  letters,  I  have  not 
been  able  to  command  an  hour  to  answer  them 
as  I  wished;  and  even  now,  you  are  to  look  on 
this  as  merely  confessing  debt,  and  craving  days. 
Few  things  could  have  given  me  so  much  plea- 

and  sound  on  terra  firma,  and  happy  in  that 
place  where  happiness  is  alone  to  be  fonnd,  iu 
the  fireside  circle.  May  the  benevolent  Direc- 
tor of  all  things  peculiarly  bless  jou  in  all  those 
endearing  connexions  consequent  on  the  tender 
and  venerable  names  of  husband  and  father  I  I 
have  indeed  been  extremely  lucky  in  getting  an 
addidonol  income  of  £SD  a,  year,  while,  at  the 
same  time,  the  appointment  will  not  cost  me 
above  £10  or  il2  per  annum  of  expenses  more 


than  I  must   have   ii 

evitably  incurred.      The 

worst  circumstance  i 

that  the  excise  division 

which  1  have  got  is 

0  extensive,  no  less  than 

ten  parishes  to  ride 

ver;  and  it  abounds  be- 

sides  with  so  much  bu 

iness,  that  I  can  scarcely 

steal  a  spare  moment.  However,  labour  endears 
rest,  and  both  together  are  absolutely  neces- 
sary for  the  proper  enjoyment  of  human  exis- 
!.  I  cannot  meet  you  anywhere.  No  less 
than  an  order  from  the  Board  of  Excise,  at 
Edinburgh,  is  necessary  before  I  can  have  so 
I  time  as  to  meet  you  in  Ayrshire.  But  do 
:ome,  and  see  me.     We  must  have  a  social 
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day,  and  perhaps  lengthen  it  out  witi  half  the 

night,  before  you  go  again  to  sea.    Xou  arc  the 

earliest  frieud  I  now  have  oo  earth,  my  brothers 

excepted;  and  is  not  that  aa  endearing  ciroum- 

stanoe  !    When  jou  and  I  first  met,  vie  were  at 

the  green  period  of  human  lite.    The  twig  would 

easily  take  a  bent,  but  would  as  easily  return 

its  former  state.     Tou  and  I  not  only  took  a 

utual  bent,  but  by  the  melancholy,  though 

strong  influence  of  being  both  of  the  family  of 

the  unfortunate,  we  were  entwined  with  one 

another  in  our  growth  towardB  advanced  age  ; 

Mid  blasted  be  the  sacrilegious  hand  tiat  shall 

attempt  to  undo  the  union !    You  and  I  must 

,ve  one  bumper  to  my  faTOurite  toast,   "  May 

e  companions  of  oar  youth  be  the  friends  of 

IT  old  age  I"    Come  and  nee  me  one  year     I 

■all  see  you  at  Port  Glasgow  the  nest,  and  if 

>  can  contrive  to  have  a  goshiping  between 

r  two  bed-fellows,  it  will  be  "o  much  aAii 

lional  pleasure.     Mrs    Bums  joins  me  in  k  nd 

compliments  to  you  ani  Mrs  Brown     idiea 

I  am  ever,  my  dear  Sir,  yo\irs 

B   B 


TO    R.   GPAHAM    ESQ 


LTbe  poel  Bnclosed 
Biciie  the  eievsr  vei 
Alarm,  aod  the  firflt  b£ 

SlE, 


a  Grow,  the  Kirk 


9th  December,  1789. 


a  good  while  had  a  wish  to  troabli 

you  with  a  letter,  and  had  certainly  done  it  long 

—hut  for  a  bumiliating  something  that 

throws  cold  water  on  the  resolution,  as  if  one 

should  say,   "You  have  found  Mr.  Graham  a 

very  powerful  and  kind  friend  indeed,  and  (hat 

^reot  he  is  so  kindly  taking  in  your  conoi 

a  ought  by  everything  in  your  power  to 

Lve  and  cherish."    Now  though  since  God 

thought  proper  to  make  one  powerful  and 

other  helpless,  the  oouneiion  of  obliger   and 

obliged  IS  all  fair;  and  though  my  being  under 

your  patronage  is  to  me  highly  honourable,  yet, 

r,  allow  me  to  flatter  myself,  that,  as  a  poet 

d  an  honest  man  you  first  interested  yourself 

in  my  welfare,  and  principally  BS  such,  still  yoa 

permit  me  to  approach  you, 

e  found  the  escise  business  go  on  a  great 
loothiir  with  me  than  I  espected;  owing 


a  good  deal  to  the  generous  friendship  of  Mr 
Mitchel,  my  collector,  and  the  kind  asaistanca 
of  Mr.  Findlater,  my  supervisor.  I  dare  to  be 
honest,  and  I  fear  no  labour.  Nor  do  1  find  my 
hurried  life  greatly  inimical  to  my  correspon- 
dence with  the  muses.  Their  'visits  to  me, 
indeed,  and  I  believe  to  moat  of  their  acquMH- 
tauce,  like  the  viaits  of  good  aogels,  are  short 
and  far  between:  but  I  meet  them  now  and 
then  as  I  jog  through  the  hills  of  Nithalale, 
just  as  I  used  to  do  on  the  banks  of  Ayr.  I 
lake  the  liberty  to  eoelose  you  a  few  bagatelles, 
all  of  them  the  productions  of  my  leisure 
thoughts  in  my  excise  rides. 

If  you  know  or  hare  ever  seen  Captain  Grose, 
the  antiquarian,  you  will  enter  into  any  humour 
that  is  in  the  versei  on  him  Perhafs  vou 
have  seen  them  teiore  as  I  sent  them  to  i  L  n 
d  n  newspaper  Though  I  dare  say  you  have 
none  of  the  solemn  league  an  1  covenint  fire 
whith  shone  SO  contpituous  in  Lord  Georgi 
Goidon  anl  the  Kilmarnock  weaveis  yet  I 
think  you  must  have  heaid  of  Di  M  Gill  nc 
of  the  clergymen  of  \yr  anl  his  heieti  al 
hook  God  help  hmi  poor  man  Th  ugh  he 
IS  one  of  the  wcrthitst  as  well  is  one  ot  the 
ablest  of  the  whole  pnesthooi  of  the  kiik  (f 
Scotland  m  every  sense  of  thit  amb  guous 
term  yet  the  poor  Dootoi  and  h  s  numerous 
Jamdy  are  in  imminent  danger  of  beint,  thrown 
out  to  the  mercy  of  the  winter- winds.  The  en- 
closed ballad  on  that  business  is,  1  confess,  too 
local,  but  I  laughed  myself  at  some  conceits 
in  it.  though  I  am  convinced  in  my  conscience 
that  there  are  a  good  many  heavy  atanias  in  it 

The  election  ballad,  aa  you  will  see,  alludes 
to  the  present  canvass  in  our  string  of  boroughs. 
I  do  not  believe  there  will  be  such  a  hard-ru" 
match  in  the  whole  genera!  election. 

I  am  too  little  a  man  to  have  anypolitical  at 
taehments ;  I  am  deeply  indebted  to,  and  have  the 
warmest  veneration  for,  individuals  of  both  par- 
ties ;  but  a  man  who  has  it  in  his  power  to  he 
the  father  of  Ms  country,  and  who  *»**», 
is  a  character  that  one  cannot  speak  of  with 


lo,"  but  yet  1 
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geiilusiBheirto.] 

Ellisland,  Utk  December,  1789. 
Mant  thanks  dtar  Madam,  for  jour  fihect- 
full  of  rhi  mes  Though  at  present  I  am  below 
the  lenest  prose  jet  from  jou  evarytJiing 
pleisea  1  am  gr  suing  under  the  miserii 
a  diseaaed  neryoua  systeni ;  a  system,  the  i 
of  which  is  most  conducive  to  our  happiness— or 
the  most  productive  of  onr  miserj.  For  now 
near  three  weelis  I  have  heen  so  ill  with  a  nerv- 
ous head-ache,  that  I  have  heen  otliged  for  a 
time  Ifl  pve  up  mj  excise-boolss,  being  scarce 
able  to  lift  mj  head,  much  le38  to  ride  once  & 
week  over  ten  muir  parishes.  What  is  man? — 
To-day  in  the  luinrianoe  of  health,  eiulting  in 
tlie  enjoyment  of  existence ;  in  a  few  days,  per- 
haps in  a  fewhonrs,  loaded  with  conscious  pain- 
ful being,  counting  the  tacdj  pace  of  the  linger- 
ing momenta  bj  the  repercussions  of  anguish, 
and  refusing  or  denied  a  comforter.  Day  fol- 
lows night,  and  night  comes  after  d»j,  only  to 
curse  him  witli  life  which  gives  bim  no  plea- 
sure ;  and  jet  the  awful,  dark  temaination  of 
that  life  is  something  at  which  he  recoils. 
"  Tell  us,  j-e  dead ;  will  none  of  you  in  pily 
DiscloBS  ills  secret ■ 


Can  it  he  possible,  that  when  I  resign  this 
frail,  feverish  being,  I  shall  still  find  niyself  in 
conscious  eiistence?  When  the  last  gasp  of 
agony  has  announced  that  1  am  no  more  to  tlioso 
that  knew  me,  and  the  few  who  loved  me  ;  when 
the  cold,  stiffened,  uneonaoio us, -ghastly  corse  is 
resigned  into  the  earth,  to  be  the  prey  of  un- 
sightly reptiles,  and  to  become  in  dme  a  trodden 
clod,  shall  I  be  yet  warm  in  life,  seeing  and  seen, 
enjoying  and  enjoyed  ?  Ye  venerable  sages  and 
holy  flamens,  is  there  probability  in  your  conjec- 
tures, truth  in  your  stories,  of  another  world 
beyond  death ;  or  are  they  all  alike,  baseless 
ons,  and  fabricated  fables?  If  there  is  an- 
other life,  it  mast  be  only  for  the  just,  the  bene- 
volent, tlie  amiable,  and  the  humane;  what  a 
flattering  idea,  then,  is  a  world  to  come  I    Would 


to  God  I  as  firmly  believed  it,  as  I  ardently  wiBi 
it!  There  I  should  meet  an  aged  parent,  now 
at  rest  from  the  many  buffetinga  of  an  evil 
world,  against  which  he  so  long  and  so  bravely 
struggled.  There  should  I  meet  the  friend,  th» 
diainteresteii  friend  of  my  early  life ;  the  man 
who  rejoiced  to  see  me,  because  he  loved  mo 
and  could  serve  me. — Muir,  thy  weaknesses  were 
the  aberrations  of  human  nature,  but  thy  heart 
glowed  with  everylliing  generous  manly  an'! 
noble;  and  f  ever  emanat  on  from  the  All  fcood 
Being  animated  a  hunan  f  rm  t  was  th  ne 
There  should  I  w  th  "peechlesi  agonj  of  rap  1 
tare,  again  reoogn  Be  rov  lost  mj  ever  dear 
Mary !  whoso  boa  m  wa*;  fraught  w  th  truth 
tononr,  consljnov  and  I  ve 
"My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  heavenly  rest? 
Seest  thou  thj  lover  lowly  laid? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast?" 
Jesus  Christ,  thou  am  ablest  f  characters    I 
trust  thou  art  no  impoator    and  tl  at  thy  rove 
lation  of  blissful  scenes  of  esisten  e  VeionI 
death  and  the  grave,  is  not  one  of  the  manj 
impositions  which  time  after  time  have  been    ! 
palmed  on  credulous  mankind      I  tru  t  tl    t  in     I 
thee  "shall  all  the  families  of  the  earth 
blessed,"  bj  being  jet  connects  1  together  u 
better  world,  where  everj  tie  that  f  <unil  heart 
to  heart,  in  this  state  of  exi'tenLC  shall  be  far 
beyond  our  present  conceptions,  moFe  endearing, 
im  a  good  deal  inclined  to  think  with  those 
who  maintain,  that  what  nre  called  nervous 
feetioQS  are  in  fact  diseases  of  the  mind.   I  c 
it  reason,  I  cannot  think;  and  but  to  jou  I 
>uld  not  venture  to  write  anjthing  above 
der  to  a  cobbler.     You  have  felt  too  much  of 
the  ills  of  life  not  to  sympathise  with  a  diseasu 
wretch,  who  has  impaired  more  than  half  of  nn 
faculties  he   possessed.      I'our  goodness    wi 
ie  this  distracted  scrawl,  which  tho  writi 
dare  scarcely  read,  and  which  he  would  throw 
ito  the  fire,   were  he  able  to  write  anything 
etter,  or  indeed  anything  at  all. 
Kumour  told  me  something  of  a  son  of  yours, 
who  was  returned  from  the  East  or  West  Indies. 
If  JOU  have  gotten   news  from  James  or  An- 
thony, it  was  cruel  in  jou  not  to  let  me  know ; 
1 1  promise  you  on  the  sincerity  of  a  man,  who 
wearj  of  one  world,  and  ansious  abont  an- 
her,  that  scarce  anylliing  could  give  me  so 
uch  pleasure  as  to  hear  of  anj  good  filing  be- 
falling mj  honoured  friend. 
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If  joii  have  a  mmute's 
pen  in  pity  to  lepaavre  m 


re,  take  up  your 
E.  B. 


CLXXIX. 
TO   PROVOST   MAXWELL, 


TO   LADY  W[INIFRED]   M[AXWELL] 
CONSTABLE. 


[Of  Lochmaben,  the  "  Morjoir 

ids,  MuKwellw 

^QOutthnnnriB 


tfaae 


Dur.] 


nol>lefa.nUyofP™iB.] 

Ellidand,  IGtk  Decemher,  1789. 
My  Lady, 
In  Tain  hare  I  from  day  to  day  eipoeted  to 
hear  from  Mrs.  Young,  as  she  promised  me  ftt 
Dftlawiiiton  that  she  would  do  me  the  honour  to 
icfroduceme  atTinwald;  and  it  was  impossible, 
it  from  youcladyship's  accessiliility,  but  from 
y  own  fcelingB,  that  1  eould  go  alone.  Lately 
indeed,  Mr.  Mas«ell  of  Camichen,  in  hia  usual 
goodness,  offered  to  accompany  me,  when  an 
unlucky  indisposition  on  my  part  hindered  my 
embracing  the  opportunity.  To  court  the  notice 
or  the  tables  of  the  great,  esccpt  where  I  some- 
times haye  had  a  little  matter  to  ask  of  tlicm, 
or  more  often  the  pleasanter  task  of  witnessing 
my  gratitude  to  them,  is  what  I  novcr  haye 
done,  andltrust  never  shall  do.  Eutwithyour 
ladyship  I  haye  the  honour  to  be  connected  by 
e  of  the  strongest  and  most  endearing  ties  in 
the  whole  moral  world.  Common  sufferers,  in 
luse  where  eyen  to  be  unfortunate  is  glorious, 
cause  of  heroic  loyalty !  Though  my  fatliers 
had  not  illustrious  honours  and  yast  properties 
o  haiard  in  the  contest,  though  they  left  their 
humble  cottages  only  to  add  so  many  units 
-e  to  the  unnoted  crowd  that  followed  their 
lers,  yet  what  they  could  they  did,  and  what 
thejhad  they  lost;  with  unshaken  firmnesB  and 
oncenled  political  attachments,  they  shook 
Lands  with  ruin  for  what  they  esteemed  the  cause 
of  their  king  and  their  country.     The  language 


for  your  ladyship's 
t  yory  famous  for  their 
do  nothing  for  a  oani 
more,  I  do  not  wish  i 


and  tlie  enclosed 
lone.  Poets 
prudence ;  but  as 
which  is  now  ceai 
hurt  myself. 

I  haye  the  honour  to  be, 

My  lady, 
Your  ladyebip's  obliged  and  obedient 

Humble  servant. 


Ellislartd,  20ift  Decemher,  1789, 
Dbae  PaovosT, 

As  my  friend  Mr.  Graham  goes  for  your  good 
toym  to-morrow,  I  cannot  reaiet  the  temptation 
to  send  you  a  few  lines,  and  as  I  have  nothing 
to  Bay  I  have  chosen  this  sheet  of  foolscap,  and 
begun  as  you  seo  at  the  top  of  the  first  page, 
I  have  ever  observed,  that  when  once 
people  have  fairly  set  out  they  know  not  where 
Now  that  my  first  sentence  is  conclud- 
ed, I  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  pray  heaven  to 
help  me  on  to  another.  Shall  I  write  you  on 
Politics  or  Religion,  two  master  subjects  for 
rs  of  nothing.  Of  the  first  I  dare.say 
by  this  time  you  are  nearly  surfeited:  and  for 
the  last,  whatever  they  may  talk  of  it,  who 
make  it  a  kind  of  company  concern,  I  never 
could  endure  it  beyond  a  soliloquy.  I  might 
write  you  on  farming,  on  building,  or  market- 
ing, but  my  poor  distracted  mind  is  so  torn,  so 
jaded,  so  racked  and  bediveled  with  the  task  of 
the  superlative  damned  to  make  one  gainm  do 
t)ie  business  of  three,  that  I  detest,  abhor,  and 
ewoon  at  the  very  word  business,  though  no  less 
than  four  letters  of  my  very  short  sirname  are 
in  it. 

Well,  to  make  the  matter  short,  I  shall  be- 
take myself  to  a  subject  ever  fruitful  of  themes ; 

subject  the  turtle-feast  of  the  eons  of  Satan, 
and  the  delicious  secret  sugar-plum  of  tho  babes 
of  grace — a  subject  sparkling  with  all  the  jewels 
that  wit  can  find  in  the  mines  of  genius:  and 
pregnant  with  all  the  storea  of  learning  from 
Moses  and  Confucius  to  Franklin  and  Priestley 
— in  short,  may  it  please  your  Lordship, I  intend 

[Sere  ike  Poet  inserted  a  tang  which  am  only  be 
eung  at  times  v)heB  the  punek-bowihsi  done  its  duty 
and  vnld  wit  is  setfree.'\ 

If  at  any  time  you  expect  a  field-day  in  your 
town,  a  day  when  Dukes,  Earls,  and  Knigiita 
pay  their  court  to  weavers,  tailors,  and  cobblers, 
I  should  like  to  know  of  it  two  or  tliree  d^ys  be- 
forehand.   It  is  not  that  I  care  three  skips  of  a 

ii  dog  for  the  politics,  but  I  should  like  to  sea 
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sneh  an  exhibition  of  human  nature..   If  you 
meet  with  that  wortliy  old  Teteran  in  religi 
and  good-fellowship,  Mr.  Jeffrey,  or  any  of  his 
amiable  family,  I  beg  you  Trill  giye  iiem  my  best 
compliments.  R.  B. 


CLXXX. 
L  JOHN  SINCLAIR. 


1790. 
Sib, 

The  folio-wing  circumstance  has,  I  belioye, 
been  committed  in  the  statistical  acooimt,  trans- 
mitted to  you  of  the  pariali  of  Dunaoore,  in 
Nithsdale.  I  beg  leave  to  aeud  it  to  you  because 
It  is  new,  and  may  be  useful.  How  far  it  is  de- 
Berriog  of  a  place  in  your  patriotic  publication, 
you  are  the  best  judge. 

To  store  the  minds  of  the  lower  classes  with 
nseful  knowledge,  is  certainly  of  very  great  im- 
portance, both  to  them  as  indiriduals  and  to 
society  at  large.  Giving  tbem  a  turn  for  read- 
ing and  reflection,  is  giving  them  a  source  of  in- 
nocent and  laudable  amusement ;  and  besides, 
raises  them  to  a  more  dignified  degree  in  the 
scale  of  rationaJity.  Impressed  witi  this  idea, 
a  gentleman  in  this  parish,  Robert  Riddel,  Esq., 
of  Glenriddel,  set  on  foot  a  sposics  of  circulat- 
ing librnry,  on  a  plan  so  simple  as  to  he  practi- 
cable in  any  corner  of  the  country;  and  so 
useful,  as  to  deserve  the  notice  of  every  country 
gentleman,  who  thinks  the  improvement  of  that 
part  of  his  own  species,  whom  chance  has 
thrown  into  the  humble  wallts  of  the  peasant 
and  the  artisan,  a  matter  worthy  of  his  atten- 

Mr.  Riddel  got  a  number  of  hia  own  tenants, 
and  farming  neighbours,  to  form  themgelves  into 
a  society  for  the  purpose  of  having  a  library 
among  themselves.  They  entered  into  a  legal 
engagement  to  abide  by  it  for  three  years ;  with 
a  saving  clause  or  two  in  case  of  a  removal  to  a 
ance,  or  death.  Each  member,  at  his  entry, 
paid  Eve  shillings ;  and  at  each  of  their  meetings,  I 
which  were  held  every  fourth  Saturday,  six- 
lence  more.  With  their  entry-money,  and  the 
redit  which  tliey  took  on  the  faith  of  their 
nture  funds,  they  laid  in  a  tolerable  stock  of 


books  at  the  commencement.  What  authors 
they  were  to  purchase,  was  always  decided  by 
the  majority.  At  every  meeting,  all  the  books, 
under  certain  fines  and  forfeitures,  by  way  of 
penalty,  were  to  be  produced ;  and  the  mem- 
bers had  their  choice  of  the  volumes  in  rotation. 
He  whose  name  stood  for  that  night  first  on 
the  list,  had  his  choice  of  what  volume  he 
pleased  in  the  whole  collection ;  the  second  Lad 
his  choice  after  the  first;  the  third  after  the 
second,  and  so  on  to  the  last.  At  nest  mcetin"-, 
he  who  had  been  first  on  the  list  at  the  preceil- 
ing  meeting,  was  last  at  this;  he  who  had  been 
second  was  first;  and  so  on  through  the  whole 
three  years.  At  the  eipiration  of  the  cngajje- 
ment  the  books  were  sold  by  auction,  but  otilj 
among  the  members  themselves  ;  each  man  h.id 
his  share  of  the  common  stock,  in  money  or  in 
books,  as  he  chose  to  be  a  purchaser  or  not. 

Atthe  breaking  up  of  this  little  society,  which 
was  formed  under  Mr.  Riddel's  patronage,  what 
with  benefactions  of  hooka  from  him,  and  what 
with  their  own  purchases,  they  had  collected  to- 
gether upwards  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  volumes. 
It  will  easily  be  guessed,  that  a  good  deal  of  tru.^h 
would  be  bought.  Among  the  books,  however, 
of  this  little  library,  were,  Blair's  Sermons,  Eo- 
berlson'a  History/  of  Scotland,  Hume's  History  of 
ftewarti.  The  Spectator,  Idler,  Adventurer, 
Mirror,  Lounger,  Obierver,  Man  of  Feelirtg,  Man 
of  the  World,  ChrysoZ,  Doa  Quixote,  Joseph  An- 
drews, &e.  A  peasant  who  can  read,  and  enjoy 
such  books,  is  certainly  a  much  superior  being 
5  neighbour,  who  perhaps  stalks  beside  his 
,  very  little  removed,  eicept  in  shape,  from 
tie  brutes  he  drives. 

ishing your  patriotic  exertions  their  so  much 
merited  success. 


lai 


,  Sir, 


CLXXXI. 
TO   CHARLES   SHARPE,  : 
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sa  KLrkpatr 


kSliat] 


re,] 

[1790.] 
a,  gentleman  of  rank 
Mid  fortune,  and  I  am  a  poor  devil :  you  are  a 
feather  in  the  cap  of  aouiety,  and  I  am  a  Terj 
hobnail  in  bia  shoes;  yet  I  hare  the  honour  to 
family  itith  jou,  and  cm  that 
esa  you.  Ton  will  perhaps 
Buspect  that  I  am  going  to  claim  affinity  with 
the  ancient  and  honourable  house  of  Kirkpa- 
trick.  No,no,Sir:  I  oannotindeed  ho  properly 
laid  to  belong  to  any  house,  or  eyeu  any  prorince 
»r  kingdom ;  aa  my  mother,  who,  for  many  years 
naa  spouse  to  a  marching  regiment,  gave  mc  into 
this  had  world,  aboard  the  packet-boat,  some- 
B  between  Donaghadee  and  Portpatriok. 
ir  eommou  family,  I  mean,  Sir,  the  family 
of  the  mu»es.  I  am  a  fiddler  and  a  poet;  and 
fou,  I  am  told,  play  an  eiquisite  violin,  and  have 
I  Btandard  taste  in  the  Belles  Lettres.  The 
other  day,  a  brother  catgut  gave  me  a  charming 
Scots  air  of  your  composition.  If  I  was  pleased 
Kith  the  tune,  I  was  in  raptures  with  the  tide 
fou  have  given  it;  and  taking  up  the  ideal 
have  spun  it  into  the  three  stanzas  enclosed. 
Will  you  allow  me,  Sir,  to  present  you  them,  aa 
the  dearest  offering  that  a  misbegotten  son  of 
poverty  and  rhyme  has  Ui  give  ?  I  have  a  long- 
ing to  take  you  by  the  hand  and  nnburthen  my 
heart  by  saying,  "  Sir,  I  honour  you  as  a  man 
who  supports  the  dignity  of  human  nature,  amid 
ji  age  when  frivolity  and  avarice  have,  between 
hem,  debased  ua  below  the  brutes  that  perish !" 
(ut,  alas,  Sirl  to  me  you  are  unapproachable. 
t  is  true,  the  muses  baptized  me  in  Castalian 
treams,  but  the  thoughtless  gipsies  forgot  to 
;ivo  mc  a  name.  Aa  the  Eex  have  served 
aany  a  good  fellow,  the  Nine  have  given  me  a 
great  deal  of  pleasure,  but,  bewitching  jades! 
they  have  beggared  me.  Would  they  but  spare 
me  a  little  of  their  cast-linen  !  Were  it  only  in 
my  poiver  to  say  that  I  have  a  shirt  ou  my 
back!  but  the  idle  wenches,  like  Solomon's 
lilies,  "  they  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin  ;"  so 
I  must  e'en  continue  to  tie  my  remnant  of  a 
cravat,  like  the  hangman's  rope,  round  my 
naked  throat,  and  coax  my  galligaskins  to  keep 
together  their  manj-ooloured  fragments.  As 
to  the  affair  of  shoes,  I  have  given  that  up. 
My  pilgrimages  ia  my  ballad-trade,  from  town 
n,  and  on  your  stony-hearted  turnpikes 
e  what  not  even  the  hide  of  Job's  Behe- 
moth could  bear.     The  coat  on  my  back  is  no 


more:  I  shall  not  speak  evil  of  the  dead.  H 
would  be  equally  unhandsome  and  ungrateful 
to  find  fault  with  my  old  surtout,  which  so 
kindly  supplies  and  ooneeals  the  want  of  that 
coat.  My  hat  indeed  is  a  great  favourite  ;  and 
though  I  got  it  literally  for  an  old  song,  I  would 
not  eichange  it  for  the  best  beaver  in  Britain. 
I  was,  during  several  years,  a  kind  of  fac-totum 
servant  to  a  country  clergytoan,  where  I  pickt 
up  a  good  many  scraps  of  learning,  particularly 
in  some  branches  of  the  mathematics.  When- 
ever I  feel  inolined  to  rest  myself  on  my  way, 
I  take  my  seat  under  a  hedge,  laying  my  poetic 
wallet  on  the  one  side,  and  my  fiddle-oasc  on 
tho  other,  and  placing  my  hat  between  my  legs,  . 
1  can,  by  means  of  its  brim,  or  rather  brims, 
go  throagh   the  whole   doctrine   of  the  conic 

However,  Sir,  don't  let  me  mislead  yon,  as 
if  I  would  interest  your  pity.  Fortune  has  Bo 
much  forsaken  me,  that  she  has  taught  mo  to 
live  without  her ;  and  amid  all  my  rags  and 
poverty,  I  am  as  independent,  and  much  more 
happy,  than  a  monarch  of  the  world.  Accord- 
ing to  the  hackneyed  metaphor,  I  value  the 
several  actors  in  the  great  drama  of  life,  simply 
as  they  act  their  parts.  I  can  look  on  a  worth- 
less fellow  of  a  duke  with  unqualified  contempt, 
and  can  regard  an  honest  scavenger  with  sin- 
cere respect.  As  you,  Sir,  go  tlirough  your 
role  with  such  distinguished  merit,  permit  me 
to  make  one  in  the  chorus  of  universal  applause, 
and  assure  you  that  with  the  highest  respect, 
I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &c., 

JOHNNI    Fa*. 


CLXXXn. 
TO   MR.    GIL3EKT   BURNS. 


Eliidand,  Wth  Jimuary,  1790. 
Dear  Bhothie, 
I  MEAN  to  take  advantage  of  the  frank,  though 
I  have  not,  in  my  present  frame  of  mind,  much 

in  a  cursed  state.  I  feel  that  horrid  hypochon- 
dria pervading  every  atom  of  both  body  and 
soul.  This  farm  has  undone  my  enjoyment  of 
myself.     It  is  a  ruinous  affair  on  all   hauda 
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But  let  it  go  to  hell !  I'll  fight  it  out  and  be  off 

We  have  gotten  a  set  of  very  decent  players 
here  just  now.  I  have  Been  ttem  an  evening  or 
two.  David  Campbell,  in  Ayr,  wrote  to  me  by 
the  niKnager  of  the  eompany,  a  Mr.  Sutherland, 
who  is  a  man  of  apparent  worth.  On  New- 
year-day  evening  I  gave  him  the  following  pro- 
logue, which  he  spouted  to  his  audience  with 
applause. 


No  song  nor  danc 
That  queens  it  a' 


bring  from  yon  great  city, 


CLXXXlir. 
TO   MR.   SUTHERLAND, 


[When  the  farm  fail 
playhouse :  he  triad  to 


Id  by  01 


Js,] 


errifyhi 


self 


I  Biall  see  you  on 
the  greatest  hnrry. 


CLXXXIV. 
TO  WILLIAM   DUNBAR,  W.  , 


n.] 


EtlUUind,  \iih  Jaituury,  1790. 
SmCE  we  are  here  creatures  of  a  day,  since 
"ft  few  summer  days,  and  a  few  winter  nighta, 
and  the  life  of  man  is  at  an  end,"  why,  my  dear 
mnoh-es(«emed  Sir,  should  you  and  I  let  negli- 
gent indolence,  for  I  know  it  is  nothing  worae, 
step  in  between  us  and  bar  (he  enjoyment  of  a 
mutual  correspondence  I    We  are  not  shapen 
ont  of  the  common,  heavy,  raothodioal  clod,  the 
elemental  stuff  of  the  plodding  selfish  n 
sons  of  Arithmetic  and  Prudence;  our  feelings 
and  hearts  are  not  benumbed  and  poisoned  by 
the  cursed  influence  of  riches,  which,  whatever 
blessing  they  may  be  in  other  respects,  are 
Wends  to  the  nobler  qualities  of  the  heart : 
the  name  of  random  sensibility,  then,  let  nev 


the  n 


I-  sticn 


I 


Monday  Mommg. 
I  WAS  much  disappointed,  my  dear  Sir,  in 
wanting  yonr  most  agreeable  company  yester- 
day. However,  I  heartily  pray  for  good  wea- 
ther next  Sunday  ;  and  whatever  aerial  Being 
has  the  guidance  of  the  elements,  may  take  any 
other  half-doicn  of  Sundays  he  pleases, 
clothe  them  with 


had  a  tract  of  had  health  most  part  of  this 
3r,  else  you  had  heard  from  me  long  ere 
Thank  Heaven,  I  am  now  got  so  much 
better  as  to  be  able  to  partake  a  little  in  the  en- 
joyments of  life. 

r  friend  Cunningham  will,  perhaps,  have 
told  you  of  ray  going  into  the  Excise.  The  tr 
i,  I  found  it  a  very  convenient  business  to  have 
£50  per  annum,  nor  have  lyet  felt  any  of  (hose 
mortifying  circnmstanccs  in  it  that  I  was  led  to 
fear. 

Fih.  2. 
I  have  not,  for  sheer  hurry  of  business,  been 
able  to  spare  five  minutes  to  finish  my  letter. 
Besides  my  farm  business,  I  ride  on  my  Excise 
matters  at  least  two  hundred  miles  every  week. 
I  have  not  by  any  means  given  up  the  mn 
Ton  will  see  in  the  3d  vol.  of  Johnson's  Soots 
songs  that  I  have  contributed  my  mite  there. 
B      my  dear  Sir,  little  ones  that  look  up 

paternal   protection  are  an  important 

g       I  hare  already  two  fine,  healthy,  stout 

ws,  and  I  wish  to  throw  some  light 

p        Ii  m.     I  have  a  thousand  reveries  and 

h  m        bout  them,  and  their  future  destiny. 

N         h       I  am  a  Utopian    projector  in    these 

h  n<rs      I  am  resolved  never  to  breed  up  a  son 

m  n  any  of  the  learnel  profe  sicns      I 

kn  w    li      alue  of  inderendence     and  smee  I 

nn      ^    e  my  sons  an  indej-enient  fortune   I 

ha      t        them  an  independent   I  ne  of  hfe 

Wh      a    haos  of  hurry    chance    in  i  i,hange3  IB 

this  world,  when  one  sits  soberly  down  to  reflect 

on  it!     To  a  father,   who  himself  knons  the 

world,  the  thongbt  that  he  shall  have  sons  to 
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usher  into  it  must  fill  him  with  dread ;  but  if  be 
have  dfmght«re,  the  prospect  in  a  thoughtful 
moment  is  apt  to  shook  him. 

I  Lope  Mrs.  Fordjoe  and  the  two  young  ladies 
are  well.  Do  let  Die  forget  that  thej  are  nieces 
of  jours,  and  letmesay  thatlneyer  saw  amore 
interesting,  sweeter  pair  of  sisterB  in  my  life. 
I  am  tlie  fool  of  my  feelings  awl  attachments. 
I  often  take  up  a  lolnme  of  my  Spenser  to  realiie 
you  to  my  imagination,  and  think  over  the  so- 
cial scenes  we  have  had  together.  God  grant 
that  there  may  be  another  world  more  congenial 
to  honest  fellows  beyond  this.  A  world  where 
these  rubs  and  plagues  of  ahaenoe,  distance,  mis- 
fortunes, ill-health,  &e..  shall  no  more  damp 
hilority  and  diviile  friondsiiip.  This  I  know  la 
your  throng  season,  but  half  a  page  will  much 


Myd 


trSir, 

ura  sincerely. 


Skip 


CLXXXV. 
TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


I  of  the  . 


nguags.J 

Mlisland,  25(A  January,  1790. 
It  has  been  owing  to  unremitting  hurry  of 
business  that  I  have  not  written  to  you,  Madam, 
long  ere  now.  My  health  is  greatly  better, 
and  I  now  begin  once  more  to  share  in  satis- 
faction and  enjoyment  with  the  rest  of  my  fellow- 


Many  thanks,  my  roDch-esteemeil  friend,  for 
yonr  kind  letters;  but  why  will  jou  make  me 
run  the  risk  of  being  contemptible  and  merce- 
nary in  my  own  eyes  ?  When  I  pique  myaelf  on 
my  independent  spirit,  I  hope  it  is  neither  poetic 
license,  nor  poetic  rant;  and  I  am  so  flattered 
with  the  honour  you  have  done  me,  in  making 
me  your  compeer  in  friendahip  and  friendly  cor- 
respondence, that  I  oauDot  without  pain,  and  a 
degree  of  morUfication,  he  reminded  of  the  real 
inequality  between  our  situations. 

Moat  sincerely  do  1  rejoice  with  yon,  dear 
Madam,  in  the  good  news  of  Anthony.      Not 

I  Tbe  ballad  is  in  the  Minstrelsy  o!  llie  Soottiih  Bordsr, 


only  your  anxiety  about  hia  fate,  but  my  own 
esteem  for  such  a  noble,  warm-hearted,  manly 
young  fellow,  in  the  little  I  had  of  hie  ac- 
quaintance, has  interested  me  deeply  in  his 
fortunes. 

Falconer,  the  unfortunate  author  of  the  "  Ship- 
wreck," which  you  so  much  admire,  is  no  more. 
After  witnessing  the  dreadful  catastrophe  he  so 
feelingly  describes  in  his  poem,  and  after  wea- 
thering many  hard  gales  of  fortune,  he  went  to 
the  bottom  with  the  Aurora  frigate! 

I  forget  what  part  of  Scotland  had  the  honour 
of  giTing  him  birth  ;  but  he  was  the  son  of  ob- 
scurity and  misfortune.  He  was  one  of  those 
daring  adyenturous  spirits,  which  Scotland,  be- 
yond any  other  country,  is  remarkable  for  pro- 
ducing. Little  does  the  fond  mother  think,  as 
she  liangs  delighted  over  the  sweet  little  leech 
at  her  bosom,  where  the  poor  fellow  may  here- 
after wander,  and  what  may  be  hia  fate.  I  re- 
member a  stanza  in  an  old  Scottish  ballad, 
which,  notwithstanding  its  rude  simplicity, 
speaks  feelingly  to  the  heart : 


er  tliinli 


Old  Scottish  song  are,  you  know,  a  favourite 
study  and  pursuit  of  mine,  and  now  I  am  on 
that  subject,  allow  me  to  ^ve  you  two  stanzas 
of  another  old  simple  ballad,  which  I  am  sure 
will  please  you.  The  catastrophe  of  the  piece 
is  a  poor  ruined  female,  lamenting  her  fate. 
She  concludes  with  this  pathetic  wish  ; — 


I  do  not  remember  in  all  my  reading,  to  have 
met  with  anything  more  truly  the  language  of 
misery,  than  the  eiclamation  in  the  last  line. 
Misery  ia  like  love  ;  to  speak  ita  language  truly, 
the  author  must  have  felt  it. 

I  am  every  day  cipectlng  the  doctor  to  give 
your  little  godson'  the  small-pox.  They  are 
rife  in  the  country,  and  I  tremble  for  his  fate. 
By  the  way,  I  cannot  help  congratulating  you 
on  bis  looks  and  spirit.    Every  person  who  seOB 
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him,  acknowledges  liim  to  be  tiie  finest,  hand- 
somest child  lie  hus  ever  seen.  I  nm  mjiself  de- 
lighted with  the  manly  swell  of  hia  little  cheat, 
and  a  certain  miniature  dignity  in  the  carriage 
of  his  head,  and  tLe  glance  of  hia  fine  black  eye, 
which  proTDise  the  undaunted  gallantry  of  an 
indepeniient  mind. 

I  thought  to  have  sent  you  some  rhymes,  hut 
time  forbida.  I  promise  you  poetry  until  you 
are  tired  of  it,  nest  time  I  have  the  honour  of 
BSenring  you  how  truly  I  am,  &c. 

R.  B. 


CtXXXVI. 
TO     MR.   PETER   HILL, 


Id.] 


Ellisland,  2d  Feb.,  1790. 
No!  I  will  not  say  one  word  about  apologies 
or  eicusBS  for  not  writing. — I  am  a  poor,  ras- 
cally ganger,  coudemced  to  gallop  at  least  200 
miles  every  week  to  inspect  dirty  ponds  and 
yeasty  barrels,  and  where  can  I  find  time  to 
write  to,  or  importance  io  interest  anybody! 
the  upbraidings  of  my  conscience,  nay  the  up- 
braddings  of  my  wife,  have  persecuted  me  on 
your  account  these  two  or  three  montha  past. — 
I  wish  to  God  I  was  a  great  man,  that  my  cor- 
reapondenoe  might  throw  light  upon  you,  Io  let 
tbe  world  see  what  you  really  are  ;  and  tben  I 
would  make  your  fortune  without  putting  my 
hand  in  my  pocket  for  you,  which,  like  all  other 
great  men,  I  suppose  I  would  avoid  as  much  aa 
possible.  What  are  you  doing,  and  how  are 
you  doing?  Have  you  lately  seen  any  of  my  few 
friends?  What  is  become  of  the 
roBM,  or  how  is  the  fate  of  my  pooi 
Mademoiselle  Burns,  decided  ?  0  man  I  but  for 
thee  and  thy  selUsh  appetites,  and  dishonest 
artifices,  tiat  beaat«oua  form,  and  that  once 
innocent  and  still  ingenuous  mind,  might  have 
shone  conapicuous  and  lovely  in  the  faithful 
wife,  and  the  affectionate  mother;  and  shall 
the  unfortunate  sacrifice  to  thy  pleaauree  have 
no  cloim  on  thy  humanity ! 


I  aaw  lately  in  a  Review,  some  estracts  from 
a  new  poem,  called  the  Village  Curate  ;  sen 
me.  I  want  likewise  a  cheap  copy  of  The 
World.  Mr.  Armstrong,  the  young  pcet,  who 
does  me  the  honour  to  mention  me  so  kindly  ii 
his  works,  please  give  him  my  best  thanksfor  the 
copy  of  his  book — I  shall  write  him,  my  first 
leisure  hour.  I  like  his  poetry  much,  bi 
think  his  style  in  prose  quite  astonishing. 

Your  book  came  safe,  and  I  am  going  to 
trouble  you  with  further  commissions.  I  call  it 
troubling  you, — because  I  want  only,  books  ; 
the  cheapest  way,  the  best;  so  you  may  have 
to  hunt  for  them  in  the  evening  auctions, 
want  Smollette'a  works,  for  tbe  sake  of  his  ii 
comparable  humour.  I  have  already  Roderick 
Random,  and  Humphrey  Clinker. — Peregrine 
Pickle,  Launcelot  Greaves,  and  Ferdinand 
Count  Fatlioin,  I  still  want ;  but  as  I  said,  the 
veriest  ordinary  copiee  will  serve  me.  I  am 
nice  only  in  the  appearance  of  my  poets.  I 
forget  the  price  of  Cowper'a  Poems,  but,  I  be- 
lieve, I  must  have  them.  I  aaw  the  other  day, 
proposals  for  a  publication,  entitled  "Banks's 
new  and  complete  Christian's  Faniily  Bible," 
printed  for  C.  Cooke,  Patemoater-row,  London. 
— He  promises  at  least,  to  give  in  tbe  work,  I 
think  it  is  three  hundred  and  odd  engravings,  to 
which  he  has  put  the  names  of  the  first  artists 
in  London. — Tou  will  know  the  character  of  the 
performance,  as  some  numbers  of  it  are  pub- 
lished; and  if  it  ia  really  what  it  pretends  to 
be,  set  rae  down  as  a  subscriber,  and  send  me 
the  published  numbers. 

Let  me  hear  from  you,  your  first  leisure 
minute,  and  trust  me  yon  shall  in  future  have  no 
reason  to  complain  of  my  silence.  The  dazzling 
perplexity  of  novelty  will  dissipate  and  leave 
me  to  pursue  my  course  in  the  quiet  path  of 
methodical  routine.  B.  B 


TO   MR.   W.   NICOL- 
it  hss  reeotdsd  Ihis  unlooked-for  dealh  of  the 


,  Feb.  9(A,  1790. 
M¥  DEAB  Sib, 
That  d-mned  mare  of  yours  is  dead,   I  would 
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freely  have  giyen  Iier  price  to  have  aavei  her; 
she  has  vexed  me  beyond  description.  Indebted 
as  1  nas  ki  your  goodness  beyond  'what  I  can 
ever  repay,  I  eagerij  grasped  at  jour  offer  to 
have  the  mare  vlth  me.  'Ihat  I  might  at  leaat 
show  my  readiness  in  wishing  to  be  grateful,  I 
took  every  care  of  her  in  my  power.  She  was 
never  crossed  for  jiding  above  half  a  scoro  of 
times  by  me  Or  in  my  lieeping.  I  drew  her  in 
the  plough,  one  of  three,  for  one  poor  week.  I 
refused  fifty-five  shillings  for  her,  which  was 
IJie  highest  bode  1  eould  squeeze  for  her.  I  fed 
hev  up  and  had  her  in  fine  Order  for  DumfHes 
fair;  when  four  or  five  days  before  the  fwr, 
she  waa  seized  with  an  unaccountable  disorder 
in  the  sinews,  or  Bomewhere  in  the  bones  of  the 
neok  ;  with  a  weakness  or  total  want  of  power 
in  her  fillets,  and  in  short  the  whole  vertebrie 
of  her  spine  seemed  to  be  diseased  and  un- 
hinged, and  in  eight-and-forty  houra,  in  spite 
of  the  two  best  farriers  in  the  country,  she  died 
and  be  d-mned  to  her  I  The  farriers  said  that 
she  had  been  qaite  strained  in  the  fillets  be- 
yond cure  before  yon  had  bought  her ;  and  that 
tiie  poor  devil,  though  she  might  keep  a  little 
flesh,  had  been,  jaded  and  quite  worn  out  with 
fatigue  and  oppression.  While  she  was  with  me, 
slio  was  under  my  own  eye,  and  I  assure  you, 
my  much  valned  friend,  everything  was  done 
for  her  that  could  be  done;  and  the  accident 
has  vexed  me  to  the  heart.  In  fact  I  could  not 
pluck  up  spirits  to  write  to  you,  on  account  of 
the  unfortunate  business. 

There  is  litUe  new  in  this  country.  Our  the- 
atrical company,  of  which  you  must  have  heard, 
leave  us  this  week. — Their  merit  and  character 
are  indeed  very  great,  both  on  the  stage  and  in 
private  life;  not  a  worthless  creature  among 
them ;  and  their  encouragement  has  been  ac- 
cordingly. Their  usual  run  is  from  eighteen  to 
twenty-five  pounds  a  night;  seldom  less  than 
the  one,  and  the  house  will  hold  no  more  than 
the  other.  There  have  been  repeated  instances 
of  sending  away  si:;,  and  eight,  and  ten  pounds 
e,  night  for  want  of  room.  A  new  theatre  is  to 
be  built  by  subscription  ;  the  first  stone  is  to  be 
laid  on  Friday  first  to  come.  Three  hundred 
guineas  haTe  been  raised  by  thirty  subscribers, 
and  thirty  more  might  have  been  got  if  wanted. 
The  manager,  Mr.  Sutherland,  was  introduced 
to  me  by  a  friend  from  Ayr ;  and  a  worthier  or 
cleverer  fellow  I  have  rarely  met  with.  Some 
of  our  clergy  hfive  slipt  in  by  stealth  now  and 


then;  but  they  have  got  up  a  farce  of  their  own. 
You  must  have  heard  how  the  Rev.  Mr.  Lawson 
of  Eirkmahoe,  seconded  by  th    K       M    Kiik 
Patrick  of  Sunscore,  and  the  r         f    hat  fa 
tion,  have  aecnsed  in  formal  p  th    nn 

fortunate  and  Rev.  Mr.  Heron,  f  Ki  kgun  n, 
that  in  ordaining  Mr.  Xielson  t  the  n  f 
souls  in  Eirkbean,  he,  the  said  11  n  f  1  n 
ously  and  treasonably  bound  the  a  d  N  1  n  to 
the  confession  of  faith,  >o  far  as  il  viaa  agreeable 
lo  reason  and  the  word  of  God! 

Mrs.  B.  begs  to  be  remembered  most  grate- 
fully to  you.  Littie  Bobby  and  Frank  are 
charmingly  well  and  healthy.  I  am  jaded  to 
death  with  fatigue.  For  these  two  or  three 
months,  on  an  average,  I  have  not  ridden  less 
than  two  hundred  miles  per  week.  I  have  dona 
little  in  the  poetic  way.  I  have  given  Mr. 
Sutherland  two  Prologues  ;  one  of  which  was 
delivered  last  week.  I  have  likewise  strung 
four  or  five  barbarous  stanzas,  to  the  tune  of 
Chevy  Chase,  by  way  of  Elegy  on  your  poor  un- 
fortunate mare,  beginning  (the  name  she  got 
here  was  Peg  Nicholson) 

"  Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  m 


Ase' 


trod  0 


But  now  she's  floating  down  the  NiBi, 

And  past  the  mouth  o'  Caim." 

My  best  compliments  to  Mrs.  Nicol,  and  little 

Neddy,  and  all  the  family ;  I  hope  Ned  is  a  good 

scholar,  and  will  come  out  to  gather  nuts  and 

apples  with  me  next  harvest.  R.  B. 


CLxxxvur. 


TO  MB.  CUSNINOHAM. 


tiippy  lovM 


bu^h.     Aloiunder  Con 
i  in  Ihat  fin. 


EUisland,  l%tk  February,  1790. 
I  BEo  your  pardon,  my  dear  and  much  valued 
friend,  for  writing  to  you  on  this  very  unfashion- 
able, unsightly  sheet — 

"  My  poverly  but  not  my  will  consenta." 
But  to  make  amends,  since  of  modish  post  I 
have  none,  except  one  poor  widowed  half-sheet 
of  gilt,  which  lies  in  my  drawer  among  my  ple- 
beian fool's-cap  pages,  like  the  widtw  of  a  man 
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(if  fashiou,  whom  that  aupolite  seoundrel  Ne 
oeseity,  has  drivon  from  Burgundy  and  P  ne- 
apple,  to  a  dish  of  Buliea,  with  the  scaadil 
bearing  help-mate  of  a  village-priest ;  or  a  gla  a 
nf  whiskj-toddy,  with  a  ruhj-nosed  joke-fcllow 
of  a  foot-padding  exciseman — I  make  a  vow  to 
enclose  this  shoet-fUII  of  epistolarj  fragments 
in  that  my  oaly  Bcrap  of  gilt  paper. 

I  am  indeed  your  unworthy  debtor  foe  three 
friendly  letters.  I  ought  to  have  written  to 
you  long  ere  cow,  but  it  is  a  literal  fact,  I  haie 
scarcely  a  eparc  moment.  It  is  not  that  I  viill 
not  writs  to  you ;  Miss  Burnet  is  not  more  dear 
to  her  guardian  angel,  nor  his  grace  the  Duke 
of  Queenabury  to  tlie  powers  of  darkness,  than 
my  friend  Cunningham  to  me.  It  is  cot  tliat  I 
cannot  write  to  you  ;  cliuuld  you  doubt  ii,  take 
the  following  fragment,  which  was  intended  fur 
you  some  time  ago,  and  be  convinced  that  1 
can  anUtheiize  Eenfimeat,  and  cireamvtilule  pe- 
riods, a.a  well  as  any  coiner  of  phrase  io  the 
regions  of  philology. 

December,  1789. 
Mt  deab  Cu»»i»oham, 

Where  are  you!  And  what  ftreyoudoiogt 
Can  you  be  that  son  of  levity,  who  takes  up  a 
friendship  as  he  takea  up  a  fashion ;  or  are  you, 
like  some  other  of  the  worthiest  fellows  in  the 
world,  the  victim 

What  strange  beings  we  are  I  Since  we  have 
a  portion  of  consoious  asistence,  equally  capable 
of  enjoying  pleasure,  happinesa,  and  rapture, 
or  of  suffering  paiu,  wretchedness,  and  misery, 
it  is  surely  worthy  of  an  inquiry,  whether  there 
be  not  such  a  thing  as  a  science  of  life  ;  whether 
method,  economy,  and  fertility  of  expedients  be 
not  applicable  to  enjoyment,  and  whether  there 
he  not  a  want  of  deiterity  in  pleasure,  which 
renders  otir  little  scantling  of  happinesa  still 
less;  and  a  profuseness,  anintoxication  in  bliss, 
which  leads  to  satiety,  disgust,  and  aelf-abhor- 
rence.  There  is  not  a  donbt  but  that  health, 
talents,  character,  decent  competency,  respec- 
table friends,  are  real  aubstantial  blessings; 
and  yet  do  we  not  daily  see  those  who  enjoy 
many  oj  all  of  these  good  things  contrive  not- 
withstanding to  be  as  unhappy  as  others  to 
whose  lot  few  of  them  have  fallen  !  I  believe 
one  great  source  of  this  mistake  or  misconduct 
is  owing  to  a  certain  atimulus,  with  ua  called 
ambition,  which  goads  us  up  the  hill  of  life,  not 
»s  we  ascend  other  eminences,  for  the  laudable 


ou   oa  tv  of  view  ng   in   eiten  led   la   I  capn 

but  rather  for   tl  e    1   honeat  pr  le  of  look 

g   lown  on   othera  of  our   fellow  oreol  res 

seen  ngly  d  m  nuti  e  in  humbler  stat  on     &.e 


i.O. 


God  help  m 


Sunday  lo  the  > 


If  there  be  any  truth  in  the  orthodox  faith  of 
these  churches,  I  am  d-mned  paat  redemption, 
and  what  is  worse,  d-mned  to  all  eternity.  I 
am  deeply  road  in  Boston's  Four-fold  State, 
Marshal  ou  Sanetilieation,  Cruthrie's  Trial  of  a 
Saving  Interest,  &c. ;  but  "  there  is  no  balm  in 
Gilead,  there  is  no  physician  there,"  for  me;  so 
I  sliall  e'en  turn  Anninian,  and  trust  to  "sin- 
cere though  imperfect  obedience." 

Tuesday,  l&lh. 

Luckily  for  me,  I  was  prevented  from  the  dis- 
cussion of  the  knotty  point  at  which  I  had  juf 
made  a  full  stop.  All  my  fears  and  care  ar 
of  thia  world:  if  there  is  another,  an  honest 
man  has  nothing  to  fear  from  it.  I  hat«  a  man 
that  wishes  tc  be  a  Deist :  but  I  fear,  evf  ry  fair, 
unprejudiced  inquirer  must  in  some  degree  bo 
a  sceptic.  Itia  not  that  there  are  any  very  stag- 
gering arguments  against  the  immortality  of 
man;  but  like  electricity,  phlogiston,  ka.,  the 
subject  ia  ao  involved  in  darkness,  that  we  want 
data  to  go  upon.  One  thing  frightens  me  much ; 
that  we  are  to  live  for  ever,  seems  too  good  iuu9 
to  be  (i-ue.  That  we  are  to  enter  into  a  new 
scene  of  existence,  where,  eiempt  from  wint 
and  pain,  we  shall  enjoy  ouraolvea  and  i 
friends  without  satiety  or  separation — how  mi 
should  I  be  indebted  to  anj  one  who  could  fully 
assure  me  that  thia  was  certain! 

My  time  is  once  more  expired.  I  will  write 
to  Mr.  Cleghorn  soon.  God  bless  him  and  all 
his  concerns!  And  may  all  tha  powers  that 
preside  over  conviviality  and  friendship,  be  pre- 
sent with  all  their  kindest  influence,  when  the 
bearer  of  this,  Mr.  Syme,  and  you  meet !  I  wiah 
I  could  also  make  one. 

Finally,  brethren,  farewell  I  Whatsoever 
things  are  lovely,  whatsoever  things  are  gentle, 
whatsoever  things  are  charitable,  whatsoever 
things  are  kind,  think  on  these  things,  and 
think  on  B.  B. 


oung. 
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TO   MK.   PETER  HILL. 


,e  SLimfriei 


ling    "woocl-note   wild;" 


proofj 

Ellkland,  2d  March,  1790. 
Ax  a  late  mectisg  of  the  Monkland  Friecdlj 
Society,  it  was  resolved  to  augment  their  library 
by  the  folliining  books,  which  yon  are  to  send 


-The   Min 


,    The 


inger,  Mm  of  Feeling,  Man  of  the  World, 
(these,  for  my  own  sake,  I  wish  to  have  by  the 

t  carrier),  Knoi's  History  of  tbe  Reforma- 

i;  Rae'a  History  of  the  Rebellion  in  1715; 
aJiy  good  history  of  the  rebellioD  in  1745;  A 
Display  of  the  Secession  Act  and  Testimony,  by 
Mr.  Gibb ;  Hervej'a  Meditations;  BeTeridge'a 
Thoughts ;  and  another  copy  of  Watson's  Body 
of  Divinity. 

wrote  to  Mr.  A.  Maatertoo  three  or  four 
months  ago,  to  pay  some  money  he  owed  me  into 
your  hands,  and  lately  I  wrote  to  you  to  the  same 
purpose,  but  I  have  heard  from  neither  one  or 
other  of  you. 

In  addition  to  the  books  I  commissioned  in 
my  last,  I  want  rery  mucb  An  Indei  to  the  Es- 
use  Laws,  or  an  Abridgment  of  all  the  Statutes 
low  in  force  reiatiye  to  the  Eicise,  by  Jellinger 
Jymons ;  I  want  tliree  copies  of  this  book :  if  it 
s  now  to  be  had,  cheap  or  dear,  get  it  for  me. 
In  honest  country  neighbour  of  mine  wauts  too 
I  Family  Bible,  the  larger  the  better;  but 
lecond-handed,  for  he  docs  not  choose  to  give 
above  ten  shillings  for  the  book.  I  want  like- 
wise for  myself,  as  you  can  piolc  them  up,  second- 
handed  or  cheap,  copies  of  Otway's  Dramatic 
Works,  Ben  Jonson's,  Dry  den's,  Congreye'a, 
Wyclierley's,  Tanbnigh's,  Gibber's,  or  any  dra- 
matic works  of  the  more  modern,  Macklin,  Gar- 
lick,  Foote,  Colman,  or  Sheridan.  A  good  copy 
too  of  Moliere,  in  French,  I  much  want.  Any 
other  good  dramatic  authors  in  that  language  I 
want  also  ;  but  comic  authors,  chiefly,  though  I 
should  wish  to  have  Eaciae,  Corneille,  and  Vol- 
taire too.  I  am  in  no  hurry  for  all,  or  any  of 
these,  but  if  you  accidentally  meet  with  ihem 
very  cheap,  get  them  for  me. 

And  new  to  quit  the  dry  walk  of  business,  how 
do  you  do,  my  dear  friend!  and  how  is  Mrs. 
Hill  ?  I  trust,  if  now  and  then  not  so  eUgantly 
handsome,  at  least  as  amiable,  and  sings  as 
divinely   aa   ever.     My  good   wife  too   has   a 


I  am  out  of  all  patience  with  this  vile  world, 
for  one  thing,  Manltlnd  are  bj  nature  benevo- 
lent creatures,  eieept  in  a  few  scoundrelly  in- 
staneca.  I  do  not  think  that  avarice  of  the  good 
things  we  chance  to  have,  is  bom  with  us ;  but 
we  are  pl^ed  here  amid  so  much  nakedness,  and 
hunger,  and  poverty,  and  want,  that  we  are  under 
a  cursed  necessity  of  studying  selfislmess,  in 
order  that  we  may  exist  I  Sliil  there  are,  in 
every  age,  a  few  souls,  that  all  the  wants  and 
woes  of  life  cannot  debase  to  selfishness,  or  even 

If  ever  I  am  in  danger  of  vanity,  it  is  when  1 
contemplate  myself  on  this  side  of  my  disposition 
and  character.  God  knotrs  I  am  no  saint ;  I 
have  a  whole  host  of  follies  and  sin,  to  answer 
for;  but  if  I  could,  and  I  believe  I  do  it  as  far 
as  I  can,  I  would  wipe  away  all  tears  from  all 

Adieu! 


CSO. 
TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


o  Ibe  Poem 


Ellisland,  lOlft  Apnl,  1790. 
I  HAVE  just  now,  my  ever  honoured  friend, 
enjoyed  a  very  high  luiury,  in  reading  a  paper 
of  the  Lounger.  You  know  my  national  preju- 
dices. I  had  often  read  and  admired  the  Spec- 
tator, Adventurer,  Rambler,  and  World;  but 
still  with  a  certain  regret,  that  they  were  so 
thoroughly  and  entirely  English.  Alas  !  have  I 
often  said  to  myself,  what  are  all  the  boasted 
advantages  which  my  country  reaps  from  the. 
union,  that  can  counterbalance  the  annihilation 
of  her  independence,  and  even  her  veiy  name ! 
I  often  repeat  that  couplet  of  my  favourite  poet, 
Goldsmith — 


Tho' 


Hothing  can  reconcile  me  to  the  common 
terms,  "English  ambassador,  Englifli  tourf," 
Sic.    And  I  am  out  of  all  patience  tu  see  that 
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eiiuivooal   character.   Hastings,  impeached 
"tha   Commons   of  England,"     Tell  me,   my 
friend,  ia  tMa  weak  prejudice!     I  believe  in  my 

dependence  ;  ier  lionoor ;  the  illustrious  names 
tliat  mark  the  history  of  mj  native  land  ;"  &o. 
— I  believe  these,  among  jour  men  of  the  world, 
men  who  in  fact  guide  for  the  most  part  aud 
govern  ouv  world,  are  looked  on  aa  bo  manymo- 
diScations  of  wrongheadedness.  Thej  know 
the  use  of  bawling  oat  such  terms,  to  rouse  or 
lead  THE  BABBLE  ;  but  for  their  own  private  use, 
with  almost  all  the  able  slatesmin  Chat  ever 
esisted,  or  cow  eiistj  when  they  talk  of  right 
and  wrong,  they  only  mean  proper  and  im- 
proper; and  their  measure  of  conduct  ia,  not 
what  they  odqht,  but  what  they  pake.  For 
the  truth  of  thia  I  shall  not  ransack  the  history 
of  nations,  but  appeal  to  one  of  the  ablest 
judges  of  men  that  ever  liyed — the  oelelirateil 
Earl  of  Chester&eld.  In  fact,  a  man  who  could 
thoroughly  control  his  vices  whenever  they 
terfered  with  his  interests,  and  who  could  c( 
pletely  put  on  the  appearance  of  every 


,s  oftei 


<  it  suited  h 


I  purpos 


1  the 


Stanhopean  plan,  the  pnfsct 
lead  nations.  But  are  great  abilities,  complete 
without  a  flaw,  and  polished  without  a  blemish, 
the  standard  of  human  eicellence!  This  is 
certainly  the  staunch  opinion  of  menoflhe  world] 
but  I  oall  on  houour,  virtue,  and  worth,  to  give 
the  Btygian  doctrine  a  loud  negative !  How- 
ever, this  mast  be  allowed,  that,  if  you  abstract 
from  man  the  idea  of  an  existence  beyond  the 
grave,  then  the  true  measure  of  human  conduct 
is,  proper  and  improper  ;  virtue  and  vice,  as  dis- 
positions of  the  heart,  are,inthatcaBC,  of  scarce- 
ly the  same  import  and  value  to  (ho  world  at 
large,  as  harmony  and  discord  in  the  modifica- 
tions of  sound  ;  and  a  delicate  sense  of  honour, 
like  a  nice  ear  for  music,  though  it  may  some- 
times give  the  possessor  an  ecstasy  unknown  to 
the  coarser  organs  of  the  herd,  yet,  considering 
the  harsh  gratings,  ajid  inharmonio  jars,  in  this 
ill-tuned  state  of  being,  it  is  odds  but  the  indi- 
vidual would  be  aa  happy,  and  certainly  would 
bo  as  much  respected  by  the  true  judges  of 
society  as  it  would  then  stand,  without  either  a 
good  ear  or  a  good  heart. 

You  must  know  I  have  just  met  with  the 
Mirror  and  Lounger  for  tlie  first  time,  and  I  am 
quite  in  raptures  with  them;  I  should  be  glad 
to  have  your  opinion  of  some  of  the  paoers. 


The  one  1  have  just  read.  Lounger,  No.  01,  haB 
coat  me  more  honest  tears  than  anything  I  have 
read  of  a  long  time.  Mackenzie  has  been  called 
the  Addison  of  the  Scots,  and  in  my  opinion, 
Addison  would  not  be  hurt  at  the  compari 
If  he  has  not  Addison's  esquisite  humour,  h 
certainly  outdoes  Mm  in  the  tender  and  the  pa- 
thetic. His  Man  of  Feeling  (but  I  am  not 
counsel  learned  in  the  lawa  of  criticism)  1  ei 
mate  as  the  lirst  performance  in  its  Idnd  I  e' 
saw.  From  what  book,  moral  or  even  pio 
will  the  susoGptlble  young  mind  receive  impres- 
aions  more  congenial  to  humanity  and  kindne 
generosity  and  benevolence;  in  short,  more 
all  that  ennobles  the  soul  to  herself,  or  endears 
hor  to  others^fhan  from  the  simple  afieoting 
tale  of  poor  Harlcy? 

Still,  with  all  my  admiration  of  Mackenzie's 
writings,  I  do  not  know  if  they  are  the  fittest 
reading  for  a  young  man  who  is  about  to 
out,  aa  the  phrase  is,  to  make  his  way  into  ! 
Do  not  you  think.  Madam,  that  among  the  few 
favoured  of  heaven  in  the  structure  of  their 
minds  (for  such  there  certainly  are)  there  may 
be  a  purity,  a  tenderness,  a  dignity,  an  elegance 
of  soul,  which  arc  of  no  use,  nay,  in  some  degree, 
absolutely  disqualifying  for  the  truly  important 
business  of  making  a  man'a  way  into  life  ?  If  I 
am  not  much  mistaken,  my  gallant  young  fii end, 
A  ******,  is  very  much  under  these  dis- 
qualifications; and  for  the  young  females  of  a 
family  I  could  mention,  well  may  they  escite 
parental  solicitude,  for  I,  a  common  acquaint- 
ance, or  as  my  vanity  will  have  it,  an  humble 
friend,  have  often  trembled  for  a  turn  of  mi 
which  may  render  them  eminently  happy — 
peculiarly  miserable! 

I  have  been  manufacturing  some  verses  lat 
!j ;  but  when  I  have  got  the  moat  hurried  se 
son  of  eieise  business  over,  I  hope  to  have  mc 
leisure  to  tracsorihe  anything  that  may  show 
how  much  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Madam, 
Yours,  &c. 


cxcr. 
TO  COLLECTOR   MITCHELL. 


Mlisland,  1790. 
on  Captain  Eiddel 
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-night— I  wish  and  pray  that  the  goddela  of 
justice  herself  ■would  appew  to-morrow  among 
ir  hon.  gentlemen  merely  to  ^Te  tteni  a  word 
in  their  ea  th  t  ra  j  t  the  th  t  j  t 
.0  the  hon  tm  F  myptlh  gl 
loped  OTer  mj  j        h       th         f         il  y 

until  this  mm     t  (h  t  I     m  j     t     Ifcht    1 
rather,   thtmjp         jk         ilt         f 


e  has 


1  V 


f     til 


1  vil 


1  hia  knees  half  a  seoro  of  times 
wltliin  the  last  twenty  milea,  telling  me  in  his 
own  way,  '  Behold,  am  not  I  tiy  faithful  jade 
of  e.  horse,  on  which  thou  hast  ridden  these 
many  years !' 

In  etort,  Sir,  I  have  brote  my  horse's  wind, 
and  almost  broke  my  own  neck,  bosidoa  some 
3  in  a  part  that  shall  be  nameless,  owing 
ard-hearted  stone  for  a  saddle.  I  find 
that  every  offender  has  so  many  great  men  to 
use  his  cause,  that  I  shall  not  bo  surprised 
am  committed  to  the  strong  hold  of  the 
to-morrow  for  insolenoe  to  the  dear  friends 
iO  gentlemen  of  the  conn  try. 
I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 

Your  obliged  and  obedient  humble 


R.  B 


CXCII. 
TO   DR.   MOORE. 


Dumfries,  Exme-O^ce,  liih  July,  1790. 

SiH, 

CoHiNO  into  town  this  morning,  to  attend  my 
duty  in  this  ofSoe,  it  being  collection-day,  I  met 
with  a  gentleman  who  tells  me  he  ia  on  his  way 
.0  London ;  so  I  ta:ke  the  opportunity  of  writing 
to  you,  as  franking  is  at  present  under  a  tem- 
ary  death.  I  shall  have  some  snatches  of 
ure  through  the  day,  amid  our  horrid  busi- 
ness and  bnsile,  and  I  shall  improve  them  as 
well  as  I  can ;  but  let  my  letter  be  as  stupid  as 
*•**»»*»  *^  as  miscellaneous  ae  a  news- 
paper, as  short  as  a  hungry  graeo-before-meat, 
or  as  long  as  a  law-paper  in  the  Douglas  cause ; 
as  ill-spelt  as  coantry  John's  billet-doux,  or  asun- 
sightlya  scrawl  as  Betty  Eyre-Mucker's  answer 
to  it ;  I  hope,  considering  cironmstances,  you 
will  forgive  it;  and  as  it  will  put  you  to  no 
Bspease  of  postage,  I  shall  have  the  less  reflec- 
tion about  it. 


im  sadly  ungrateful  in  not  returning  you 
my  thanks  for  your  moat  valuable  present,  Ze- 
■0.    In  fact,  you  are  in  some  degree  blameabla 
my  n  gleet.    You  were  pleased  to  express  a 
h  f     my  opinion  of  tie  work,  which  so  flat- 
d  m     that  nothing  less  would  serve   my 
w        ng  fancy,  than  a  formal  crificism  on 
b    k      In  fact,  I  have  gravely  planned  a 
mp      tive  Tiew  of  you,  Fielding,  Richardson, 
and  Smollett,  in  your  different  qualities   and 
ts  as  novel-writers.     This,  I  own,  betrays 
ray  ridiculous  vanity,  and  I  may  probably  never 
bring  the  business  to  bear;  and  I  am  fond  of 
the  spirit  young  Elihu  shows  in  tie  book  of 
-"And  I  said,  I  will  also  declare  my  opi- 
,"  I  have  quite  disfigured  my  copy  of  the 
book  with  my  annotations.    I  never  take  it  up 
without  at  Uie  same  time  taking  my  pencil,  and 
marking  with  asterisms,  parentheses,  &o.,  wher- 
ever I  meet  with  an  original  thought,  a  nervons 
remark  on  life  and  manners,  a  remarkable  well- 
turned  period,  or  a  character  sketched  with  un- 

Though  I  sbould  hardly  think  of  fairly  wri- 
ting out  my  "Comparative  View,"  I  shall  cer- 
tainly trouble  you  with  my  remarks,  such  aa 

I  have  just  received  from  my  gentleman  that 
horrid  summons  in  the  book  of  Revelations — 
"  That  dme  shall  be  no  more  !" 

The  little  collection  of  sonnets  have  some 
charming  poetry  in  them.  If  indeed  I  am  in- 
debted to  the  fair  author  for  the  book,  and  not, 
as  I  rather  suspect,  to  a  celebrated  author  of 
the  other  ses,  I  should  certainly  have  written  to 
the  lady,  with  my  grateful  acknowledgments! 
and  my  own  ideas  of  the  comparative  excellence 
of  her  pieces,  I  would  do  this  last,  not  from 
any  vanity  of  thinking  that  my  remarks  could 
be  of  much  consequence  to  Mrs.  Smith,  but 
merely  from  my  own  feelings  as  an  author,  doing 
as  I  would  be  done  by.  R.  B. 


cxcin. 
TO  ME.    MURDOCH, 


EllUiand,  Julg  16,  17B0. 
Mt  DEAn  Sib, 

aletter  from  you  a  longtimeago, 


by  Google 


GENERAL   COKEESPONDENCE 


but  osfortuQiitely,  as  it  was  in  th«  time  of  mj 
peregriaations  anil  jom-Deyinga  through  Scot- 
land, 1  misloid  or  lost  it,  and  by  conacqnonoi 
your  direction  along  with  it.  Luckily  my  good 
star  brought  me  acquainted  with  Mr.  Kennedy, 
who,  I  understand,  is  an  acquaintance  of  yours : 
and  by  his  meana  and  mediation  I  hope  to  re- 
place that  link  which  my  imfortunaffl  negligence 
had  so  unluckily  broke  in  fie  chain  of  our  oor- 
reapondencc.  I  was  the  more  vexed  at  the  vile 
aeoidcnt,  aa  my  brother  William,  a  journeyman 
aaddler,  haa  been  for  some  time  in  London  ;  and 
wished  above  all  things  for  your  direction,  that 
he  might  have  paid  his  respects  to  his  father's 
friend. 

Hia  last  address  heaent  me  was,  "  Wm.  Buma, 
at  Mr.  Barber's,  saddler.  No.  181,  Strand."  1 
writ  him  by  Mr.  Kennedy,  but  neglected  to  ask 
him  for  your  addreaa ;  ao,  if  yoa  find  a  spare 
half-minate,  please  let  my  brother  know  by  a 
card  where  and  when  he  will  find  you,  and  the 
poor  fellow  will  joyfully  wait  on  yon,  as  one  of 
the  few  surviving  friends  of  the  man  whose 
name,  and  Christian  name  too,  he  haa  the  honour 

The  neit  letter  I  write  you  shall  be  a  long 
one,  I  have  much  to  tell  you  of  "  hair-breadth 
'seapea  in  th'  imminent  deadly  breach,"  with 
all  the  eventful  history  of  a  life,  the  early  years 
of  which  owed  so  much  to  your  kind  tutorage; 
but  this  at  an  hour  of  leisure.  My  kindest  com- 
pliments to  Mrs.  Murdoch  and  family. 
I  am  ever,  my  dear  Sir, 

Your  obliged  friend. 


CXOIV. 
TO   MB.  M'MURDO. 


EUisland,  2d  August,  1790. 
SiK, 
Now  thatyou  are  over  with  the  sirens  of  Flat- 
Iflry,  the  harpies  of  Cormptioa,  and  the  fnriea 
it  Ambition,  these  infernal  deities,  that  on  all 
sides,  and  in  all  parties,  preside  over  the  villa- 
nous  business  of  politics,  permit  a  rustic  mnaeof 
your  acquaintance  to  do  her  best  to  soothe  you 


Tou  knew  Henderson— I  have  not  fiattered 
his  memory. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Sir, 

Your  obliged  humble  servant, 


TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


lings.l 


aeplj-w 


8M  August,- 1790. 
Dear  Madam, 

After  a  long  day's  toil,  plague,  and  care, 
sit  down  to  write  to  you.  Ask  me  not  why  I 
have  delayed  it  so  long  !  It  was  owing  to  hurry, 
indolence,  and  fifty  other  things ;  in  short  to  any- 
thing— but  forgetfulnesB  of  la  plus  aimabls  de  son 
seie.  By  the  bye,  you  are  indebted  your  best 
courtesy  to  me  for  this  last  compliment;  as  I 
pay  it  from  my  sincere  eonviotion  of  ita  truth — 
a  quality  ratJier  rare  in  compliments  of  these 
grinning,  bowing,  scraping  times. 

Well,  I  hope  writing  to  you  will  ease  a  li 
my  troubled  soul.  Sorely  has  it  been  bruised 
to-day!  A  ci-devant  Mend  of  mine,  and 
intimate  acquaintance  of  yours,  haa  given 
feelings  a  wound  that  I  perceive  will  gangrene 
dangerously  ere  it  cure.  He  haa  wounded  my 
pride !  E.  B. 


TO  ME.  CUNNINGHAM. 


EUisland 

FOBGIVE    n 

friend,  my  sei 

n  and  fancy  the  busy  life  I  lead. 

laid  down  my  goose-feather  to  beat  my 
brains  for  an  apt  simile,  and  had  some  thoughts 
country  grannum  at  a  family  ohriatening; 
a  bride  on  the  market-day  before  hermarriage; 
era  tavern-keeper  at  an  el  ection- dinner ;  but 
the  resemblance  that  hits  my  fancy  beat  is,  thai 
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blackgiiard  miscreant,  Satan,  wlio  roams  ahout 
like  a  roaring  lion,  seeking,  searching  whom  he 
may  deTour.  Howeyer,  tossed  about  as  I  an 
I  choose  (and  Ttho  would  not  choose)  to 
down  with  the  cranipets  of  attention  the  brazen 
foundation  of  integrity,  I  may  rear  up  the  Buper- 
struBture  of  Independence,  and  from  its  daring 
turreta  bid  defiance  to  the  storms  of  fate.  And 
la  not  this  a  "  consummation  deToutly  to  be 
wished  t" 


"  Thy  Ep 


Nor 


A  the  Btor 


ithm 


Are  not  tieae  noble  verses?  They  are  the 
introduction  of  Smollett's  Ode  to  Independence : 
if  you  have  not  seen  the  poem,  I  will  send  it  to 
you. — -How  wretched  is  the  man  that  bangs  on 
by  the  favours  of  tlie  great!  To  shrink  tVom 
every  dignity  of  man,  attbe  approach  of  a  lordly 
piece  of  self-consequence,  who,  amid  all  bis 
tinsel  glitter,  ajid  stately  hauteur,  is  but  a 
creature  formed  as  tliuu  art^—and  perhaps  not 
BO  well  formed  as  thou  art — came  into  the  world 
ii  puling  infant  as  thou  didat,  and  must  go  ont 
of  it,  as  all  men  must,  a  naked  corse. 


CXCVII. 
TO   DR.   ANDERSON. 


wetitly  xciBCiWany  called  Iha  BeCrJ 
Sib, 
I  AM  much  indebted  to  my  worthy  Mend,  Dr. 
Blacklock,  for  introducing  me  to  a  gentleman  of 
Dr.  Anderson's  celebrity  ;  but  when  you  do  me 
the  honour  to  aak  my  assistance  in  your  proposed 
publication,  alas,  Sir  I  you  might  as  well  think 
tc  cheapen  a  little  honesty  at  the  sign  of  an 
adTcoate's  wig,  or  humility  under  the  Ocneva 
band.  I  am  a  miserable  hurried  devil,  worn  to 
the  marrow  in  the  friction  of  holding  the  noses 
of  the  poor  publicans  to  the  grindstone  of  Has 
excise!  and,  like  Milton's  Satan,  for  private 
reasons,  am  forced 

. — and,  except  a  couplet  or  two  of  bonest  exe- 


CXCVIU. 
TO   WILLIAM  TYTLER,  I 


n  Market,  August,  1790. 


Emclosed  1  have  sent  you  a  sample  of  the  old 
pieces  that  are  still  t<i  be  found  among  ourpea- 


n  thew 


I  had  01 


these  fragments,  and  some  of  these  here,  entire; 
but  as  I  had  no  idea  then  that  anybody  cared 
for  them,  I  have  forgotten  them.  I  invariably 
hold  it  sacrilege  to  add  anything  of  my  own  ta 
help  ont  with  the  shattered  wrecks  of  these 
venerable  old  compositions ;  but  they  have  many 
various  readings.  If  jou  bave  not  seen  these 
before,  I  know  they  will  flatter  your  true  old- 
style  Caledonian  feelings;  at  any  rate  I  am  truly 
bappy  to  have  an  opportunity  of  assuring  you 
how  sincerely  I  am,  revered  Sir, 

Your  gratefully  indebted  humble  servant, 
E.  B. 


CXCIX. 
TO  CRAUFORD   TAIT,  ESQ., 


«Nim 


ned  Clatinda 

ElUslimd,  Ibth  October,  1790. 
Deah  Sui, 
Allow  me  to  introduce  to  your  acquaintance 
tbe  bearer,  Mr.  Wm,  Duncan,  a  friend  of  mine, 
whom  I  have  long  known  and  long  loved.  His 
father,  whose  only  son  he  is,  has  a  decent  little 
property  in  Ayrshire,  and  has  bred  the  young 
man  to  the  law,  in  which  department  he  comes 
up  an  adventurer  to  your  good  town.  I  shall 
give  JOU  my  friend's  character  in  two  words  : 
)  his  head,  he  has  talents  enough,  and  more 
enough  for  common  life ;  as  to  his  heart, 
1  nature  had  kneaded  the  kindly  clay  that 
composes  it,  she  said,  ^*  I  can  no  more." 

You,  my  good  Sir,  were  born  under  kindet 
.ars  ;  but  your  fraternal  sympathy,  I  well  know 
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e«a  enter  into  the  feeUngs  of  the  young  man, 
nho  goes  into  life  with  the  lauiiable  ambition  to 
do  something,  and  to  be  something  among  his 

of  friendless  obscurity  presses  to  the  earth,  and 
wounds  to  the  soul! 

Even  the  fairest  of  hie  virtues  ore  against 
him.  That  independent  spirit,  and  that  ingenu- 
ous modesty,  qualities  inseparable  from  auoble 
mind,  are,  with  the  million,  circumstances  not 
a  little  disqualifying.  What  pleasure  is  in  the 
power  of  the  fortunate  and  the  happy,  by  their 
notice  and  patronage,  to  brighten  the  counte- 
nance and  glad  the  heart  of  such  depressed 
youth  !  I  am  not  so  angry  with  mankind  for 
their  deaf  eeonomy  of  the  purse  : — the  goods  of 
tljis  world  cannot  be  divided  without  being  les- 
sened—but why  be  a  niggard  of  that  which 
bestows  bliss  on  a  fellow-creature,  yet  takes  no- 
thing from  our  own  means  of  enjoyment  ?  Wa 
wrap  ourselves  up  in  iJie  cloak  of  our  own 
better  fortune,  and  turn  away  our  eyes,  lest  the 
wants  and  woes  of  our  brother-mortals  should 
disturb  the  selfish  apathy  of  our  souls  I 

I  am  the  worst  hand  in  the  world  at  asking  a 
favour.  That  indirect  address,  that  insinuating 
implication,  which,  without  any  positive  request, 
plainly  eipressea  jour  wish,  is  a  talent  not  to 
he  acquired  at  a  plough-tail.  Tell  me  then,  for 
you  can,  in  what  periphrasis  of  language,  in 
what  circumvolution  of  phrase,  I  shall  envelope, 
yet  not  conoeal  this  plain  story. — "My  dear 
Mr.  Tait,  my  friend  Mr.  Duncan,  whom  I  have 
the  pleasure  of  introducing  to  you,  is  a  young 
lad  of  your  own  profession,  and  a  gentleman  of 
much  modesty,  and  great  worth.  Perhaps  it 
may  be  in  your  power  to  assist  him  in  ti.e,  to 
him,  important  consideration  of  getting  a  place  ; 
but  at  all  events,  your  noUce  and  acquaintance 
will  be  a  very  great  acquisition  to  him  ;  and  I 
dare  pledge  myself  tbat  he  will  never  disgrace 
Jour  favour." 

You  may  possibly  be  surprised,  Sir,  at  such  a 
letter  from  me ;  'tis,  I  own,  in  the  usual  way  of 
calculating  these  matte       m        tl 
quaintanoe  entitles  me  t       b  t  my         w 
short :— Of  all  the  me  y        t  m      f  I  f 

whom  I  knew  in  Edinbu  gh    y  th    m    t 

accessible  on  the  side  on  wh   h  I  h  Id 

you.     You  are  very  much    It      d      1     1  f    m 
wi.at  you  were  when  I  kn  w  j         f  g 
point  the  path  you  will      1 1      i        h  m      ty 


As  to  mjaelf,  a  being  to  whoso  interest  I  be- 
lieve you  are  still  a  well-wisher ;  I  am  here, 
breathing  at  all  times,  thinliing  sometimes,  and 
rhyming  now  and  then.  Every  situation  haa 
its  share  of  the  cares  and  pains  of  life,  and  my 
situation  I  am  persuaded  has  a  full  ordinary 
allowance  of  its  pleasures  and  enjoyments. 

My  best  compliments  to  your  father  and  M 
Tait.     If  you  have  an  opportunity,  please  i 
member  me  in  tie  solemn  league  and  covenc 
of  friendship  to  Mrs.  Lewis  Hay.   I  am  a  wretch 
for  not  writing  her;   but  I  am  so  hackneyed 
witi  self-accusation  in  that  way,  that  my  c 


with  8 


e  the  s 


flibility  of  an  oyster  in  its  shell.  Where  is  Lady 
M'Keniie!  wherever  she  is,  God  bless  herl  I 
likewise  beg  leave  to  trouble  you  with  e 
pliments  to  Mr.  Wm.  Hamilton ;  Mrs.  Hamilton 
and  family;  and  Mrs.  Chalmers,  when  you  a 
in  that  country.  Should  you  meet  with  Miss 
Nimmo,  please  remember  me  kindly  to  her. 


nlhei 


is  kirk.] 


Eaisland,  1790. 
Deab  Sib, 

Wbethkb  in  the  way  of  my  trade  I  can  bi 
of  any  service  to  the  Rev.  Doctor,  is  I  fear  very 
doubtful.  Ajai's  abield  consisted,  I  think,  of 
seven  bull-hides  and  a  plate  of  brass,  which 
altogether  set  Hector's  utmost  force  at  defiance. 
Alas!  I  am  not  a  Hector,  and  the  worthy  Doc- 
tor's foes  are  as  securely  armed  as  Ajar  was. 
Ignorance,  superstition,  bigotry,  stupidity,  ma^ 
levolenoe,  self-conceit,  envy — all  strongly  hound 
in  a  massy  frame  of  brazen  impudence.  Good 
God,  Sirl  to  such  a  shield,  humour  is  the  peck 
f  a  sparrow,  and  satire  the  pop-gun  of  asohool- 
b  .  Creation-disgracing  scelerats  such  as  they, 
G  d  only  can  mend,  and  the  devil  only  can 
punish.  In  the  comprehending  way  of  Caligula, 
I  wish  they  all  had  hut  one  neck.  I  feel  impo- 
t  t  as  a  child  to  the  ardour  of  my  wishes!  0 
f  a  withering  curse  to  blast  the  germins  of 
th   r  wicked  machinations  I     0  for  a  poisonous 

nado,  winged  from  the  torrid  zone  of  T.ir- 


_! 
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TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 


■sally  applau 


Mlulaad,  November,  1790. 

"  As  eold  waters  to  a  thirsty  soul,  so  ia  good 
QBWB  from  ft  far  country." 

Fata  has  long  owed  me  a  letter  of  good  newa 
from  joii,  in  return  for  the  many  tidings  of  sor- 

B  which  I  httTe  received.     In  this  instance  I 

1st  eoriiially  obey  the  apostle—"  Rejoice  with 

jm  that  do  rejoice" — for  me,  to  eini/for  joy,  ia 
new  thing;  hat  to  preach  tire  joy,  as  I  hare 

ne  in  the  commencement  of  this  epistle,  is  a 
pitch  of  extravagant  rapture  to  which  I  never 
■ose  before. 

I  read  your  letter~-I  literally  Jiunped  f  j 
—How  could  such  a  mercurial  creator  a  a 
poet  lumpishly  keep  his  seat  on  the  rec  pt  f 
th<  best  news  from  his  best  friend.  I  ed 
gilt-headed  Wangee  rod,  an  instmmen  n 
dispenaahly  necessary  in  my  left  hand,   n  the 

nent  of  inspiration  and  rapture;  and   t   d 
stride — quick  and  quicker — out  akipt  I  am  og 
the  broomy  banks  of  Nith  to  muse  over  my  j  j 
by  retail.     To  keep  within  the  bounds  of  p 


ittle  fellow,  than  I,  eitempore  almost,  p  u  ei 
mt  to  him  in  the  following  verses  ; — 

Sweet  flow'rct,  pledge  o'  meikle  lev 

And  -ward  o'  mony  a  prayer, 
lYhat  heart  a'  stane  wad  thou  na  move, 

Sae  helpless,  sweet,  an'  fair. 
November  birples  o'er  the  lea 

Chill  on  thy  lovely  form  ; 
But  gane,  alas  1  the  ahelt'ring  tree 

Should  shield  thee  frae  the  atorm. 

I  am  much  Sattered  by  your  approbation  of 
my  Tam  o'  Shanter,  which  you  express  in  your 
former  letter ;  (tough,  by  the  hye,  you  load  me 
n  that  said  letter  with  accusations  heavy  and 
many;  to  all  which  I  plead,  not  guilts/!  Your 
boot  is,  I  hear,  on  the  road  to  reach  me.    As 


ia  printing  of  poetry,  when  you  prepare  it  for 
lie  press,  you  have  only  to  spell  it  right,  and 
place  the  capital  letters  properly;  as  to  the 
punctuation,  the  printers  do  that  themselves. 

I  have  a  copy  of  Tam  o'  Shatter  ready  to  send 
you  by  the  firat  opportunity :  it  is  tOO  heavy  to 
send  by  post. 

I  heard  of  Mr.  Corbet  lately.  He,  in  conse- 
quence of  your  recommendation,  is  mostiealous 
to  serve  me.  Please  favour  me  aoon  with  an 
account  of  your  good  folks;  if  Mrs.  H.  is  re- 
covering, and  the  young  gentleman  doing  welL 


TO  LADY  W.  M.  CONSTABLE. 


[ThB  [ 


tor  Qua. 


,  hi.] 


Slisland,  l\tk  January,  1791. 
Ml  Lauy, 
N  THINQ  less  than  the  unlncky  accident  of 
baviDg  lately  broken  my  tight  arm,  could  have 
p       enfed  me,  the  moment  I  reoeived  yonr  lady- 
fa  p      1  gant  present  by  Mrs.  Miller,  from  re- 
t     n  ng  you   my  warmest   and   most  gratefnl 
a  kn  wl  dgments.     I  assure  your  ladyahip,  I 
hall     t  t  apart — the  symbols  of  religion  shall 
nly  h    more  eacred.     In  the  moment  of  poetic 
n  p     t  on,   the  box   shall   be  my  inspiring 
g  n  us     When  I  would  breathe  the  compre- 
h         e  wish  of  benevolence  for  the  happiness 
f   tl     si  shall  recollect  your  ladyship  ;  when 
I  w  uld    nterest  my  fancy  in  tie  distresses  in- 
d  nt  t  humanity,  I  shall  remember  the  unfor- 
t  na     Mary.  R.  B. 


com. 

TO  WILLIAM  DUNBAR,  W.  S. 
[This  letter  w 


)dths[ 


arlli.J 


It  had  be 


loEly.il. 


eard  of  la 


MlUland,  nth  Jantiary,  1791. 
I  AM  not  gone  t<i  Elysium,  most  noble  colonel, 
but  am  still  here  in  thia  aublunary  world,  serv- 
ing my  God,  by  propagating  his  image,  aurt 
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honouring  my  king  by  begetting  iiim  loyal  sub- 

Manj  bappj  returns  of  the  season  await  my 
friend.  May  the  thorns  of  care  never  beaet  his 
patb  !  May  peace  be  an  inmate  of  his  bosom, 
and  rapture  a  frequent  visitor  of  his  soul !  May 
Uie  biood-hounda  of  misfortune  never  track  his 
stops,  nor  the  screeob-owl  of  sorrow  alarm  hia 
dwelling!  May  enjoyment  tell  thy  hours,  and 
pleaaure  number  thj  days,  then  friend  of  thi 
bard!  "Blessed  be  lie  that  blesseth  thee,  and 
cursed  be  he  that  ouraeth  thee  I ! !" 

As  a  further  proof  ftat  I  am  still  in  the  land 
of  esistenee,  I  send  you  a  poem,  tbe  latest  I 
have  composed,  I  have  a  particular  reason  for 
wishing  you  only  to  show  it  to  select  friends, 
should  you  think  it  worthy  a  friend's  persual; 
but  if,  at  your  Erst  leisure  hour,  you  will  favour 
me  with  your  opinion  of,  and  strictures  on 
performance,  it  will  be  fin  additional  obligation 
on,  dear  Sir,  your  deeply  indebted  humble  e 
vant,  K.  B 


TO   MR.   PETER   HILL. 


re  fear  tban 


ently  aw£ 


.e.] 


n  tlie  fntu 


EUisland,  17/ft  J/muary,  1791. 
Take  these  two  guineas,  and  place  them  over 
agaiast  that  d-mned  account  of  yours  I  which 
has  gagged  my  mouth  these  five  or  sii  months ! 
I  can  as  little  write  good  things  as  apolo^es  to 
the  man  I  owe  money  to.  0  the  supreme  eurso 
of  making  three  guineas  do  the  business  of  five ! 
Not  all  the  labours  of  Hercules;  not  all  tho 
Hebrews'  three  centuries  of  Egyptian  bondage, 
were  such  an  insuperable  business,  such  on 
infernal  taskM  Poverty!  thou  half-sister  of 
death,  thou  cousin-german  of  hell :  where  shall 
I  find  force  of  eieoration  equal  lo  the  amplitude 
of  thy  demerits  !  Oppressed  by  thee,  the  vene- 
rable ancient,  grown  boory  in  the  practice  of 
every  virtue,  laden  with  years  and  wretched- 
ness, implores  a  little — little  aid  to  support  his 
esistenee,  from  a  stony-hearted  son  of  Mammon, 
whose  sun  of  prosperity  never  knew  a  cloud; 
a.iid  is  by  him  denied  and  insulted.  Oppressed 
by  thee,  the  mm  of  sentiment,  whose  heart 
glows  with  independence,  and  melts  with  aensi-  , 


abhorred  as  a  m 
the  lot  of  the  m 


bility,  inly  pines  under  the  neglect,  or  wri 
in  bitterness  of  soul,  under  the  contumely  of 
arrogant,  unfeeling  wealth.    Oppressed  by  thee, 
the  son  of  genius,  whoso  ill-st.irred  ambi 
plants  him  at  the  tables  of  the  fashionable  and 
polite,  must  see  in  suffering  silence,  his  remark 
neglected,  and  his  person  despised,  while  shal- 
low greatness  in  his  idiot  attempts  at  wit,  shall 
meet  with  countenance  and  applause.   Nor  is 
only  the  family  of  worth  that  Lave  reason 
complain  of  thee:  the  children  of  folly  and  vii 
though  in  common  with  thee  the  offspring  of 
evil,  smart  equally  under  thy  rod.      Owiuj 
thee,  the  man  of  unfortunate  disposition 
neglected  edaeation,  is  condemned  as  a  fool  for 
his   dissipation,    despised   and  shunned   as 
needy  wretch,  when  hia  follies  as  usual  brii 
him  to  want;  and  when  his  unprincipled  n 
to  dishonest  practices,  he 
ireant,  and  perishes  by  the 
itry.      But  far  otherwise  ii 
of  family  and  fortune.     Hi 
early  follies  and  extravagance,  are  spirit  ant 
fire;   iia  consequent  wants  are  the  embarrass 
mentsof  an  honest  fellow;  and  when,  to  remedy 
the  matter,  he  baa  gained  a  legal  oommissio 
plunder  distant  provinces,  or  massacre  peaceful 
nations,  he  returns,  perhaps,  laden  with  the 
spoils  of  rapine  and  murder  ;  lives  wicked  and 
respected,  and  dies  a  scoundrel  and  a  lord. — 
Nay,  worst  of  all,  alas  for  helpless  woman  !  tho 
needy  prostitute,  who  has  shivered  at  the  cor- 
ner of  the  street,  waiting  to  earn  tho  wages  of 
casual  prostitution,  is  left  neglected   and   i 
suited,  ridden   down  by  the  chariot  wheels  of 
the  coronated  Rip,  hurrying  on  to  the  guilty 
assignation  ;  she  who  without  the  same  nei 
sities  to  plead,  riots  nightly  in  the  same  guilty 

Well !  divines  may  say  of  it  what  they  please  ; 
but  eieeration  is  to  the  mind  what  phlebotomy 
is  to  the  body ;  the  vital  sluices  of  both  a 
wonderfully  relieved  by  their  respective  evacu 


TO  MR.   CUNNINGHAM. 
dhisftvourileeompositionsO 

ElUsland,  2id  January,  1791. 
NT  happy  returns  of  the  season  (o  yon, 
ear  friend  !    As  many  of  the  good  Uiingi 
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of  this  life,  as  is  consistent  with  tlie  usual  mix- 
ture of  good  and  evil  in  the  cup  of  being! 

I  have  just  finished  a  poem  (Tam  o'  Shanter) 
which  jou  will  ceooive  enclosed.     It  is  my  first 

ij  in  the  way  of  tales. 

have  these  several  months  been  hammering 

m  elegy  on  the  amiable  and  a.ocomplislied 
Miss  Burnet.  I  have  got,  and  can  get,  no  far- 
ther than  the  following  fragment,  on  whiuh 
please  give  me  your  atriotures.  In  all  kinds  of 
poetic  composition,  I  set  great  store  by  your 
opioion  ;  but  in  sentimental  verses,  in  the  poetry 
of  the  heart,  no  Roman  Catholic  ever  set  more 

ie  on  the  infallibility  of  the   Holy  Father 

B  I  do  on  yours, 
mean   the  introductory  couplets   as  text 

ELEGY 


■■  ne'er  einlted  in  so  rich  a  prise 
As  Bumet  lovely  from  her  native  skies  ; 

envious  deatli  so  triumph'!  in  a  blow, 
Aa  that  which  laid  th'  aceomplish'd  Burnet  low. 


Let  me  hear  from  you  s< 


TO   A.  F.  TYTLER,   ESa 


infortunate  accident 
ave  prevented  my 
r  your  letter.    His 


his  success  in  the 
10  raueh  applauded 
the  most  delicious 
along  the  heart- 
I  wever,  Providence, 
orticQ  of  evil  with 
necessary  in  this 
oper  to  check  my 
misfortune,  A  day 
r  letter,  my  horse 


came  down  with  me  and  broke  roy  right  arm. 
As  this  is  the  first  service  my  ami  has  done  me 
since  its  disaster,  I  find  myself  unable  lo  do 
more  than  just  in  general  terms  thank  you  for 
this  additional  Instance  of  your  patronage  and 
friendship.  As  to  the  faults  you  detected  in  tie 
piece,  they  are  truly  there:  one  of  them,  the 
bit  at  the  lawyer  and  priest,  I  shall  cut  out;  as 
to  the  falling  off  in  the  catastrophe,  for  ihe  rea- 
son you  justly  adduce,  it  cannot  easily  he  reme- 
died. Your  approbation,  Sir,  has  given  me 
such  additional  spirits  to  persevere  in  this 
species  of  poetic  composition,  that  I  am  already 
revolving  two  or  three  stories  in  my  fancy.  If 
I  can  bring  these  floating  ideas  to  bear  any 
kind  of  embodied  form,  it  will  give  me  addi- 
tional opportunity  of  assuring  you  how  much  I 
hivo  the  honour  to  be,  &o.  R.  B. 


TO   MRS.    DUNLOP. 


isLously  byBi 


!umet,ofMnnbod 
bDlitijevei  read 


FAlvsland.  7th  Feb.  1791. 

When  I  tell  you.  Madam,  that  hy  a  fall,  not 
from  my  horse,  but  with  my  horse,  I  have  been 
a  cripple  some  time,  and  that  this  is  the  first 
day  my  arm  and  hand  have  been  able  to  servo 
me  in  writing;  you  will  allow  that  it  is  too  good 
an  apology  for  my  seemingly  ungrateful  silence. 
I  am  now  getting  better,  and  am  able  to  rhyme 
a  little,  which  implies  some  tolerable  ease  ;  as 
T  cannot  think  that  the  most  poetic  genius  is 
able  to  compose  on  the  rack. 

I  do  not  remember  if  ever  I  mentioned  to  you 
my  having  an  idea  of  composing  an  elegy  on  the 
late  Miss  Burnet,  of  Monboddo.  I  had  the 
honour  of  being  pretty  well  acquainted  with 
her,  and  have  seldom  felt  so  much  at  the  loss 
of  an  acqufdntanoe,  as  when  I  heard  that  so 
amiable  and  accomplished  a  piece  of  God's  work 
was  no  more.  I  have,  as  yet,  gone  no  farther 
than  the  following  fragment,  of  which  please 
let  me  have  your  opinion.  You  know  that  elegy 
is  a  subject  so  much  eihausted,  that  any  new 
idea  on  the  business  is  not  to  be  expected :  'tis 
well  if  we  can  place  an  old  idea  in  a  new  light 
How  far  I  have  succeeded  as  to  this  last,  yon 
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will  judge  from  what  f  11  w      I  ha  e  p      e 
no  further. 

Your  kind  letter,  with  j  u    k  ud  mb 

flf  your  godson,  came     f       Thi   la      M 
is  Bcarcelj  what  mj  j    d  la       j! 

the  little  fellow,  ha         pa  t  al  tj  apa  t,  the 


far  with  a  good  deal  of  difficulty.     When  I  get 
a  little  abler  you  shall  hear  farther  from, 


covin. 

TO   THE   EE¥.  AECH.  ALISON. 

tion  of  the  principlea  laid  down  in  hia  in^ enioua  and  pof 
krwoik,] 


Eiiisland,  n 


■T  jDmafries,  14lk  Feb.  1791. 


YoD  must  by  this  time  hare  set  me  down  as 
one  of  the  most  ungrateful  of  men.  You  did 
me  the  honour  to  present  me  with  a  book, 
which  does  honour  to  science  and  the  intel- 
lectual powers  of  man,  and  I  haye  not  eTen  so 
much  as  acknowledged  the  receipt  of  it.  The 
fact  is,  you  yourself  are  to  hiame  for  it.  Flat- 
tared  as  I  was  by  jour  telling  me  that  you 
wished  to  have  my  opinion  of  the  work,  the 
old  spiritual  enemy  of  mankind,  wto  knows 
well  that  vanity  is  one  of  the  ains  that  most 
easily  beset  me,  put  it  infD  my  head  to  ponder 
over  the  performance  with  the  look-ont  of  a 
critic,  and  to  draw  up  forsooth  a  deep  learned 
digest  of  strictures  od  b  compoaitioQ,  of  which, 
in  fact,  until  I  read  the  book,  I  did  not  even 
know  the  first  principles.  I  own,  Sir,  that  at 
first  glance,  seToral  of  your  propositions  star- 
tledme  as  paradosdcal.  That  the  martial  clan- 
gour of  a  trumpet  had  something  in  it  vastly 
more  grand,  heroic,  and  suhlime,  iian  the  twin- 
gle  twangle  of  a  jew'a-harp:  that  the  delicate 
flesure  of  a  rose-twig,   when   the  half-blown 


flower  is  heavy  with  the  tears  of  the  dawn,  was 
nfinitely  more  beautiful  and  elegant  than  the 
pright  stub  of  a  burdock  ;  and  that  from  some- 
thing innate  and  independent  of  all  associations 
f  ideas ; — these  I  had  set  down  as  irrefragable, 
rthodos  truths,  until  perusing  your  book  shook 
my  faith.— In  short,  Sir,  escept  Euclid's  Ele- 
ents  of  Geometry,  whioh  I  made  a  shift  to  un- 
avel  by  my  father's  fire-side,  in  the  winter 
vening  of  the  first  season  I  held  the  plough,  I 
ever  read  a  book  which  gave  me  such  a  quan- 
um  of  information,  and  added  so  much  to  my 
ook  of  ideas,  as  your  "Essays  on  the  Prin- 
ples  of  Taste. "  One  thing,  Sir,  you  must  for- 
g  re  my  mentioning  as  an  uncommon  merit  in 
e  work,  I  mean  the  language.  To  clothe  ab- 
stract philosophy  in  elegance  of  style,  sounds 
something  like  a  contradiction  in  terms ;  but 
you  have  convinced  me  that  they  are  quite  com- 
patible. 

1  enclose  you  some  poetic  bagatelles  of  my 
late  composition.  The  one  in  print '  is  my  first 
essay  in  the  way  of  telling  a  tale. 

I  am.  Sir,  &e, 

R.  B. 


TO   DR.   MOORE. 


SeoUand.J 

Elluland,  20(ft  February,  1791. 

•0  not  know,  Sir,  whether  you  are  a  sub- 
scriber to  Grose's  Antiquities  of  Scotland.     If  you 

the  enclosed  poem  will  not  be  altogether 

to  you.  Captain  Grose  did  me  the  favour 
to  send  me  a  dozen  copies  of  the  proof  sheet, 
which  this  is  one.  Should  yon  have  read 
the  piece  before,  still  this  will  answer  the  prin- 
cipal end  I  have  in  view:  it  will  give  me  another 
opportunity  of  thanking  you  for  all  your  good- 

to  the  rustic  bard;  and  also  of  showing 
you,  that  the  abilities  you  have  been  pleased  to 
commend  and  patronize  are  still  employed  in  the 
way  you  wish. 

The  Meg;/  on  Captain  Ilenderson,  is  a  tribute 
to  the  memory  of  a  man  I  loved  much.     Poets 

1  Tam  o'  Shoutet. 
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e  in  this  the  aame  advantage  a.g  Roman  Ca- 
tlioUca ;  they  can  be  of  seryioe  to  their  friends 
after  they  have  passed  that  bourne  where  all 
other  kindness  ceases  to  be  of  avail.  Whether, 
after  all,  either  the  one  or  the  other  be  of  any 
I  service  to  the  dead,  is,  I  fear,  very  proble- 
matical; but  I  am  sure  they  are  highly  grali- 
l^iiig  to  the  living;  and  as  a  Tory  orthodox 
st,  I  forget  where  in  scripture,  says,  "  what- 
ever is  not  of  faith  is  sin  ;"  so  say  I,  what- 
ever is  oot  detrimental  to  society,  and  is  of 
posidve  enjoyment,  is  of  God,  the  giver  of  all 
good  things,  and  ought  to  be  received  and  en- 
joyed by  his  creatures  with  thankful  delight. 
As  almost  all  my  religions  tenets  originate  from 
my  heart,  I  am  wonderfully  pleased  with  the 
idea,  that  I  can  still  keep  up  a  tender  intercourse 
with  the  dearly  beloved  friend,  or  slJll  more 
dearly  beloved  mistress,  who  is  gone  to  the  world 

The  ballad  on  Queen  Mary  was  begun  while  I 
was  busy  with  Percy's  Reliqiies  of  English  Poetry. 
By  the  way,  how  much  is  every  honest  heart, 
which  has  a  tincture  of  Caledonian  prejudice, 
obliged  to  ycu  for  your  glorious  story  of  Bu- 
nan  and  Targe!  'Twas  an  unequivocal  proof 
of  your  loyal  gallantry  lit  soul,  ^ving  Targe  the 
iotory.  I  should  have  been  mortified  to  the 
ground  if  you  had  not. 

I  have  just  read  over,  onoe  more  of  many 
times,  your  Zelaco.  1  marked  with  my  pencil, 
as  I  went  along,  every  passage  that  pleased  me 
particularly  above  the  rest;  and  one  or  two,  I 
think,  which  with  humble  deference,  I  am  dis- 
ed  to  think  unequal  to  the  merits  of  the  book. 
I  have  sometimes  thought  to  transcribe  these 
marked  passages,  or  at  least  so  much  of  them 
to  point  where  they  are,  and  send  them  to 
you.  Original  strokes  that  strongly  depict  the 
human  heart,  is  your  and  Fielding's  province 
beyond  any  other  novelist  I  have  ever  perused. 
Richardson  indeed  might  perhaps  be  eseepted  ; 
but  unhappily,  dramatis  peraonm  are  beings  of 
another  world;  andhoweverthey  may  captivate 
the  unexperienced,  romantic  fancy  of  a  boy  or 
a  girl,  they  will  ever,  in  proportion  as  we  have 
made  human  nature  our  study,  dissatisfy  our 
riper  years. 

As  to  my  private  oonoerna,  I  am  going  on,  a 
mighty  tas-gatherer  before  the  Lord,  and  have 
lately  had  the  interest  to  get  myself  ranked 
on  the  list  of  excise  as  a  supervisor.  I  am  not 
yet  employed  as  such,  but  in  a  few  years  I  shall 


fall  into  the  file  of  supervisorship  by  seniority. 
I  have  had  an  immense  loss  in  the  death  of  the 
Earl  of  Oleuoaim ;  the  patron  from  whom  all 
my  fume  and  fortune  took  its  rise.  Independent 
of  my  grateful  attachment  to  him,  which  was 
indeed  so  strong  that  it  pervaded  my  very  soul, 
and  was  entwined  with  the  thread  of  my  exist- 
ence :  so  soon  as  the  prince's  friends  had  got  iu 
(and  every  dog  you  know  has  his  day),  my  get- 
ting forward  in  the  eioise  would  have  been  on 
easier  business  than  otherwise  it  will  be. 
Though  this  was  a  consummation  devoutly  to 
be  wished,  jet,  thank  Heaven,  I  can  live  and 
rhyme  as  I  am  ;  and  as  to  my  boys,  poor  little 
fellows !  if  I  cannot  place  them  on  as  high  an 
elevation  in  life,  as  I  could  wish,  1  shall,  if  I  am 
favoured  so  much  of  the  Disposer  of  events  as  to 
see  that  period,  fix  them  on  as  broad  and  inde- 
pendent a  basis  as  possible.  Among  the  many 
wise  adages  which  have  been  treasured  up  by 
our  Scottish  ancestors,  this  is  one  of  the  best, 
Better  he  the  head  o'  the  commonoliy,  than  ike  tail 
o'  the  genlry. 

But  I  am  got  on  a  subject,  which  however  in- 
teresting to  me,  is  of  no  manner  of  consequence 
to  jou;  so  I  shall  ^ve  you  a  short  poem  on  the 
otier  page,  and  close  this  with  assuring  you 
how  eineerely  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
Yours,  &o. 


Written  on  the  blank  leaf  of  a  book,  which  I 
presented  to  a  very  young  lady,  whom  I  had 
formerly  characterized  under  the  denon 
of  The  Ross  Bud.  *  *  * 


TO   MR.   CUNNINGHAM. 


SBong;  I 


iof  hi 


so.] 


ling  for  t 


EUisland,  ]2ii  March,  17S1. 
If  the  foregoing  piece  bo  north  your  stric- 
tures, let  me  have  them.  For  my  own  part,  a 
thing  that  I  have  just  composed  always  appears 
through  a  double  portion  of  that  partial  medium 
in  which  an  author  will  ever  view  his  own  works. 
I  believe  in  general,  novelty  has  something  in  it 
that  inehriales  the  fancy,  and  not  unfrequently 
dissipates  and  fumes  away  like  other  intoxica- 
tion, and  leaves  the  poor  patient,  as  usual,  wilh 
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an  aehiug  heart.  A  striking  iaetance  of  this 
might  be  adduceil,  in  the  reTolution  of  many  a 
hjmenciil  honeymoon.  But  last  I  sink  fato 
stnpid  prose,  9.Qii  so  sacrilegiously  intrude  an 
tlie  office  of  my  parish-priest,  I  shall  fill  up  the 
page  in  my  own  way,  and  giye  you  another  song 
of  my  late  composition,  which  will  appear  per- 
haps in  Johnson's  work,  as  well  as  the  former. 
You  must  know  a  beautiful  Jacobite  air, 
TAere'll  never  be  peace  'tiU  Jamie  conifs  hame. 
When  political  combustion  ceases  to  be  the  ob- 
ject of  princes  and  patriots,  it  then  you  iinow 
becomes  the  lawful  prey  of  historians  and  poets. 

By  yon  castle  wa'  at  the  close  of  the  day, 

I  heard  a  man  sing,  tho'  his  head  it  was  grey  ; 

And  as  ho  was    singing,  the    tears    fast   down 

There'll  never  be  peace  Ull  Jamie  comes  hame. 

If  you  like  the  air,  and  if  the  stanias  hit  your 
fancy,  you  cannot  imagine,  my  dear  friend,  how 
much  you  would  oblige  me,  if  by  the  charms  of 
your  delightful  voice,  you  would  givo  my  honest 
effusion  to  "  the  memory  of  joys  that  are  past," 
to  the  few  friends  wliom  you  indulge  in  that 
pleasure.  But  I  have  scribbled  on  'till  I  hear 
(he  clock  has  intimated  the  near  approach  of 

That  hour,  o'  night's  Mack  arch  the  key-atane. — 

So  good  night  to  you  !  Sound  he  your  sleep,  and 
delectable  your  dreams  !  Apropos,  how  do  you 
like  this  thought  in  a  ballad,  I  have  just  now 
on  the  tapis  ? 


I  look  tH 

That  happy  my  di 


when  I  gae  to  rest, 

ims  and  my  slumbers  may 

1  he  I  lo'o  bast, 

■  to  my  babie  and  me ! 

5,  and  Ood  bless  you! 


TO   MK.   ALEXANDER   DALZEL, 


Mtd 


were,  thai  he  might  further  Ihem.] 
EOialand,  13iA  3farch,  1791. 


I  HAVE  taken  the  liberty  to  frank  this  letter 
to  you,  as  it  encloses  an  idle  poem  of  mine, 
which  I  Bend  you;  and  Ood  knows  you  may 
perhaps  pay  dear  enough  for  it  if  you  read  it 
through.  Not  that  this  is  my  own  opinion ;  but 
the  author,  by  the  time  he  has  composed  and 
corrected  his  work,  has  quite  pored  away  all 
his  powers  of  critical  discrimination. 

I  can  easily  guess  from  my  own  heart,  what 
you  have  felt  on  a  late  roost  melancholy  event. 
God  knowa  what  I  have  suffered,  at  the  loss  of 
my  best  friend,  my  first  and  dearest  patron  and 
benefactor;  the  man  to  whom  I  owe  all  that  I 
am  and  have  I  I  am  gone  into  mourning  for 
him,  and  witli  more  sincerity  of  grief  than  I 
fear  some  will,  who  hy  nature's  ties  ought  to 
feel  on  the  occasion. 

I  will  bo  cicecdiugly  obliged  to  you,  indeed, 
to  let  me  know  the  news  of  the  noble  family, 
how  the  poor  mother  and  the  two  sisters  sup- 
port their  loss.  I  had  a  packet  of  poetic  baga- 
telles ready  to  send  to  Lady  Betty,  when  I  saw 
the  fatal  tidings  iu  the  newspaper.  I  see  by  the 
same  channel  that  the  honoured  behains  of  my 
noble  patron,  are  designed  to  be  brought  to  the 
family  burial-place.  Dare  1  trouble  you  to  let 
mo  know  privately  before  the  day  of  interment, 
that  I  may  cross  the  oountry,  and  steal  among 
the  crowd,  to  pay  a  tear  to  the  last  sight  of  my 
ever  revered  benefactor  t  It  will  oblige  ma 
beyond  espression.  R.  B. 


CCXII. 
TO   MRS.   GRAHAM, 


EUidand,  1701. 
Madam, 
Whetuek  it  is  that  the  story  of  our  Mary 
Queen  of  Soots  haa  a  peculiar  effect  on  the 
feelings  of  a  poet,  or  whether  I  have,  in  the  en- 
closed ballad,  succeeded  beyondmj  usual  poetic 
success,  I  know  not;  but  it  has  pleased  me  be- 
yond  any  effort  of  my  muse   for  a  good  while 
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:ouiit  I  enclose  it  particularly 
lie,  the  purity  of  my  motiTei 
may  be  saspeoted,  I  am  already  deeply  in- 
debted to  Mr.  Graham's  goodness ;  and  what,  17 
Ike  usual  ways  of  111(11,  ia  of  infinitely  greater  im- 
portanae,  Mr.  G.  con  do  me  serrice  of  the  nt 

poor  dog ;  and  however  I  may  occasionally  piolt 
a  better  bone  than  I  used  to  do,  I  knoir  I  mast 
live  and  die  poor;  but  I  will  indulge  the  flatter- 
ing faith  that  my  poetry  will  considerably  out- 
liie  my  pOTerty  ;  and  without  any  fustian  affec- 
tation of  spirit,  I  can  promise  and  affirm,  that  it 
must  be  no  ordinary  craving  of  the  latter  shall 
ever  make  me  do  anything  injurious  to  the  honest 
fame  of  the  former.  Whatever  may  be  my 
failings,  for  failings  are  a  part  of  human  nature, 
may  the;  ever  be  those  of  a  generous  heart,  and 

1  independent  mind!  It  is  no  fault  of  mine 
that  I  was  bom  to  dependence;  nor  i a  it  Mr. 
Graham's  chiefest  praise  that  he  can  command 

ifluence ;  but  it  is  his  merit  to  bestow,  not  only 
■nith  the  kindness  of  a  brother,  but  with  the 
politeness  of  a  gentleman;  and  I  trust  it  shall 
re  with  thankfulness,  and  re- 
member with  undiminished  gratitude. 


CCXIII. 
TO   MRS.   GRAHAM, 


impulB.  to  the  publif=tion.] 

Ellisland,  1791. 
Reyekend  Silt, 
Why  did  you,  mj  dear  Sir,  write  to  me  in 
such  a  hesitating  style  on  the  husioess  of  poor 
Bruce  !  Don't  I  know,  and  have  I  not  felt,  the 
many  ills,  the  peculiar  ills  that  poetic  flesh  is 
heir  to?  Ton  shall  hare  your  choice  of  all  the 
unpublished  poems  I  have;  and  had  your  letter 
had  my  direction,  so  as  to  have  reached  me 
sooner  (it  only  came  to  my  hand  this  moment), 
I  should  have  directly  put  you  out  of  suspense 
on  the  Buhjeot.  I  only  ask,  that  some  prefatory 
advertisement  in  the  book,  as  well  as  the  sub- 
scription bills,  may  bear,  that  the  publication 
is  solely  for  the  benefit  of  Bruce's  mother.  I 
would  not  put  it  in  the  power  of  ignorance  to 
surmise,  or  malice  to  insinuate,  that  1  clubbed 
a  share  in  the  work  from  mercenary  motives. 
Nor  need  you  give  me  credit  for  any  remark- 
able generosity  in  my  part  of  the  business.  I 
have  such  a  host  of  peccadilloes,  failings,  follies, 
and  backslidings  (anybody  but  myself  might 
perhaps  give  aome  of  them  a  worse  appellation), 
that  by  way  of  some  balance,  however  trifiing, 
in  the  account,  I  am  fain  to  do  any  good  that 
occurs  in  my  very  limited  power  to  a  fellow- 
creature,  just  for  the  selfish  purpose  of  clearing 
a  little  the  vista  of  retrospection. 


It  ia  probable   Madam   that  this 


lb  g  d       n  my  part  ardent  and 

n  a  a       M      C     ham's  goodness 

mhabngn  u  n  noble  !  May  every 
child  of  yours,  in  the  hour  of  need,  find  such  a 
friend  as  I  shall  teach  every  child  of  mine,  that 
their  father  found  in  you. 


CCXIV. 
TO   THE   REV.   6.   BAIRD. 


ccxv. 
TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


I  it  shall 
may  it  then  bea 


a  Em  and  a  proniisins  youlh.] 

Eliisland,  \lth  AprU,  1791. 
1  once  more  able,  my  honoured  ftiend,  to 
L  you,  with  my  own  hand,  thanks  for  the 
many  instances  of  your  friendship,  and  particu- 
larly for  your  kind  anxietyin  this  last  disaster, 
that  my  evil  genius  had  in  store  for  me.  How- 
ife  is  chequered— joy  and  sorrow — for  on 
Saturday  morning  last,  Mrs.  Burns  made  me  a 
present  of  a  fine  boy  ;  rather  stouter,  but  not 
so  handsome  as  your  godson  was  at  his  time  of 
life.  Indeed  I  look  on  your  little  namesake  to 
be  my  ehef  d'<savTe  in  that  species  of  manufac- 
ture, as  I  look  on  Tam  0'  Shanter  tc  be  mj 
standard  performance  in  the  poetical  line.    'Tig 
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tme,  both  the  one  and  the  other  diacoverBSpice 
of  roguish  waggery,  that  might  perhaps  be  aa 
well  spared ;  but  then  they  also  show,  in  my 
opinion,  a  force  of  geniua  and  a  finishing  polish 
that  I  despair  of  erer  excelling.  Mrs.  Burns  is 
getting  stout  again,  and  laid  as  lustily  about  her 
to-day  at  breakfast,  as  a  reaper  from  the  eorn-, 
ridge.  That  is  the  peculiar  privilege  and  bless- 
ing of  our  hale,  sprightly  damaelB,  that  are  bred 
among  the  hay  and  heather.  We  cannot  hope  for 
tbat  highly  polished  mind,  that  charming  deli- 
cacy of  soul,  which  is  found  among  the  female 
trorld  in  the  more  elevated  stationa  of  life,  and 
which  is  certainly  by  far  the  most  bemtohing 
charm  in  the  famous  cestus  of  Venus,  It  is  in- 
deed sucli  an  inestimable  treasure,  that  where 
it  can  be  had  in  its  native  heavenly  purity,  un- 
stained by  some  one  or  other  of  the  many  shades 
of  affectation,  and  vinalloyed  by  some  ono  or 
other  of  the  many  species  of  caprice,  I  declare 
to  Heaven,  I  should  think  it  cheaply  purchased 
at  the  eipense  of  every  other  earthly  good ! 
But  as  this  angelic  creature  is,  1  am  afraid, 
estremelj  rare  in  any  station  and  rank  of  life, 
and  totally  denied  to  such  a  humble  one  as  mine, 
we  meaner  mortals  must  put  up  witi  the  next 
tank  of  female  eicelleuee — as  fine  a  figui'e  and 
face  we  can  produce  as  any  rank  of  life  what- 
ever; rustic,  native  grace  ;  unaffected  modesty, 
and  unsullied  purity;  nature's  mother-wit,  and 
the  rudiments  of  taste ;  a  simplicity  of  soul,  un- 
eospioious  of,  because  unacquainted  with,  the 
crooked  ways  of  a  selfish,  interested,  disingenu- 
ous world  ;  and  the  dearest  charm  of  all  the  rest, 
a  yielding  sweetness  of  disposition,  and  a  gener- 
ous warmth  of  heart,  grateftil  for  love  on  our 
part,  and  ardently  glowing  with  a  more  than 
equal  return;  these,  with  a  healthy  frame,  a 
sound,  vigorous  constitution,  which  your  higher 
ranks  can  scarcely  ever  hope  to  enjoy,  are  the 
charms  of  lovely  woman  in  my  humble  walk  of 
life. 

This  is  the  greatest  effort  my  broken  arm  has 
yet  made.  Do  let  me  hear,  by  first  post,  how 
cher  petit  Monskur  comes  on  with  his  small-poi. 
May  aJmighty  goodness  preserve  and  restore 
him!  E.  B. 


ions  'iiBir 


Elluland,  1791. 
Deab  Sik, 
I  AM  exceedingly  to  blame  in  not  writing  you 
long  ago  ;  but  the  truth  is,  that  I  am  thi 
indolent  of  all  human  beings  ;  and  when 
triculate  in  the  herald's  office,  I  intcm 
my  supporters  shall  be  two  sloths,  my  crest  Q 
slow-worm,  and  the  motto,  "Deillakthe  fore- 
most."    So  much  by  way  of  apology  for 
thanking  you  sooner  for  your  kind  executioi 

I  would  have  sent  you  the  poem ;  but  some^ 
how  or  other  it  found  its  way  into  the  publio 
papers,  where  you  must  have  seen  it. 

Yours  sincerely. 


[This  Bingalat  lettorwoH  bbuI  by  Bi.ms.  it  is  believed, 
gu^e,  opd  impotfBct  gromniar.] 

ElUsland,  1791. 

Thou  eunuch  of  language :  thou  Englishman, 
who  never  was  south  the  Tweed:  thon  serrile 
echo  of  fashionable  barbarisms;  thou  quack, 
vending  the  nostrums  of  empirical  elocution  r 
thou  marriage-maker  between  vowels  and  con- 
sonants, on  the  Gretna-green  of  caprice  :  thon 
oobler,  botching  the  flimsy  socks  of  bombast 
oratory :  thou  blacksmith,  hammering  the  rivets 
of  absurdity :  thou  butcher,  imbruing  thy  hands 
in  the  bowels  of  orthography;  thou  arch- 
heretic  in  pronunciation;  thou  pitch-pipe  of 
affected  emphasis;  thou  carpenter,  mortising  the 
awkward  joints  of  jarring  sentences :  thou 
squeaking  dissonance  of  cadence  ;  thou  pimp  of 
gender;  thou  Lion  Herald  to  silly  etymology: 
thou  antipode  of  grammar :  thou  executioner  of 
construction ;  thou  brood  of  the  speech- distract- 
ing builders  of  the  Tower  of  Babel ;  thou  lingual 
conftision  worse  confounded :  thou  scapc-gallows 
from  the  land  of  syntax:  thou  scavenger  of 
mond  and  tense:  thou  murderous  accoucheur 
of  infant  learning  ;  thou  ignis /atuus,  misleading 
the  stops  of  benighted  ignorance:  thou  pickle- 
herring  in  the  puppet-show  of  nonsense :  thou 
faithful  recorder  of   barbarous   idiom :    thou    j 
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persecutor  of  syllabic  it  ion  Birm  baleful  meteor, 
foretelling  and  facilitating  the  rapid  approach 
of  Nnx  and  Erebu"  R-  B. 


TO   MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 
[To  Clorlte,  Iha  Schoolmaster,  Burns,  it  is  aaid 

piflge.] 

Ulh  June,  1791 
Let  me  interest  yon,  mj  dear  Cunninghaio, 
in  bebalf  of  the  gentleman  who  waits  on  you 
with  tbia.  He  is  a  Mr.  Clarlse,  of  Moffat,  pnn- 
eipal  schoolmaster  there,  and  is  at  present  suf- 
fering severely  uader  the  persecution  of  one  or 
two  powerful  individuals  of  his  employers.  He 
is  accused  of  harshness  to  boys  that  were 
placed  under  his  care.  God  help  the  teacher, 
if  a  man  of  sensibility  and  genius,  and  such  is 
my  friend  Clarke,  when  a  booby  father  presents 
him  with  his  booliy  son,  and  insists  on  lighting 
up  the  rays  of  science,  in  a  fellow's  head  whose 
skull  is  impervious  and  inaccessible  by  any 
other  way  than  a  positire  fracture  with  a  cud- 
gel ;  a  fellow  whom  in  fact  it  savours  of  impiety 
to  attempt  making  a  scholar  of,  as  he  bas  been 
marked  a  blockhead  in  the  book  of  fate,  at  the 
almighty  fiat  of  his  Creator. 

The  patrons  of  Moffat-school  are,  the  minis- 
ters, magistrates,   and  town- council  of  Edin- 
burgh, and  as  the  business  comes  now  before 
them,  let  mc  beg  my  dearest  friend  to  do  every- 
thing in  his  power  to  serve  the  interests  of  a 
man  of  genius  and  worth,  and  a  man  whom  I 
particularly  respect  and   esteem.     You  km 
some  good  fellows  among  the  magistracy  and 
council,  fct  particularly  you  have  much  to  s 
with  a  reverend  gentleman  to  whom  you  have  t 
honour  of  being  very  nearly  related,  and  whi 
this  country  and  age  have  had  the  honour  to  pi 
duce.   I  need  not  name  the  historian  of  Charles 
V.     I   tell   him  through   the   medium   of   his 
nephew's  influence,  that  Mr.  Clarke  is  a  gentle- 
man who  will  not  disgrace  even  his  patronage. 
I  know  the  merits  of  the  cause  thoroughly,  and 
say  it,  that  my  friend  is  falling  a  sacrifice  to 
prejudiced  ignorance. 

God  help  the  children  of  dependence !  Hated 
and  persecuted  by  their  enemies,  and  too  often, 
alaa  1  almost  uneioeptionably,  received  by  their 


friends  with  disrespect  and  reproach,  under  the 
thin  disguise  of  cold  civility  and  humiliating 
advice.  0!  to  he  a  sturdy  savage,  stalking  in 
the  pride  of  his  independence,  amid  the  solitary 
wilds  of  his  deserts ;  rather  than  in  civilized 
life,  helplessly  to  tremble  for  a  subsistence, 
precarious  as  the  caprice  of  a  fellow-oreature ! 
Every  man  has  hie  virtues,  and  no  man  is  with- 
out Ms  failinga  ;  and  curse  ;n  that  privileged 
pliin  dealing  of  friendship,  which,  in  the  hour 
of  my  calamity,  cannot  reach  forth  the  helping 
without  at  the  same  time  pointing  out 
those  failing',  and  apportioning  them  their 
■  in  procuring  mj  present  distress  My 
ds,  for  such  the  world  calls  ye,  and  such  ye 
think  yourselves  to  le,  pass  by  my  virtues  it 
you  please,  hut  do,  also,  spare  my  follies :  the 
first  will  witness  in  my  breast  for  themselves, 
and  the  last  will  give  pain  enough  to  the  inge- 
nuous mind  withont  yon.  And  since  deviating 
more  or  less  from  the  paths  of  propriety  and 
rectitude,  must  be  incident  to  human  nature,  do 
thou.  Fortune,  put  it  in  ray  power,  always  from 
myself,  and  of  myself,  to  bear  the  conseiiuenoe 
of  those  errors !  I  do  not  want  to  be  inde- 
pendent that  I  may  sin,  but  I  want  to  be  inde- 
pendent in  my  sinning. 

To  return  in  this  rambling  letter  to  the  sub- 
j  eet  I  set  out  with,  let  me  recommend  my  friend, 
Mr.  Clarke,  to  your  acquaintance  and  good  of- 
fices ;  his  worth  entitles  him  to  the  one,  and  his 
gratitude  will  merit  the  other,  I  long  much  to 
hear  from  you. 


ind  help  hi 


CCXIX. 

TO   THE   EARL   OF   BUCHAN. 

[Lonl  Biichan  printod  this  letter  in  his  Essay  on  the 
:.if9  of  Thomson,  in  1792.    His  lordship  invited  Bgrna  to 
1  reaped ,  vrallt  ftomEllielnndloDrybuT^h, 
crown  Thomson's  fcuel  with  bay»,  on  Bd- 
a  Bad  of  September.] 

Eliidaiid,  August  29(A,  1791. 
My  Loed, 
Lawguaqe  sinks  under  the  axdour  of  my  feel- 
ings when  I  would  thank  your  lordship  for  the 
honouryouhave  done  me  in  inviting  me  to  make 
one  at  the  coronation  of  the  bust  of  Thoms 
In  my  first  enthusiasm  in  reading  the  card  you 
did  me  the  honour  to  write  me,  I  overlooked 
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eTerj  obstacle,  and  determined  to  go  ;  but  I  fear 
it  11111  not  be  in  mj  power.  A  week  or  two's 
absence,  in  the  very  middle  of  my  harvest,  is 
what  I  mnoh  doubt  I  dare  not  venture  on.  I 
once  already  made  a  pilgrimage  up  the  whole 
course  of  the  Tweed,  and  fondly  would  I  talie 
the  same  delightful  journey  down  the  windings 
of  that  delightful  stream. 

Your  lordship  hints  at  an  ode  for  the  occasion: 
but  who  would  write  after  Collins  ?  I  read 
Ofer  his  verses  to  tie  memory  of  Thomson,  and 
despaired. — I  got  indeed  to  the  length  of  three 
or  four  stanzas,  in  the  way  of  address  to  the 
shade  of  the  bard,  on  cfowning  Me  bust.  I 
sball  trouble  your  lordship  with  the  subjoined 
copy  of  them,  whioh,  I  am  afraid,  will  be  but  too 
convincing  a  proof  how  unequal  I  am  to  the 
task.  However,  it  affords  me  an  opportunity 
of  approaching  your  lordship,  and  declaring  how 
sincerely  and  gratefully  I  have  the  honour  to 
be,  &c.,  R.  B. 


TO  MR.  THOMAS  SLOAN. 


miisland,  Sept.  1,  1791. 
My  DEAR  Sloan, 

ScaPESBE  is  worse  than  disappointment,  for 

that  reason  I  hurry  to  tell  you  that  I  just  now 
learn  that  Mr.  Ballantyne  does  not  choose  to 
interfere   more  in  the  busincsB.      I  am   truly 
sorry  for  it,  but  cannot  help  it. 

[Th«  po 
theveiM 

You  blame  c 


I  for  n 


itmg  you  s 


but  you  will  please  to  recollect  that  you 

one  little  necessary  piece  of  information  ; — your 

address. 

However,  you  know  equally  well,  my  hurried 
life,  indolent  temper,  and  strength  of  attach- 
ment- It  must  be  a  longer  period  than  the 
longest  life  "  in  the  world's  hale  and  undegene- 
rate  days,"  that  nill  make  me  forget  so  dear  a 
fiiend  as  Mr.  Sloau.  I  am  prodigal  enough  at 
times,  but  I  will  not  part  with  such  a  treasure 
as  that. 

I  can  easily  enter  into  the  embarras  of  your 
present  situation.  Tou  know  my  favourite  quo- 
tation from  Young— 


e  from  Tiiomson's 


Or  shall  I  quote  you  an  author  of  your 


I  have  nothing  new  to  tell  yon.  The  few 
friends  we  have  are  going  on  in  the  old  w 
I  sold  my  crop  on  tkis  day  se'ennight,  and  sold 
it  very  well.  A  guinea  an  acre,  on  an  average, 
above  value.  But  such  a  scene  of  drunkenness 
was  hardly  ever  seen  in  this  country.  After 
the  roup  was  over,  about  thirty  people  engaged 
in  a  battle,  every  man  for  his  own  hand, 
fought  it  out  for  three  hours.  Nor  was 
scene  much  better  in  the  house.  No  fighting, 
indeed,  but  folks  lying  drunk  on  the  floor,  and 
decanting,  until  both  my  dogs  got  so  drunk  by 
attending  them,  that  they  could  not  stand.  You 
will  easily  guess  how  I  enjoyed  the  scene ;  : 
was  no  farther  over  than  you  used  to  see  m^ 

Mrs.   B.  and    family  have  been  in  Ayrshire 
these  many  weeks. 

Farewell ;  and  God  bless  you,  my  dear  frie 


TO   LADY   E.  CUNNINGHAM. 


ms,  for 


Ihnl  the  ; 


!>.] 


I  woDiD,  as  usual,  have  availed  myself  of  the 
privilege  your  goodness  has  allowed  me,  of  send- 
ing you  anything  I  compose  in  my  poadcal  way  ; 
hut  as  I  had  resolved,  so  soon  as  the  shock  of 
my  irreparable  loss  would  allow  me,  to  pay  a 
trihute  to  my  late  benefactor,  I  determined  t. 
make  that  the  first  piece  I  should  do  myself  the 
honour  of  sending  you.  Had  the  wing  of  my 
fancy  been  equal  la  the  ardour  of -my  heart,  the 
enclosed  had  been  much  more  worthy  your  peru- 
sal :  as  it  is,  I  beg  leave  to  lay  it  at  your  lady- 
ship's feet.  As  al!  the  world  knows  my  obliga- 
tions to  the  late  Earl  of  Glencairn,  I  would  wish 
to  show  as  openly  that  my  heart  glows,  and ' 
ever  glow,  with  the  most  grateful  sense  and 
membranoe  of  his  lordship's  goodness.      '. 


by  Google 


OF    KUBEllT    ilUKNa 


jables  I  dill  myself  tho  honour  to  wbip  to  liia 
lordsliip's  memory,  were  not  tJie  "mockery  cf 
■woe."  Nor  shall  mj  gratitude  perish  vfith  me  I 
— if  among  mj  children  I  shall  haTe  a  son  that 
has  a  heart,  he  shall  hand  it  down  to  his  child 
as  a  family  honour,  and  a  family  debt,  that 
my  dearest  eiisteuce  I  owe  to  the  noble  house 
ofGlencainil 

I  was  about  to  eay,  my  lady,  that  if  jou  think 
the  poem  may  Tenture  to  aee  the  light,  I  would, 
in  some  way  or  other,  giTe  it  to  the  world. 
R.  B. 


TO   MR.   AINSLI 


cited.] 


might  I 


I,  1791. 
Ml  DEAB  AlKSUE, 

Cak  jou  miaieter  to  a  mind  diseased!  can 
you,  amid  iiie   horrors   of  penitence,  remorse, 

head-ache,  nausea,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  d d 

hounds  of  hell,  that  beset  a  poor  wretch,  who 
■s  been  guilty  of  the  sin  of  drunkenness — can 
JOU  speak  peace  to  a  troubled  soul  1 

Miserable  perda  that  I  am,  I  have  tried  OTcry- 
thing  that  used  to  amuse  me,  but  In  Tain ;  here 
t,  a  monument  of  the  Tengeance  laid 
■a  for  the  wicked,  slowly  counting  every 
chick  of  tlie  clock  as  it  slowly,  slowly,  numbers 
e  lazy  scoundrels  of  hours,  who,  d — n 
I  ranked  up  before  me,  every  one  at 
his  neighbour's  backside,  and  cvcrj  one  with  a 
burthen  of  anguish  on  Ms  back,  to  pour  on  my 
devoted  head — and  there  is  none  to  pity  me. 
Mj  wife  scolds  me  !  my  basiuess  torments  me, 
and  my  sins  come  staring  me  in  the  face,  every 
e  telWg  a,more  bitter  tale  than  his  fellow— 
iien  I'tell  jou  even  ■*  •■  *  has  lost  its  power 
please,  you  will  guess  something  of  mj  hell 
withiii,  and  all  around  me — I  begun  Elibanka 
and  EUbraes,  but  the  stanzas  fell  unenjoyed,  and 
unfinished  from  my  listless  tongue :  at  last  I 
luckily  thought  of  reading  over  an  old  letter  of 
yours,  that  lay  by  me  in  my  book-ease,  and  I 
felt  something  for  the  first  time  since  I  opened 

my  ejes,   of  pleasurable   cjistence. Well — 

I  begin  to  breathe  a  little,  since  I  began  to  write 
»  you.  How  ai'e.you,  and  what  are  you  doing  ! 
How  goes  Law?  Apropos,  for  connexion's  sake, 
do  not  address  to  me  supervisor,  for  that  is  an 


honour  I  cannot  pretend  to — I  .im  on  the  list, 
as  we  call  it,  for  a  supervisor,  and  will  be  called 
out  by  and  bje  to  act  as  one ;  but  at  pre- 
sent, I  am  a  simple  gauger,  tbo'  t'other  day  I 
got  an  appointment  to  an  eicise  division  of  25). 
per  annum  better  than  the  rest.  Mj  present 
income,  down  money,  is  70/.  per  armum. 

I  have  one  or  two  good  fellows  here  whom 
you  would  be  glad  to  know. 

R.  B. 


TO   COL.    PULLARTON. 


Sm, 


EUiiland,  1791. 


In 


B  just  this 


got  the  frank,  and 
nest  minute  mnst  send  it  to  post,  else  I  purposed 
to  have  sent  you  two  or  three  other  bagatelles, 
that  might  have  amused  a  vacant  hoar  about 
as  well  as  "  Sis  excellent  new  songs,"  or,  the 
Aberdeen  'Prognosdeationforthe  jearto  come.' 
I  shall  probably  trouble  jou  soon  with  another 
packet  About  the  gloomy  month  of  November, 
when  '  the  people  of  England  hang  and  drown 
themselves,'  anything  generally  is  better  than 

Pond  as  I  may  be  of  my  own  productions,  it 
ia  not  for  their  sake  that  I  am  so  anxious  to 
send  JOU  them.  I  am  ambitious,  covetously  . 
ambitious  of  being  known  to  a  gentleman  whom 
I  am  proud  to  call  mj  countrjman;  a  gentle- 
man who  was  a  foreign  ambassador  as  soon  as 
he  was  a  man,  and  a  leader  of  armies  as  soon 
as  he  was  a  soldier,  and  that  with  an  eclat  un- 
known to  the  usual  miniona  of  a  court,  men 
who,  with  all  the  adventitious  advantages  of 
princely  connexions  and  prinoelj  fortune,  must 
yet,  like  the  caterpillar,  labour  a  whole  lifetime 
before  they  reach  (he  wished  height,  there  to 
roost  a  stupid  chrysalis,  and  doze  out  the  re- 
maining glimmering  esistence  of  old  age. 

If  the  gentleman  who  accompanied  you  when 
you  did  me  the  honour  of  calling  on  me,  is  with 
you,  I  beg  to  he  respectfully  remembered  to 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
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OCX  XIV. 
aiSS   DAVIES, 


,  Madam   that  the  gener 


tbit  to  make  her  the  subject  uf  a  siUj  'bttllad 
is  downright  mockery  of  these  ardent  feel- 
ings; 'tie  like  an  impertinent  jest  to  a  dying 

Gracioas  Heaven !  nhj  this  disparity  between 
oar  wishes  and  our  powers  ?  Why  ia  the  most 
generous  wish  to  make  others  blest,  impotent 
and  ineffectual — as  the  idle  breeze  that  crosses 
the  pathless  desert!  In  mj  walks  of  life  I 
have  met  with  a  few  people  tonhom  how  gladly 
would  I  have  said — "Go,  be  happy!  I  know 
that  your  hearts  haye  been  wounded  by  the 
acom  of  the  proud,  whom  accident  has  placed 
above  yon — or  worse  stilJ,  in  whose  hands  are, 
perhaps,  placed  many  of  the  oomforta  of  your 
life.  But  there !  ascend  that  rock,  Indepen- 
dence, and  look  justly  down  on  their  little- 
ncsB  of  Bonl.  Make  the  worthless  tremble 
nnder  your  indignation,  and  the  foolish  sink 
before  your  contempt;  and  largely  impart  that 
happineaa  to  others,  which,  I  am  certain,  will 
give  yoarselves  so  much  pleasure  to  bestow," 

Why,  dear  Madam,  mnet  I  wake  from  this 
delightful  revery,  and  End  it  all  a  dream! 
Why,  amid  my  generous  enthusiasm,  must  I 
find  myself  poor  and  powerleaa,  incapable  of 
wiping  one  teai  from  the  eye  of  pity,  or  of  add- 


ing one  comfort  to  the  friend  I  love  ! — Out  upon 
the  world,  say  I,  that  its  affairs  are  adminis- 
tered so  ill !    They  talk  of  reform ;— good  Hea- 
ven! what  a  reform  would  I  make  among  the 
sons  and  eyen  the  daughters  of  men  I — Down, 
immediately,  should  go   fools   from   the   high 
places,  where  misbegotten  chance  has  perked 
them  up,  and  through  life  should  they  akulk, 
ever  haunted  by  their  native  insignificance,  as 
the  body  marches  accompanied  by  its  shadow, 
is  for  a  much  more  fonnidable  olasa,  the 
aves,  I  am  at  a  loss  what  to  do  with  them: 
d  I  a  world,  there  should  not  be  a  knave 

But  the  hand  that  could  ^ve,  I  would  libe- 
ly  fill :    and  I  would  pour  delight  on 
art  that  could  kindly  forgive,  and  generously 

Still  the  inequalilJes  of  life  are,  among  n 
iparatively  tolerable— but  there  is  a  delicacy, 
enderncsa,  accompanying  every  view  in  which 
can  place  lovely  Woman,  that  are  grated 
J  shocked  at  the  rude,  capricious  distine- 
QS  of  fortune.     Woman  is  the  blood-royal  of 
:  let  there  be  slight  degrees  of  precedency 
ong  them — but  let  them  be  all  sacred.— 
■«    ether  Ihia  last  sentiment  be  right  or  wrong, 
I  am  not  accountable  ;  it  is  an  original  compo- 
nent feature  of  my  mind.  E,  B. 


TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


Duniop.l 

JEUialand,  llth  December^  1791. 

Many  thanks  to  you,  Madam,  for  your  good 
news  respecting  the  little  floweret  and  tbe  mo- 
ther-plant. I  hope  my  poetic  prayers  have 
been  heard,  and  will  be  answered  up  to  the 
warmest  sincerity  of  their  fullest  estent ;  ; 
then  Mrs.  Henri  will  find  her  little  darling  the 
representative  of  his  late  parent,  in  everything 
but  his  abridged  eiist«nee 

I  have  just  finished  the  f  U  w  ng     n     wh   h 
lady  the  descendant   f  Walla  e — and  many 


heroes  of  his 

the  mother  of  sever 

preface  nor  apology. 


illust: 


ini  h 


If 


il  s  H 
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'-  Seme— a  field  of  latiU—time  of  Ike  day,  evenmg  ; 
the  loounded  and  dying  of  the  ticloriota  army  are 
supposed  to  join  in  ihefollomng 

Parenell,  thou  fiur  day,  thou  green  earth,  and 
je  skies 
Now  gay  with  the  bright  aetting  sun ; 
Farewell,  lovea  and  friendships,  ye  dear  tender 


eof 


Ourr 

Tlio  ciroumstaDee  that  gave  rise  to  the  fore- 
going verses  was,  looking  over  witt  a  musioal 
friend  M'Donald'a  collection  of  Highland  aira, 
a  struck  with  one,  an  Isle  of  Skye  tune, 
entitled  "Oran  and  Aoig,  or.  The  Song  of 
Death,"  to  the  measurB  of  -which  I  have  adapted 
a  of  late  eompoaed  two  or 
three  otter  little  pieces,  which,  ere  yon  full- 
L,  whose  troad  impudent  face  now 
i  mother  eaitt  all  night,  shall  have 
»  a  modest  oreaoent,  just  peeping 
forth  at  dewy  dawn,  I  shall  find  an  hour  to  tran- 
:ribe  for  you.     A  Dieuje  mas  eommmdt. 

B.  B. 


ooxxvr. 
TO   MRS.    DUNLOP. 


Bntlypmi 


tth  January,  1792. 

Yon  see  my  hurried  life.  Madam;  I  can  on2y 
uommand  starts  of  time  ;  however,  I  am  glad  of 
one  tiling;  since  I  finished  the  other  sheet,  the 
political  blast  that  threatened  my  welfare  is 
overblown.  I  have  corresponded  with  Commis- 
sioner Graham,  for  the  board  had  made  me  the 
subject  of  their  animadyersions ;  and  now  I 
have  the  pleasure  of  informing  jou,  that  all  is 
set  to  rights  in  that  i^uarter.     Now  as  to  these 

informers,  may  the  devil  be  let  loose  to  

but,  hold  !  I  was  praying  most  fervently  in  my 
last  sheet,  and  I  must  not  so  soon  fall  a  swear- 
ing in  this. 

Alas!  how  little  do  the  wantonly  or  idly  of- 
ficious think  what  mischief  they  do  hy  their  ma- 
licious insinuations,  indirect  impertinence.  Or 
thoughtless  blabbiogs.    What  a  difference  there 


worth  candour  benevolence  ge 
nerosity,  kindne'a — m  all  the  thxnties  and 
all  the  virtues  between  one  class  of  human 
beings  and  another  For  instance  the  amiable 
circle  I  so  lately  miied  with  in  the  hosp  tille 
hall  of  Dunlop  their  generous  hearts — their 
uncontaminate  i  dignified  minds — their  informed 
and  poiishei  understandings — what  a  contrail 
when  compare! — if  such  comparing  weie  not 
downright  saciiiege— with  the  soul  of  the  mis- 
creantwho  can  dehbeiatelj  plot  the  destruction 
of  an  honest  man  that  never  offended  him,  and 
with  a  grin  of  sadafaction  see  the  unfortunate 
being,  his  faithful  wife,  and  piattling  innocents, 
turned  over  to  beggarj  and  ruin  ' 

Your  cup,  my  dear  Madam,  arrived  safe  I 
had  two  worthy  fellows  dining  with  me  the 
other  day,  when  I,  with  grtat  formulitj,  pro- 
duced my  whigmeeleerie  cup,  and  told  them 
that  it  bad  been  a  family-pieee  among  the  de- 
scendants of  William  Wallace  This  roused 
such  an  enthusiasm,  that  they  insialed  on  bum 
pering  the  punch  round  in  it,  and  by  and  by, 
never  did  your  great  ancestor  lay  a  Sulhron 
more  completely  to  rest,  than  for  a  time  did 
your  cup  my  two  friends.  Apropos,  this  is  the 
season  of  wishing.  My  God  bless  you,  my  dear 
friend,  and  bless  me,  the  humblest  and  aincereat 
of  your  friends,  by  granting  you  yet  many  re- 
turns of  the  season!  May  all  good  things  at- 
tend you  and  yuura  wherever  they  are  acattered 
over  the  earth  I 

R.  B. 


coxxvn. 
TO   ME.   WILLIAM   SMELLIB, 


calec 


babl):  m 


Dumfries,  22rf  January,  1792. 
I  aiT  down,  my  dear  Sir,  to  introduce  a  young 
lady  to  you,  and  a  lady  in  the  first  ranks  of 
fashion  too.  What  a  task  1  to  yon — who  care  no 
more  for  the  herd  of  animals  called  young  la- 
dies, than  you  do  for  the  herd  of  animals  called 
young  gentlemen.  To  you — who  despise  and 
detest thegroupinga  and  eombinationsof  fashion, 
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BS  an  idiot  painter  that  seems  iniJustrious  to 
place  staring  fools  and  unprincipled  knares  in 
the  foreground  of  his  picture,  while  men  of 
Bonae  and  honesty  aro  too  ofi«n  tlirown  in  the 
dimmest  shades.  Mrs.  Riddel,  who  will  take 
this  letter  to  town  with  her,  and  send  it  to  you, 
is  a  character  that,  even  in  jouv  own  way,  as 
B,  naturalist  and  a  philosopher,  would  be  an 
acquisition  to  your  acquaintance.  The  lady, 
too,  is  a  yotary  to  the  muses;  and  as  I  think 
myself  somewhat  of  a  judge  in  my  own  trade, 
I  assure  you  that  her  yerses,  always  correct, 
and  offen  elegant,  are  muolibejnnd  (he  oim 
mon  run  of  the  lady-poelessea  of  the  day  She 
is  a  great  admirer  of  your  book ,  and,  hearing 
me  say  that  I  was  acquainted  with  you,  she 
fjegged  to  be  known  to  you,  as  she  is  just  going 
to  pay  her  first  visit  to  our  Caledonian  capital, 
I  told  her  that  her  best  way  was,  to  desire  her 
near  relation,  and  your  intimate  friend,  Craig- 
darroch,  to  have  you  at  Ma  house  while  she 
was  there ;  and  lest  you  might  think  of  a  lively 
West  Indian  girl,  of  eighteen,  as  girls  of  eigh- 
teen too  often  deserve  to  be  thought  of,  I  should 
take  care  to  remove  that  prejudice.  To  be  im- 
partial, however,  in  appreciating  the  lady's 
merits,  she  haa  one  unlucky  failing :  a  failing 
which  you  will  easily  discover,  as  she  seems 
rather  pleased  with  indulging  in  it;  and  a  fail- 
ing that  you  will  easily  pardon,  as  it  is  a  sin 
which  very  mach  besets  yourself  ;^ where  she 
dislikes,  or  despises,  she  is  apt  to  make  no  more 
a  secret  of  it,  than  where  she  esteems  and 
respects. 

I  will  not  present  you  with  the  unmeaning 
i  of  the  season,  but  I  will  send  you  my 
wishes  and  most  ardent  prayers,  that 
FOBTUKB  may  never  throw  your  subsisteboe  to 
the  mercy  of  a  Knave,  or  set  your  chaiuctee. 
on  the  judgment  of  a  Fool  ;  but  that,  upright 
and  erect,  you  may  walk  to  an  honest  grave, 
where  men  of  letters  shall  say,  here  lies  a  man 
who  did  honour  to  science,  and  men  of  worth 
shall  say,  here  lies  a  maa  who  did  honour  to 
human  nature.  R.  B. 


TO   MR.   W.   NICOL. 


of  prudence,  full-moon  of  discretion,  and  chief 
of  many  counsellors !  How  infinitely  is  thy 
puddle-headed,  rattle-headed,  wrong-headed, 
round-headed  slave  indebted  to  thy  super-emi- 
nent goodness,  that  from  the  luminous  path  of 
thy  own  right-lined  rectitude,  thou  lookest  bi 
nignly  down  on  an  erring  wretch,  of  whom  the 
zig-zag  wanderings  defy  all  the  powers  of  i 
cnlation,  from  tJie  simple  oopulation  of  uu 
up  to  the  hidden  mysteries  of  fluxions!  May 
one  feeble  ray  of  that  light  of  wisdom  which 
darts  from  thy  sens  orium,  straight  as  the  arrow 
of  heaven,  and  bright  as  the  meteor  of  inspira- 
tion, may  it  be  my  portion,  so  that  I  may  be 
less  unworthy  of  the  face  and  favour  of  that 
father  of  proverbs  and  master  of  maxims,  that 
antipoile  of  folly,  and  magnet  among  the  sagea, 
the  wise  and  witty  Willie  Niool !  Amen  1  Amen  1 
Yea,  so  be  it  I 


For  me !  I  am  a  beast,  a  reptile,  and  know 
nothiagl  From  the  cave  of  my  ignorance,  amid 
the  fogs  of  my  dulness,  and  pestilential  fumes 
of  my  political  heresies,  I  look  up  to  thee,  aa 
doth  a  toad  through  the  iron-barred  lucerne  of 
a  pestiferous  dungeon,  to  the  cloudless  glory  of 
a  summer  sun!  Sorely  sighing  in  bitterness  of 
soul,  I  say,  when  shall  my  name  be  the  quota- 
tion of  the  wise,  and  my  countenance  be  i 
delight  of  the  godly,  like  the  illustrious  lord  of 
Laggan's  many  Mils?  As  for  him,  his  works 
are  perfect:  never  did  the  pen  of  calumny  blur 
the  fair  page  of  his  reputation,  nor  the  bolt  of 
hatred  fly  at  his  dwelling. 

Thou  mirror  of  purity,  when  shall  the  elfine 
lamp  of  ray  glimmerous  understanding,  purged 
from  sensual  appetites  and  gross  desires,  ahine 
like  the  constellation  of  thy  intellectual  powers  I 
— As  for  thee,  thy  thoughts  are  pure,  and  thy 
lips  are  holy.  Never  did  the  unhallowed  breath 
of  the  powers  of  darkness,  and  the  pleasures  of 
darkness,  pollute  the  sacred  flame  of  thy  sky- 
descended  and  heaven-bound  desires:  never  did 
the  vapours  of  impurity  stain  the  unclouded 
serene  of  thy  cerulean  imagination.  0  that  like 
thine  were  the  tenor  of  my  life,  like  thine  the 
tenor  of  my  conversation  !  then  should  no  friend 
fear  for  my  strength,  no  enemy  rejoice  in  my 
Then  should  I  lie  down  and  rise  up, 
to  make  me  afraid.— May  thy  pity 
and  thy  prayer  be  exercised  for,  0  thou  lamp 
of  wisdom  and  mirror  of  morality !  thy  devoted 
slave.  E.  E. 
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TO  FRANCIS  GBOSE,  ESQ.,  F.S.A. 

tiquary,  of  Friar's  Caras :  he  was  coUosling  malstialB 
his  work  on  th«  Aotiquities  of  Scollaad.] 

Dumfriss,  1792. 
SiK, 
I  BELiETE  amang  all  our  Scots  Literati  j'ou 
hare  not  met  with  Profeesor  Dugald  Stewart, 
who  Jills  the  moral  philoaopli;  chair  in  the  TJni- 
yersitj  of  Edinburgh.     To  say  that  he  is  a  man 
of  (he  first  parts,  and  what  is  more,  a  man  of 
tho  first  worth,  to  a  gentleman  of  your  general 
auquaintanco,   and  who   so   much   enjoys   the 
luxury  of  unencumbered  freedom  and  undis- 
turbed privacy,  is  not  perhaps  recommendation 
enongli:  —  but  when   I   inforni  you   that    Mr, 
Stewart's  principal  characteristic  is  your  fa- 
)urjte  feature  ;  that  sterling  independence  of 
ind,  which,  though  erery  man's  nght,  bo  few 
en  ha¥e  the  courage  io  claim,  and  fewer  still, 
le  magnanimity  to  support' — when  I  tell  you 
that,  unseduced  hy  splendour,  and  undisguated 
by  wretchedness,  be  appreciates  tbe  merits  of 
IS  actors  in  the  great  drama  of  life, 
merely  as  they  perform  their  parts — in  short, 
he  is  a  man  after  your  own  heart,  and  I  comply 
with  his  earnest  request  in  letting  you  know 
tliat  he  wishes  above  all  tLings  to  meet  with 
you.     His  house,  Catrine,  is  within  less  than  a 
Som  Castle,  which  you  proposed  yislt- 
'  if  you  could  transmit  him  the  enclosed. 
Id  with  the  greatest  pleasure  meet  yon 
anywhere   in   the  neighbourhood.     I  write  to 
Ayrshire   to  inform  Mr.  Stewart  that  I  have 
acqaitted  myself  of  my  promise.      Should  your 
le  and  spirits  permit  your  meeting  with  Mr. 
Stewart,  'tis  well;  if  not,  I  hope  you  will  for- 
Te  this  liberty,  and  I  haye  at  least  an  oppor- 
nity  of   assuring  yon  with  what  truth   and 


lai 


Your  great  admirer. 
And  very  humble  i 


TO  FRANCIS  GROSE,  ESQ.,  F.S.A. 


Dumfries,  1792. 
Among  the  many  witch  stories  I  have  heard, 
relating  to  Alloway  kirk,  I  distinctly  remember 
only  two  or  three. 

Upon  a  stormy  night,  amid  whistling  squalls 
of  wind,  and  bitter  blasts  of  hail;  in  short,  on 
night  as  the  deiil  would  choose  to  take 


tbeaj 


IS  plod- 


ding and  plashing  homeward  with  his  plough- 
irons  on  his  shoulder,  haying  been  getting  si 


repairs 


eighbouring  smithy.    His 


.y  lay  by  the  kirk  of  Alloway,  and  being  r 
ther  on  the  aniioas  look-out  in  approaching  a 
place  so  well  known  t 
tlie  devil  and  the  deyi 
he  was  struck  aghas 
the  horrors  of  the  st    m 
light,  wiiich  on  his 
showed  itself  to    pr  m  h 

edifice.      Whether  he  m 

above,  on  his  devout  n, 

mary  with  people  wh  p  m 

diate  presence  of  Sat  g 

to  another  custom,  he  had  got  courageously 
drunk  at  the  smithy,  I  will  not  pretend  to  deter- 
mine! ^"^  30  it  was  that  he  ventured  to  go  up 
to,  nay,  into,  the  very  kirk.  Ab  luck  would  have 
it,  his  temerity  came  off  unpunished. 

The  members  of  the  infernal  junto  were  all 
out  on  some  midnight  business  or  other,  and  he 
aaw  nothing  but  a  kind  of  kettle  or  caldron,  de- 
pending from  tbe  roof,  over  the  fire,  simmering 
some  heads  of  unchristened  children,  limbs  of 
eieouted  malefactors,  &c,,  for  the  business  of 
the  night. — It  was  in  for  a  penny  in  for  a  pound, 
with  the  honest  ploughman :  so  without  cere- 
mony he  unhooked  the  caldron  from  off  the  Bre, 
and  pouring  out  tbe  damnable  ingredients,  in- 
verted it  on  his  head,  and  carried  it  fairly  home, 
where  it  remained  long  in  the  family,  a  living 
evidence  of  the  truth  of  the  story. 

Another  story,  which  I  can  prove  to  be  equally 
authentic,  was  as  follows : 

On  amarkot  dayin  the  (ownof  Ayr,  a  farmi 
from  Carrick,  and  consequently  whoso  way  li 
by  the  very  gate  of  Alloway  kirk-yard,  in  order 
to  cross  the  river  Doon  at  the  old  bridge,  which 
is  about  two  or  three  hundred  yards  farther  o 
than  the  said  gate,  had  been  detained  by  his 
business,  till  by  the  time  he  reached  Alloway  it 
was  the  wizard  hour,  between  night  and  morn- 


ing. 

Though  h 


d  with  a  blaze 
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ing  from  the  kirk,  yet  it  is  a,  well-known  : 
that  to  turn  back  on  these  ocoasioDS  jb  i 
ning  by  far  the  greatest  risk  of  mischief, 
pnideatlj  advanced  on  his  road.  When  he  had 
reached  the  gate  of  the  kirk-yard,  he  wai 
prised  and  entertained,  through  the  rihs  and 
aruhes  of  an  old  gothic  window,  which  still 
faces  the  highway,  to  see  a  dance  of  witches 
merrily  footing  it  round  their  old  sooty  black- 
guard  master,  who  was  keeping  them  all  alive 
with  the  power  of  hie  bag-pipe.  The  farmer 
stopping  his  horse  to  observe  them  a  little,  could 
plainly  descry  the  faces  of  many  old  women  of 
hia  acquaintance  and  neighbourhood.  How  the 
gentleman  was  dressed  tradition  does  not  say; 
but  that  the  ladies  were  all  in  their  smocks  : 
and  one  of  them  happening  unluckily  to  have  a 
smock  which  was  considerably  too  short  to  an- 
swer all  the  purpose  of  that  piece  of  dress,  our 
farmer  was  so  tickled,  that  he  involuntarily  burst 
out,  with  a  loud  laugh,  "  Weel  luppen,  Maggy 
wi'  the  short  sark !"  and  recollecting  himself, 
instantly  spurred  his  horse  to  the  top  of  his 
speed.  I  need  not  mention  the  universally 
known  fact,  that  no  diabolical  power  can  pur- 
sue you  beyond  the  middle  of  a  running  stream. 
I-aoky  it  was  for  the  poor  farmer  that  the  river 
Dooii  was  so  near,  for  notwithstanding  the  speed 
of  hia  horse,  which  was  a  good  one,  against  he 
reached  tlie  middle  of  the  arch  of  the  bridge, 
and  consequently  the  middle  of  the  stream,  the 
pursuing,  vengeful  hags,  were  so  close  at  hia 
heels,  that  one  of  them  actually  sprung  to  seiie 
him ;  but  it  was  too  late,  nothing  was  on  her 
side  of  the  stream,  but  the  horse's  tail,  which 
immediately  gave  way  at  her  infernal  grip,  aa 
if  blasted  by  a  stroke  of  lightning ;  bnt  the  far- 
mer was  beyond  her  reach.  However,  the  un- 
sightly, tailless  condition  of  the  vigorous  steed 
was,  to  the  laai  hour  of  the  noble  creature's  life, 
an  awful  warning  to  the  Carrick  farmers,  not  to 
stay  too  late  in  Ayr  markets. 

The  last  relation  1  shall  give,  though  equally 
true,  is  not  so  well  identified  as  the  two  former, 
with  regard  to  the  scene;  but  as  the  best  au- 
thorities give  it  for  AUoway,  I  shall  relate  it. 

On  a  summer's  evening,  about  the  time  that 
nature  puts  on  her  sables  to  mourn  the  eipiry 
of  the  cheerful  day,  a  shepherd  boy,  belonging 
In  a  farmer  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of 
Alloway  kirk,  had  just  folded  hia  charge,  and 
was  returning  home.  Aa  he  passed  the  kirk,  in 
the  adjoining  field,  he  fell  in  with  a  crew  of  men 


and  women,  who  were  busy  pulling  stems  of  the 
plant  Ragwort.  He  observed  that  as  each  per- 
son pulled  a  Eagwort,  he  or  she  got  astride  of  it, 
and  called  out,  "  Up  horsie  1"  on  which  the  Eag- 
wort flew  off,  like  Pegasus,  through  the  air 
its  rider.  The  foolish  boy  likewise  pulled  hia 
Ragwort,  and  cried  with  the  rest,  "Up  horsie  !'' 
and,  strange  to  tell,  away  he  flew  with  the  com- 
pany. The  first  stage  at  which  the  cavalcade 
stopi,  was  a  merchant's  wine-cellar  in  Bordeaux, 
where,  without  saying  by  your  leave,  they 
quaffed  away  at  the  beat  the  cellar  could  afford, 
until  the  morning,  foe  to  the  imps  and  works  of 
darkness,  threatened  to  throw  light  on  the  mat" 
ter,  and  frightened  them  from  their  carousals. 

The  poor  shepherd  lad,  being  equally  a  stran- 
ger to  the  scene  and  the  liquor,  heedlessly  got 
himaelf  drunk;  and  when  the  rest  took  horse, 
he  fell  asleep,  and  was  found  so  neit  day  by 
some  of  the  people  belonging  to  the  merchant. 
Somebody  that  understood  Scotch,  asking  him 
what  he  was,  he  said  sueh-a-one's  herd  in  Al- 
loway, and  by  some  means  or  other  getting  home 
again,  be  lived  long  to  tell  the  world  the  won- 
drous tale. 

I  am,  &.O., 

R.  B. 


TO   MR.  S,  CLARKE, 


Mb.  Bi 
respectful 


compliments  to  Mr.  Clarke. — Mr.  B. 
ago  did  himself  the  honour  of  wrii 
respecting  c  m"ng      t  t    the 


Mr.  C. 

!,   to  gi 
highly  respe    abl    f  nuly    wh 


;  M     C 


laj 


t  m  and  m  y  b  a  1  appy  as 
indolence,  th  d  1  and  th  g  w  11  p  mit 
him.  Mr.  B  kn  w  w  n  h  w  M  C  en 
gaged  with  an  th  fam  1  but  an  t  JM  C 
find  twoorthree  weeks  to  spare  to  each  of  them? 
Mr.  B.  is  deeply  impressed  with,  and  awfully 
,he  high  importance  of  Mr.  C.'s 
whether  in  the  winged  moments  of  sym- 
ous  eshibition,  at  the  keys  of  harmony, 
listening  seraphs  cease  their  own  less  dc- 
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lightful  St 


n  the  drowsy  arms  of  slum- 
:  arms  of  his  dearly  beloved 
elbowchair,  where  the  frowsy,  but  potent  power 
indolence,  oircumfuses  her  Tapours  round, 
and  sieds  her  dews  on  the  head  of  her  darling 
But  half  a  line  conveying  half  a  meaning 
from  Mr,  C.  would  make  Mr.  B.  the  happiest  of 
mortals. 


CCXXXII. 
TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


to  tfasM  sallies.] 

Annan  Water  Foot,  ltd  August,  1792. 
Do  not  blame  me  for  it,  Madam;- — my  own 
conscience,  hackneyed  and  weather-beaten  as  it 
is  in  watching  and  reproving  my  vagariea,  fol- 
lies, indolence,  &o.  ,lias  continued  to  punish  me 
BufGciently. 

Do  youliinkit  possible,  my  dear  and  honoured 
friend,  that  I  coold  be  so  lost  to  gratitude  for 
many  favonrs;  to  esteem  for  much  worth,  and 
to  the  honest,  kind,  pleasurable  tie  of,  now  old 
acqu^ntance,  and  I  hope  and  am  Bare  of  pro- 
gressive, increasing  friendship — as  for  a  single 
day,  not  to  think  of  yon — to  ask  the  Fates  what 
tliej  are  doing  and  about  to  do  with  my  mnch- 
loved  friend  and  her  wide-scattered  conneiiona, 
and  to  beg  of  thom  to  be  as  kind  to  yon  and 
yours  as  they  possibly  can! 

Apropos !  (though  how  it  is  apropos,  1  have 
not  leisure  io  explain,)  do  you  not  know  that  I 
am  almost  in  love  with  an  acquaintance  of 
yours? — Almost!  said  I — I  am  in  love,  souse  ! 
over  head  and  ears,  deep  as  the  most  unfathom- 
able abyss  of  the  boundless  ocean;  but  the  word 
Love,  owing  to  the  intermintjUdoms  of  the  good 
and  the  bad,  the  pure  and  the  impure, 
world,  being  rather  an  equivocal  term 


pressing  oi 


do  justiceto  the  sacred  purity  of  my  attachment. 
Know,  then,  that  the  heart-struck  awe;  the 
distant  humble  approach;  the  delight 
have  in  gaiing  upon  and  listeninf 
of  heaven,  appeariogin  all  the  unspotted  purity 
of  his  celestial  home,  among  the  coarse,  pol- 
luted, far  inferior  sons  of  men,  to  deliver  to  them 
tidings  that  mulf  their  hearts  swim  in  joy,  and 


their  imaginations  soar  in  transport — such,  so 
delighting  and  so  pure,  were  the  emotions  of 
my  soul  on  meeting  the  other  day  with  Miss 

Lesley  Baillie,  your  neighbour,  at  M .   Mr. 

B.  with  his  two  daughters,  accompanied  by  Mr. 
H.  of  G.  passing  through  Dumfries  a  few  days 
ago,  on  their  way  to  England,  did  me  the  honour 
of  calling  on  me ;  on  which  I  look  my  horse 
(though  God  knows  I  could  ill  spare  the  time), 
and  accompanied  iJiem  fourteen  or  fifteen  miles, 
and  dined  and  spent  the  day  with  them.  Twaa 
about  nine,  I  think,  when  I  left  them,  and 
riding  home,  I  composed  the  following  ballad, 
of  which  you  will  probably  think  you  have  a 
dear  bargain,  as  it  will  cost  you  another  groat 
of  postage.  You  must  know  that  there  is  an 
old  ballad  beginning  with — 


I'Mybt 


So  r  parodied  it  as  follows,  which  is  literally 
the  first  copy,  "ananoiuted,  unanneal'd;"  as 
Hamlet  says. — 

0  saw  ya  bonny  Lesley 
As  she  gaed  o'er  tho  border? 

She's  gane  like  Alexander, 

To  spread  her  conquests  farther. 

So  mnoh  for  ballads.  I  regret  that  you  are 
gone  to  the  east  conntry,  as  I  am  to  be  in  Ayr- 
shire in  about  a  fortnight.  This  world  of  ours, 
notwithstanding  it  has  many  good  things  in  it, 
yet  it  has  ever  had  this  curse,  that  two  or  three 
people,  who  would  be  the  happier  the  ofteniT 
theymet  together,  are,  almost  without  eioeption, 
always  so  placed  as  never  to  meet  but  once  or 
tvrice  a-year,  which,  considering  the  few  yeni's 
of  a  man's  life,  is  a  very  great  '•  evil  under  the 
sun,"  which  I  do  not  recollect  that  Solomon  has 
menljoned  in  his  catalogue  of  the  miseries  of 
man.  I  hope  and  believe  that  there  is  a  state 
of  existence  beyond  the  grave,  where  the  worthy 
of  this  life  will  renew  their  former  intimacies, 
with  this  endearing  addition,  tiat,   "  we  meet 


"  Tell  ui 


A  thousand  times  have  I  made  this  apostroplio 
to  the  departed  sons  of  men,  but  not  one  of 
them  has  ever  thought  fit  to  answer  the  question , 
"0  that  some  courteous  ghost  would  blab  it 
out!"  but  it  cannot  be;  you  and  I,  my  friii:'. 
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must  make  the  esperiment  by  ouraelTea  and  for 
ouraelTes.  However,  I  am  so  conTinced  that 
ftn  unshaken  faith  in  the  dootrinea  of  religion 
is  not  onlj  necessary,  by  maldng  us  better  men, 
but  also  by  malting  ushappier  men,  that  I  ahoulil 
take  every  care  that  your  little  godson,  and 
every  little  oreature  that  aball  call  me  father, 
shall  be  taught  thera. 

So  enila  this  heterogeneous  letter,  vrdttea  at 
this  wild  place  of  the  world,  in  the  intervals  of 
my  labour  of  disohargjng  a  vessel  of  rum  from 
Antigua.  R.  B, 


OCX  XXIII. 


TO   MR.   CUNNINGHAM. 


3t  the  di 


'Of  BC 


=1.] 


Dumfries,  10/A  September,  1792. 
No !  I  will  not  attempt  an  apology. — Amid  all 
my  hurry  of  business,  grinding  the  faces  of  the 
publican  and  the  sinoer  on  the  mereiless  wheels 
of  the  Exoiae  ;  making  ballads,  and  then  drink- 
ing, and  singing  tbem  !  and,  over  and  abore  all, 
the  correcting  the  presa-work  of  two  different 
publications  ;  still,  still  I  might  have  stolen  live 
minutes  to  dedicate  to  one  of  the  Jirat  of  my 
friends  and  fellow-creatures.  I  might  bave  done 
as  I  do  at  present,  snatched  an  hour  near  "witch- 
ing time  of  night,"  and  scrawled  a  page  or  two. 
I  might  have  congratulated  my  friend  on  his 
marriage;  or  I  might  have  thanked  the  Cale- 
donian arcters  for  the  honour  they  have  done 
me  (though,  to  do  myself  justice,  I  intended  to 
have  done  both  in  rhyme,  else  I  had  done  both 
long  ere  now).  Well,  then,  hej-e's  to  your  good 
health!  for  you  must  know,  1  have  Set  a  n  p- 
perkin  of  toddy  by  me,  just  by  way  of  epel!  to 
keep  away  the  meikle  horned  deil,  or  any  of  bis 
subaltern  imps  who  may  be  on  their  nightly 
rounds. 

But  what  shall  I  write  to  you  ? — "  The  viice 
said  cry,"  and  I  said,  "what  shall  I  ery!" — 0, 
thou  spirit!  whatever  thou  art,  or  wherever 
hou  makcst  thyself  visible  !  be  thou  a  bogle  by 
bn  eerie  side  of  an  auld  thorn,  in  the  dre  iry 
;len  through  which  the  herd-callan  maun  bitker 
n  his  gloamin  route  frae  the  faulde !— Be  thou 
ft  brownie,  set,  at  dead  of  nigbi,  to  thy  task  by 


the  blaiing  ingle,  or  in  the  solitary  barn,  where 
the  repercussions  of  thy  iron  flail  half  affright 
thyself  as  thou  performest  tie  work  of  twenty 
of  the  sons  of  men,  ore  the  cock-crowing  sum- 
mon thee  to  thy  ample  cog  of  subslantial  brose — 
Be  thou  a  kelpie,  haunting  the  ford  or  ferry, 
in  the  starless  night,  mixing  thy  laughing  yell 
with  the  howling  of  the  storm  and  the  roaring 
of  the  flood,  as  thou  viewest  the  perils  and  mise- 
ries of  man  on  the  foundering  horse,  or  in  the 
tumbling  boat!— or,  lastly,  be  thou  a  ghost, 
paying  thy  nocturnal  visits  to  the  hoary  ruins  of 
decayed  grandeur;  or  performing  thy  mystic 
rites  in  the  shadow  of  the  time-worn  cliurch, 
while  the  moon  looks,  without  a  cloud,  on  the 
silent  ghastly  dwellings  of  the  dead  around  thee ! 
or  taking  thy  stand  by  the  bedside  of  the  villain, 
or  the  murderer,  pourtrayiug  on  his  dreaming 
fancy,  pictures,  dreadful  as  the  horrors  of  un- 
veiled hell,  and  terrible  as  the  wrath  of  incensed 
Deity!— Come,  fbou  spirit,  but  not  in  these 
horrid  forms ;  come  with  the  milder,  gentle,  easy 
inspirations,  whicli  thou  breathest  round  the 
wig  of  a  prating  advocate,  or  the  t6te  of  a  tea- 
sipping  gossip,  while  their  tongues  run  at  the 
ligbt-borae  gallop  of  elish-maelaver  for  ever  and 
over— come  and  assist  a  poor  devil  who  is  quite 
jaded  in  the  attempt  to  share  half  an  idea  among 
half  a  hundred  words;  to  fill  up  four  quarto 
pages,  while  he  has  not  got  one  single  sente 
of  recollection,  information,  or  remark  worth 
putting  pen  to  paper  for. 

I  feel,  I  feel  the  presence  of  aupernatural  as- 
sistance! circled  in  the  embrace  of  my  elbow- 
chair,  my  breast  labours,  like  the  bloated  Sybil 
on  her  three-footed  stool,  and  like  her,  too,  la- 
bours with  Nonsense.- — Nonsense,  auspicious 
name!  Tutor,  friend,  and  finger-post  in  the 
mystic  mazes  of  law;  the  cadaverous  paths  of 
physio;  and  particularly  in  the  sightless  soar 
ings  of  sfHOOi.  DIVINITY,  who,  leaving  Common 
Senie  confounded  at  his  strength  of  pinion, 
Reason  deliriouo  with  eyeing  his  giddy  flight; 
and  Truth  creeping  back  into  the  bottom  of  her 
well,  cursing  the  hour  that  ever  ahe  offered 
her  scorned  alliance  to  the  wizard  power  of 
Theologio  Vision— raves  abroad  on  all  the  winds. 
"On  earth  Ihsoird  a  gloomy  Heaven  above, 
opening  her  jealous  gates  to  the  nineteenth 
thouaandtli  part  of  the  tithe  of  mankind;  and 
below,  an  inescaj  able  and  inesorabic  hell,  ex- 
panding its  leviathan  jaws  for  the  vast  residue  I 
of  mortals  I  ' '  — 0  dtctrine!  comfortable  and 
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healing  to  the  weary,  wounded  soul  of  man.! 
sons  and  daughters  of  affliction,  ye  pauvres 
idstTublcs,  to  "whom  day  brings  no  pleastire, 
night  yields  no  rest,  te  comforted!  "'Tis 
but  one  to  nineteen  hundred  thousaad  that  jour 


1  will  I 


lid  in  this 


orld;" 


the  esperience  of  the  poor  and  the  needy  too 
often  affirms;  and  'tia  ninet«en  hundred  thou- 
d  to  one,  by  the  dogmas  of******** 
that  you  will  be  damned  eternally  in  the  world 


But  of  all  nonsense,  religii 
most  nonsensical;  so  enough,  and  more  than 
lough  of  it.  Only,  by  the  by,  will  you  or  can 
you  tell  me,  my  dear  Cimoiugham,  why  a  sec- 
rn  of  mind  has  always  a  tendency  to 
ind  illiberalize  the  heart?  They  are 
orderly;  they  may  be  just;  cay,  I  have  known 
but  atlll  your  children  of  sanc- 
tity move  among  their  fellow-creatures  with  a 
noBtril-SEuffing  putrescence,  and  a  foot-spurn- 
ing filth,  in  short,  with  a  conceited  dignity  that 
your  titled  ********  or  any  other  of 
your  Scottish  lordlinga  of  seven  centuries  stand- 
ing, display  when  they  accidentally  mii  among 
the  many-aproned  sons  of  mechanical  life.  I 
remember  in  my  plough-hoy  days,  I  could  not 
c  noen  e  f  possible  that  a  noble  lord  could  be  a 
fool  or  a  godly  man  could  he  a  knave. — How 
ignorint  aie  plough-boys! — Nay,  I  have  since 
Jncoveied  that  a  godty  woman  maybe  a  *****! 
— But  hold — Here's  t'ye  again — this  rum  is 
Antigna,  SO  a  very  unfit  menstruum 


f  )1  E 


ndal 


\.pi  p  «  how  do  you  like,  I  mean  mdly  like, 
the  mar  led  life?  Ah,  my  friend!  matrimony 
V  quite  a  difi^erent  thing  from  what  your  loTe- 
sick  youths  and  sighing  girls  take  it  to  bet  But 
marriage,  we  are  told,  ia  appointed  by  Ood, 
and  I  shall  never  quarrel  with  any  of  his  insti- 
tutions. I  am  a  husband  of  older  standing  than 
jou,  and  shall  give  yoa  my  ideas  of  the  conjugal 
state,  {enpaesant;  you  know  I  am  no  Latinist, 
is  not  conjugal  derived  from  jiigttm,  a  yoke?) 
Well,  then,  the  scale  of  good  wifeship  I  divide 
into  ten  parts : — good-nature,  four  ;  good  sense, 

face,  eloquent  eyes,  line  limbs,  graceful  car- 
riage (I  would  add  a  fine  waist  too,  but  that  is 
BO  BDon  spoilt  you  know),  all  these,  one;  as  for 
the  other  qualities  belonging  to,  or  attending 

tion  il  mvi\u  education  extraordinary)  family, 


blood,  S:c.,  divide  the  two  remaining  degrees 
among  them  as  you  please;  only,  remember 
that  all  these  minor  properties  must  bo  ex- 
pressed hy  ff actions,  for  there  is  not  any  one 
of  them,  in  the  aforesaid  scale,  enUtled  to  the 
dignity  of  an  integer. 

As  for  the  rest  of  my  fancies  and  reveries — 
how  I  lately  met  with  Miss  Lesley  Biullie,  the 
most  beautiful,  elegant  woman  in  the  world — 
how  I  accompanied  her  and  her  father's  family 
fifteen  miles  on  their  journey,  out  of  puce  devo- 
tion, to  admire  the  loveliness  of  the  works  of 
God,  in  such  an  unequalled  display  of  them — 
how,  in  galloping  home  at  night,  I  made  a 
ballad  on  her,  of  which  these  two  stanzas  make 
a  part— 

Thou,  bonny  Lesley,  art  a  queen, 
Thy  subjects  we  before  thee  ; 

Thou,  bonny  Lesley,  art  divine, 
The  hearts  o'  men  adore  thee. 

The  very  deil  he  could  na  scathe 

Whatever  wad  belang  thee  ! 
He'd  look  into  thy  bonnie  face 

And  say,  "I  canna  wrang  thee." 

— behold  all  these  things  are  written  in  the 
chronicles  of  my  imaginations,  and  shall  be  read 
by  thee,  my  dear  friend,  and  by  thy  beloved 
spouse,  my  other  dear  friend,  at  a  more  con- 
Now,  to  thee,  and  to  thy  before-designed 
iosuM -companion,  be  given  the  precious  tilings 
brought  forth  by  the  sun,  and  the  precious 
things  brought  forth  by  the  moon,  and  the 
benignest  influences  of  the  stars,  and  the  living 
streams  which  flow  from  the  fountains  of  life, 
and  by  the  tree  of  life,  for  ever  and   ever! 


OCX  XX IV. 

TO   ME.   THOMSON. 

[Gcorgs  Thomson,  of  Edinbiitgh,  principal  cl 
truBleeBfottheenPoureKiDsl!ienii.Duf801iireBOj 
projected  a  wofk,  enliUod, "  A  ebIscI  CoUeolioi 

forlhe  PianofottB  and  Vblio,  by  Pleyel  and  1 
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Sm, 


BumfTies,  IGt/i  Sepl.  1792. 


Ih 


'E  just  thia  moment  got  jour  letter.  As 
the  request  jou  make  to  me  will  positively  add 
to  my  enjoyments  iu  complying  with  it,  I  shall 
enter  into  your  undertaking  with  all  the  email 
portion  of  abililjea  I  have,  strained  to  their  iil^ 
most  exertion  hy  the  impulse  of  enthusiasm. 
Only,  don't  hurry  me—"  Deil  tak  the  hindmost" 
ia  by  no  means  the  cri  de  guerre  of  my  muse. 
Will  you,  as  I  am  inferior  to  none  of  you  in  en- 
thusiaetic  attachment  to  the  poetry  and  music 
of  old  Caledonia,  and,  since  you  request  it,  have 
cheerfully  promised  my  mi(e  of  assistance — will 
you  let  me  haye  a  list  of  your  airs  with  the  Erst 
line  of  the  printed  verses  you  intend  for  them, 
that  I  may  hare  an  opportunity  of  suggesting 
any  alteration  that  may  occur  to  me  ?  You 
know  'tis  in  the  way  of  my  trade  ;  still  leaving 
you,  gentlemen,  the  undoubted  rigit  of  pub- 
lishers to  approve  or  rqect,  at  yonr  pleasure, 
for  your  own  publication.  Apropos,  if  you  ara 
for  English  verses,  there  is,  on  my  part,  an  end 
of  the  matter.  Whether  in  the  simplicity  of  the 
ballad,  or  the  pathos  of  the  song,  I  can  only 
hope  to  please  myself  in  being  allowed  at  least 
a  sprinkling  of  our  native  tongue.  English 
verses,  particularly  the  works  of  Scotsmen, 
that  have  merit,  are  certainly  very  eligible. 
"Tweedaide!"  "Ah!  the  poor  shepherd'smourn- 
fulfate!"  "Ah!  Chloris,  coald  I  now  but  sit," 
&o.,  you  cannot  mend  ;'  but  such  insipid  stuff 
as  "To  Fanny  fair  could  I  impart,"  &c.,  usually 
set  to  "The  Mill,  Mill,  01"  is  a  disgrace  to 
the  collections  in  whicii  it  has  already  appeared, 
and  would  doubly  disgrace  a  collection  that 
will  have  the  very  superior  merit  of  yours.  But 
more  of  this  in  the  further  prosecution  of  the 
business,  if  I  am  called  on  for  my  strictures 
and  amendments— I  say  amendments,  for  I  nill 
not  alter  except  where  I  myaelf,  at  least,  think 
that  I  amend. 

o  any  remuneration,  you  may  tiink  my 
songs  either  above  or  below  price;  for  they 
should  absolutely  be  the  one  or  the  other.  In 
.t  enthusiasm  with  which  I  embark  in 
your  undertaking,  to  talk  of  money,  wages,  fee, 
hire,  &c.,  would  be  downright  prostitution  of 
Eonl!  a  proof  of  each  of  the  songs  that  I  oom- 


I  "TweBdEideiiisliy  Crawfnrc 
rd."ii(!,,  by  Hamilton,  of  Bsni 
■.,  by  Sir  CharlBB  Sodley— Bur 


pose  or  amend,  I  stall  n 
the  rustic  phrase  of  the 
the  wark !" 


"Gude  speed 


Your  very  humble  i 


[One  of  CJ 
M.  Heari,  a 


TO   MBS,   DUNLOP. 
IB  (fanghMrs  of  Mrs.  Dunlop  wnf 


m,] 


Dumfries,  24th  September,  1792. 
I  HAVE  this  moment,  my  dear  Madam,  yours 
of  the  twenty-third.     All  your  other  kind  r 
proaches,  your  news,  &c.,  are  out  of  my  head 

when  I  read  and  think  on  Mrs.  H^ _'e  situ 

ation.  Good  Oodl  a  heart-wounded  helples; 
young  woman— in  a  strange,  foreign  land,  and 
that  land  convulsed  with  every  horror  that  can 
harrow  the  human  feelings — sick — looking,  long- 
ing for  a  ooraforter,  but  finding  none— a  mo- 
ther's feelings,  too :— but  it  is  too  much:  he 
who  wounded  (he  only  can)  may  He  heal ! 

I  wish  the  farmer  great  joy  of  his  new  ac- 
quisition to  his  family.  »  «  *  *  *  i  cannot  say 
thatlgivehim  joyofhislife  as  a  farmer.    'Tis, 
as  afarmerpaying  a  dear,  unconscionable  rent,    ■ 
a  cursed  life!    As  to  a  laird  farming  Ms  own    i 
property  ;  sowing  his  own  corn  in  hope  ;  and     I 
reaping  it,  in  spite  of  brittle  weather,  in  glad-     ! 
ness ;  knowing  that  none   can  say  unto    him,     \ 
'what  dost  thou?'— fattening  his  herds;  shear-    | 
ing  his  flocks  ;  rejoicing  at  Christmas;   and  he-     I 
getting  sons   and  daughters,   untjl   he  bo  the    ! 
rated,  gray-haired  leader  of  a  little  tribe^ 
.  heavenly  life  !  bat  devil  take  the  life  of 
reaping  the  fruits  that  another  must  eat. 
Well,  your  kind  wishes  will  be  gratified,  as  to 
eing  me  when  I  make  my  Ayrshire  visit.     I 

nnot  leave  Mrs.  B ,  until  her  nine  months' 

ce  IS  run,  which  may  perhaps  be  in  three  or     | 
four   weeks.     She,   too,   seems  determined   to    i 

!  me  the  patriarchal  leader  of  a  band. 
However,  if  Heaven  will  be  so  obliging  as  to 
let  me  have  them  in  the  proportion  of  three  boya 
to  one  girl,  1  shall  be  so  much  the  more  pleased. 
I  hope,  if  I  am  spared  with  them,  to  show  a, 
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3tof  l)oj3  thatnill  do  honour  to  raj  Ottros  and 
name;  but  I  am  not  equal  to  the  task  of  rearing 
girls.  BeeideB,  I  am  too  poor;  a  girl  should 
always  have  a  fortune.  Apropos,  your  little 
godson  is  thriving  charmingly,  but  is  a  very 
devil.  He,  though  two  years  younger,  has  eom- 
plefely  mastered  his  brother.  Eobcrt  is  indeed 
the  mildest,  gentlest  creature  1  ever  saw.  He 
has  a  moat  surprising  memory,  and  is  quite  the 
pride  of  hia  schoolmaster, 

Tou  know  how  readily  wo  get  into  prattle 
upon  a  6uI)jeot  dear  to  our  heart:  yon  can  ex- 
ouBe  it.     God  bless  you  and  yours ! 

R.  B, 


CCXXXVI. 

TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 

(Thla  letter  has  no  date :  it  is  aupposed  lo  hove  baen 
wiitlon  on  tho  death  of  her  daughlet,  Mrs,  Henri,  whuae 
orphan  snn,  dBprived  of  Ills  protection  of  all  liia  relations, 
was  preserved  by  the  afleclionQto  kindoeBB  of  Mailoraoi- 
eelle  Susette,  one  of  the  fanily  domestics,  snd  alter  tbe 
Revolution  obtained  the  B9lst«  of  hie  blood  and  nauie,] 

I  HAD  heen  from  home,  and  did  not  receive 
your  letter  until  toy  return  the  other  day.  What 
shall  I  say  to  comfort  you,  my  mueh-valued, 
muoh-ttfaieted  friend !  1  can  but  grieve  with 
you ;  consolation  I  have  none  to  offer,  except 
that  which  religion  holds  out  to  the  childreu  of 
affliction — chiUiren  of  affiktion! — how  just  the 
expression !  and  like  every  other  family  tliey 
have  matters  among  them  which  they  hear,  see, 
and  feel  in  a  serious,  all-important  manner,  of 
which  the  world  haa  not,  nor  cares  to  have,  any 
idea.  The  world  locks  indifferently  on,  makes 
the  passing  remark,  and  proceeds  to  the  next 

Alas,  Madam !    who   would   wish   for  many 


years 

What  is  it  but  t 

0  drag  ed 

until 

our  joys  gradually  expire 

and  leave 

slna 

night 

of  misery  :  like  the  gloo 

m  which  blots  o 

t  the 

stars 

ne  by  one.  from  the  face  ol 

night,  and 

leave 

us,  without  a  ray  of  comfort. 

nthe 

howl- 

iuKw 

aste! 

la 

m  interrupted,  and 

must  leav 

e  off'. 

Tou 

shall 

oon  hear  from  me 

agam. 

K 

B. 

iSo 

g  CLXXVII 

CCXXXVII. 
TO   MR.    THOMSON. 


eoige'! 


iree,] 


Ml   1 


rSik, 


Let  me  tell  you,  that  you  are  too  fastidious  in 
your  ideas  of  songs  and  ballads.  I  own  that 
your  criticisms  are  just ;  the  Songs  you  spetil'y 
in  your  list  have,  all  but  one,  the  faults  you  re- 
mark in  them  ;  but  who  shall  mend  the  matter  f 
Who  shall  rise  up  and  say,  "Goto!  Iwillmakc 
a  better!"  For  instance,  on  reading  over  "The 
Lea-rig,"  I  immediately  aet  about  trying  my 
hand  on  it,  and,  after  all,  I  could  make  nothing 
more  of  it  than  the  following,  which,  Heaven 
knowE,  is  poor  enough. 

When  o'er  the  hill  the  eastern  star,  &c,' 

Your  observation  as  to  the  aptitude  of  Ih-. 
Percy's  ballad  to  the  air,  "Nannie,  0  !"  is  just. 
It  is,  besides,  perhaps,  the  most  heantifu!  ballad 
in  the  English  language.  But  let  me  remark  to 
yon,  that  in  the  sentiment  and  style  of  our  Scot- 
tish airs,  there  ia  a  pastoral  simplicity,  a  some- 
thing that  one  may  call  the  Doric  style  and  dia- 
lect of  vocal  music,  to  which  a  dash  of  our  native 
tongue  and  manners  is  particularly,  nay  pecu- 
liarly, apposite.  For  this  reason,  and  upon  my 
honour,  for  this  reason  alone,  I  am  of  opinion 
(but,  aa  I  told  you  before,  my  opinion  is  yours, 
freely  yours,  to  approve  or  reject,  aa  you  please) 
that  my  ballad  of  "Nannie,  0!"  might  perhaps 
do  for  one  set  of  verses  to  the  tune.  Now  don't 
let  it  enter  into  your  head,  that  you  are  under 
any  necessity  of  taking  my  verses.  I  have 
long  ago  made  up  my  mind  as  to  my  own  repu- 
tation in  the  business  of  authorship,  aud  have 
nothing  to  be  pleased  or  offended  at,  in  your 
adoption  or  rejection  of  my  verses.  Though 
you  should  rejeet  one  half  of  what  1  give  you, 
I  shall  be  pleased  with  your  adopting  the  other 
half,  and  shall  eontinue  to  serve  you  with  the 
same  assiduity. 

In  the  printed  copy  of  my  "Nannie,  0  !"  the 
name  of  the  river  is  horribly  prosaic.'^  I  will 
alter  it : 

Behind  yon  hills  where  Lugar  flows, 

Girvan  is  the  name  of  the  river  that  suits  the 
idea  of  the  stanza  best,  but  Lugar  is  the  moat 
agreeable  modulation  of  syllables. 
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I  will  soon  give  you  a  great  many  more  re- 
marka  on  this  business  ;  but  I  have  just  now  an 
opportunity  of  oonyejing  you  tliia  scrawl,  free 
of  postage,  an  eipense  tiat  it  is  ill  able  to  pay ; 
so,  with  my  best  compliments  to  honest  Allaji, 
Gude  be  wi'  ye,  &o. 

Friday  I^iyht. 

Saturday  Morning. 

As  I  find  I  have  still  an  hour  ta  spare  this 
morning  before  my  conveyance  goea  awaj,  I  will 
give  you  "Nannie,  0  !"  at  length. 

Your  remarks  on  "  Ewe-bughts,  Marion,"  are 
just;  still  it  has  obtained  a  place  among  our 
more  classical  Scottish  songs;  and  what  with 
many  beauties  in  its  composition,  and  more  pre- 
judices in  its  favour,  you  will  not  find  it  easy 
to  supplant  it. 

In  my  very  early  years,  when  I  was  tbinking 
of  going  to  the  West  Indies,  I  took  the  follow- 
ing farewell  of  a  dear  girl.  It  is  quite  triiing, 
and  has  nothing  of  the  merits  of  "Ewe-bughts;" 
but  it  will  lill  up  this  page.  You  must  know 
that  all  my  earlier  love-songs  were  tbe  breath- 
ings of  ardent  passion,  and  though  it  might 
have  been  easy  in  after-times  to  have  given  them 
a  polish,  yet  that  polish,  to  me,  whose  they  were, 
and  who  perhaps  alone  cared  for  them,  would 
have  defaced  thelegend  of  my  heart,  which  was 
80  faithfully  inscribed  on  them.  Their  uncouth 
eimplieity  was,  as  they  say  of  wines,  their  race. 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary?  &e.' 

"Gala  Water"  and  "Auld  Rob  Morris"  I 
tbink,  will  most  probably  be  the  next  subject 
of  my  musings.  However,  even  on  my  verses, 
apeak  out  your  eritioisms  with  equal  frankness. 
My  wish  is  not  to  stand  aloof,  the  uncomplying 
bigot  of  Bpiniiilreli,  hut  cordially  to  join  issue 
with  you  in  the  furtherance  of  the  work. 

E.  B. 


CCXX  XVIII. 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


.Bslej  Bi 


November  Slh,  1792. 
If  you  mean,  my  dear  Sir,  that  all  the  songs 
in  your  collection  shall  be  poetry  of  the  lirst 
merit,  I  am  afraid  you  will  find  more  difliculty 


in  the  undertaking  than  you  are  aware  of. 
There  is  a  peculiar  rhythmus  in  many  of  our 
airs,  and  a  necessity  of  adapting  syllables  to  the 
emphasis,  or  what  I  would  call  the  feature-notes 
of  the  tune,  that  cramp  the  poet,  and  lay  him 
under  almost  insuperable  difficulties.  Tor  in- 
stance, in  the  air,  "  My  wife's  a  wanton  wee 
thing,"  if  a  few  lines  smooth  and  pretty  can  bo 
adapted  to  it,  it  is  all  you  can  expect.  The  fol- 
lowing were  made  extempore  to  it ;  and  though 
on  further  study  1  might  give  you  something 
more  profound,  yet  it  might  not  suit  the  light- 
horse  gallop  of  the  air  so  well  as  this  random 

My  wife's  a  winsome  wee  thing,  &c.^ 
1  have  just  been  looking  over  the  "  Collier's 
bonny  dochter ;"  and  if  the  following  rhapsody, 
which  I  composed  the  other  day,  on  a  charming 
Ayrshire  girl.  Miss  Lesley  Baillle,  as  she  passed 
through  this  place  to  England,  will  suit  your 
taste  better  than  the  "Collier  Lassie,"  fall  on 
and  welcome: — ■ 

0,  saw  ye  bonny  Lesley?  &0.' 
I  have  hitherto  deferred  the  sublimer,  more 
pathetic  airs,  until  more  leisure,  as  they  will 
take,  and  deserve,  a  greater  efi'ort.  However, 
they  are  all  put  into  your  hands,  as  cloy  into 
the  hands  of  the  potter,  to  make  one  vessel  to 
honour,  and  another  to  dishonour.  Farewell,  &o. 
R.  B. 


OCX  XXIX. 

TO   MR.    THOMSON. 


lith  NoiiembeT, 


792. 


Mtd 


a  Sib, 


th  you  that  the  song,  "  Eatherine 
Ogie,"  is  very  poor  stufi',  and  unworthy,  alto- 
gether unworthy  of  so  beautiful  an  air.  I  tried 
to  mend  it;  but  the  awkward  sound,  Ogie,  re- 
curring so  often  in  the  rhyme,  spoils  every  at- 
tempt at  introducing  sentiment  into  the  piece. 
The  foregoing  song'  pleases  myself;  I  think  it 
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n  my  happiest  manner  :  jou  will  s 
glance  ftat  it  suits  the  air.    The  subject  of  the 
;  '      ne    f  the  most  interesting  passages  of 
u  h  u    days   and  I  ovrn  that  I  should  be 


vh    1 


hr  w 


■1  tlie  verses  set  to  an  air 

n  u  e  celebrity.     Perhaps,  after 

t,    wing  prejudice  of  roj  heart 

wed  lustre  over  the  nierita 


f    he      mp  n 

I  have  partly  taleu  your  idea  of  "  Auld  Rob 
Morris."  I  have  adopted  the  two  first  verses, 
am  going  on  with  the  song  on  a  new  plan, 
which  promises  pretty  well.  I  take  up  one  or 
another,  just  as  the  bee  of  the  moment  baizes 
a  my  bonnet-lug ;  and  do  you,  sans  ceremonie, 
make  what  use  you  choose  of  the  productions. 


Adie. 


[Dun 


CCXU. 
TO  ME,  THOMSON, 


be  enid  of  AuJd  Rnb  Monit.] 

ith  December,  1792. 
The  foregoing  ["Auld  Rob  Morris,"  and 
"Dunoan  Gray,"']  1  suhmit,  my  dear  Sir,  to 
your  better  judgment.  Acquit  them  or  con- 
demn item,  as  scemeth  good  in  your  sight. 
'  Duncan  Gray"  is  that  kind  of  liglit-horae  gal- 
lop of  an  air,  which  precludes  sentiment.  The 
irons  is  its  ruling  feature. 


R.  B. 


CCXL. 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


oughl to 


lofthi 


Dumfnei,  Isl  December,  1792. 
ToiTB  alterations  of  my  "Nannie,  0!"  ai 
perfectly  right.     So  are  those  of  "My  wife's 
vrinsome  wee  thing."     Your  alteration  of  the 
second  stania  is  a  positive  improvement.     Now, 
my  dear  Sir,  with  the  freedom  which  character- 
lies  onr  correspondence,  I  must  not,  cannot  alter 
"Bonnie   Lesley."     You  are    right;   the   word 
"  Alexander"  makes  the  line  a  little  uncouth, 
but  I  think  the  thought  is  pretty.     Of  Alexan- 
der, beyond  all  other  heroes,  it  may  be  said,  in 
the  sublime  language  of  Scripture,  that  "  he 
went  forth  conquering  and  to  conquer." 


Porn 


i  made  her  what  she  is, 
made  anither.  (Such  a 

is.) 


BtilT,  cu 


»>.] 


This  is,  in  mj  opinion,  more  poetical  than 
"  Ne'er  made  sic  anither."  However,  it  is  im- 
material;  make  it  either  way.  "Caledonie," 
I  agree  with  you,  is  not  so  good  a  word  as  could 
be  wished,  though  it  is  sanctioned  in  three  or 
four  instances  by  Allan  Ramsay ;  but  I  cannot 
help  it.  In  short,  that  species  of  stanza  is  the 
most  difficult  that  I  have  ever  tried. 


Dumfries,  6(ft  December,  1792. 

I  BB*i.i,  be  in  Ajrtihire,  I  think,  next  week; 
and,  if  at  all  possible,  I  shall  certainly,  my 
much-esteemed  friend,  have  the  pleasure  of 
visiting  at  Ihinl op-house. 

Alas,  Madam !  how  seldom  do  we  meet  in  this 
world,  that  we  have  reason  to  congratulate  our- 
selves on  accessions  of  happiness!  I  have  not 
passed  half  the  ordinary  term  of  an  old  man's 
life,  and  yet  I  scarcely  look  over  the  obituary 
of  a  newspaper,  that  I  do  not  see  some  names 
that  I  have  known,  and  which  I,  and  other 
acquaintances,  little  thought  to  meet  with  there 
BO  soon.  Every  other  instance  of  the  mortality 
of  our  kind,  makes  us  cast  an  anxious  look  1 
the  dreadful  ahyss  of  uncertainty,  and  shudder 
with  apprehension  for  our  own  fate.  But  of 
how  different  an  importance  are  the  lives  of 
different  individuals  ?  Nay,  of  what  importance 
is  one  period  of  the  same  life,  more  than  ano- 
ther t  A  few  years  ago,  I  could  have  laiddovm 
in  the  dnst,  "  careless  of  the  voice  of  the  morn- 
ing ;"  and  now  not  a  few,  and  these  most  help- 
less individuals,  would,  on  losing  me  and  my 
exertiona,loseboth  their  "staff  and  shield."  By 
the  way,  these  helpless  ones  have  lately  got 
an  addition;  Mrs.  B- — ~— having  given  me  ft 
fine  girl  since  I  wrote  you.     There  is  a  oharm- 

HUd  CLXXXTV. 
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"  Edward  trad  Eleo- 


"  The  1 


in  himsilf,  whst 


As  I  ani  got  in  tlie  wa;  of  quotadona,  I  sliall 
give  you  another  from  the  eame  piece,  pecu- 
liarly, alas  !  too  pecnUarly  apposite,  nij  dear 
Madaro,  to  yonr  present  frame  of  mind  : 


eather 


e,  that 


I  do  not  remember  to  hsTO  heard  you  men- 
tion Thomson's  dramas.  1  piek  up  fayourito 
quotations,  and  store  them  in  my  mind  as  ready 
armour,  offensive  or  defensive,  amid  the  struggle 
of  this  turbulent  csisteoce.  Of  these  is  one,  a 
very  favourite  one,  from  his  "  Alfred  :" 
"  Altach  thee  firmly  to  the  virtuous  deeds 
And  olfioea  of  Jife ;  to  LifB  itself, 

Probably  I  have  quoted  some  of  these  to  yon 
formerly,  as  indeed  when  I  write  from  the  heart, 
I  am  apt  to  be  guilty  of  auch  repetitions.  The 
compass  of  the  heart,  in  tlio  musical  style  of 
eiproesion,  is  maoh  more  bonnded  than  that  of 
the  imagination ;  so  the  notes  of  tlie  former  are 
extremely  apt  to  rim  into  one  another  ;  but  in 
return  for  the  paucity  of  its  compass,  its  few 
notes  ara  much  more  sweet.  I  must  still  give 
jou  another  quotation,  which  I  am  almost  sure 
I  have  given  you  before,  but  I  cannot  resist  the 
temptation.  The  subject  is  religion — speaking 
of  its  importance  to  mankind,  the  author  says, 

I  see  you  are  in  for  double  postage,  so  I  shall 
o'en  scribble  out  t'other  sheet.  We,  in  this 
country  here,  have  many  alarms  of  the  reform- 
ing, or  rather  the  republican  spirit,  of  your 
part  of  the  kingdom.  Indeed  we  are  a  good 
deal  in  commotion  ourselves.  For  me,  I  am  a 
plaoemau,  you  know;  a  very  humble  one  in- 
deed, Haaven  knows,  but  still  so  much  as  to  gag 
me.  What  my  private  sentiments  are,  you  will 
fiud  out  without  an  interpreter. 

I  have  taken  up  the  subject,  and  the  olhor 
day,  for  a  pretty  actress's  benefit  night,  I  wrote 
an  address,  which  I  will  give  on  the  other  page, 
called  "  The  rights  of  woman :" 

"WKilc  Europe's  eye  is  fixed  on  mighty  things," 


I  shall  have  the  honour  of  receiving  your  criti 
cisms  in  person  at  Dunlop,  R.  B. 


TO   R.    GRAHAM,   ESQ,, 


SiK, 


Df^nher   I~'2 


I  HATE  been  aurpnse  I  cnfc  mde  1  and  dis 
tcaeted  by  Mr.  Mitchell  the  eollett  r  telling 
me  that  he  has  received  an  orier  from  j. 
Board  to  inquire  into  my  pol  tical  con  iutt  and 
blaming  me  as  a  person  lisaffected  to  g  vern 

Sir,  you  are  a  huibanl — and  a  fither  — Yon 
know  what  you  would  ftcl  to  see  the  muth 
loved  wife  of  your  ho^om,  and  jour  helpless, 
prattling;  little  ones,  turned  adrift  into  the  world, 
degraded  and  disgracedfrom  a  situation  in  which 
they  had  heen  respectable  and  respected,  and 
left  almost  without  the  necessary  support  of  a 
miserable  esistenee.    Alas,  Sir !  must  I  think 
that  such,  soon,  will  be  my  lot !  and  from  the 
d-mnad,  dark  insinuations  of  hellish,  ground- 
less envy  too  I  I  believe,  Sir,  I  may  aver  it,  and 
in  the  sight  of  Omniscience,  that  I  would  not 
tell  a  deliberate  falsehood,  no,  not  though  even 
worse  horrors,  if  worse  can  be,  than  those  I 
have  mentioned,  hung  over  my  head  ;  and  I  say, 
that  the  allegation,  whatever  villain  has  made 
it,  is  a  lie !  To  the  Britsh  conslitulion  on  Revo- 
lution principles,  nest  after  my  God,  I  am  moat 
devoutly  attached ;  you.   Sir,  have  been  much 
and  generously  my  friend.— Heaven  knows  how    ! 
warmly  I   have   felt  the   obligation,  and  how    ' 
gratefully  I  have  thanked  you. — Fortune,  Sir,    ! 
has  made  yea  powerful,  and  me  impotent ;  has    j 
given  you   patronage,  and  me  dependence,—!    \ 
would  not  for  my  single  self,  call  on  your  huma-    '. 
nity  ;   were  such  my  insular,  unconnected  situ-     : 
atien,  I  would  despise  the  tear  that  now  swells    i 
in  my  eye — I  could  brave  misfortune,  I  could    I 
face  rnin;  for  at  the  worst,  "Death's  thousand    , 
doors  stand  open  ;"  but,  good  God  !  the  tendet    j 
concerns  that  I  have  mentioned,  the  claims  and    ! 
ties  that  I  see  at  this  moment,  and  feel  around    j 
me,  how  they  unnerve  courage,  and  wither  reso     j 
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(ution  !  To  your  patronitge,  aa  a  man  of  some 
genius,  you  have  allowed  me  a  claim ;  and  jour 
esteem,  as  an  honeat  man,  I  know  is  my  due : 
to  these,  Sir,  permit  me  to  appeal ;  by  these 
may  I  adjure  you  to  eave  me  from  that  misery 
which  threatens  to  oyerwhelm  me,  and  which, 
with  my  latest  breath  I  will  say  it,  1  haye  not 
deserved.  B,  B. 


CCS  LI  V. 
TO   MRS.   DUNLOP. 


Dumfries,  3l9(  December,  1792. 
Dear  Madak, 
A  HHERT  of  business,  thrown  in  heaps  by  my 
absence,  has  until  now  preTOnted  my  returning 
my  grateful  acknowledgments  to  the  good  family 
of  Dunlop,  and  you  in  particular,  for  that 
hospitable  kindness  which  rendered  the  four 
days  I  spent  under  that  genial  roof,  four  of  the 
pleasautest  I  eyer  enjoyed, — Alas,  my  dearest 
friend!  bow  few  and  fleeting  are  those  things 
we  call  pleasures!  on  my  road  so  Ayrshire,  I 
spent  a  night  with  it  friend  whom  I  much 
valued;  a  man  whose  days  promised  to  be 
many ;  and  on  Saturday  last  we  laid  him  in  the 

Jan.  2,  1793. 

I  HATE  just  received  youra  of  the  30th,  and 

feel  much  for  your  situation.  However,  I  heartily 

rejoice  in  your  prospect  of  recovery  from  that 

vile  jaundice    As  to  myself  I  am  better  though 

'  ee  of  my  com]  la  nt  — -liou  inust  not 

you  seem  to    ns  nuate    that  m  my 

f    I  want  cserc  se      Of  that  I  have 

but  occas  onal  hard  dr  nk  ng   s  the 

me      Agj,  nst  tl  s  I  ha  a  aga  n  ani 

t  my  resolut  on  and  have  greatly  sue 

d      Taverns  I  have  totally  abandoned:  it 

p     ate  parties  in  the  family  way,  among 

h     h     d  drinking  gentlemen  of  this  country, 

h  me  the  mischief— but  even  this  I  have 

m       th      half  given  over. 

M     C    bet  can  be  of  little  service  to  me  at 

p  at  least  I  should  be  shy  of  applying. 

possibly  be  settled  as  a  supervisor,  for 

al       ars.     I  must  wait  the  rotation  of  the 

ii      an      here  are  twenty  names  before  mine. 


I  might  indeed  get  a  job  of  officiating,  where  a 
settled  supervisor  was  ill,  or  aged;  but  that 
hauls  me  from  my  family,  as  I  could  not  remove 
them  on  such  an  uncertainty.  Besides,  some 
envious,  malicious  devil,  has  raised  a  little  demur 
on  my  political  principles,  and  I  wish  to  let  that 
matter  settle  before  I  offer  myself  too  much  in 
llie  eye  of  my  supervisors.  T  have  set,  hence- 
forth, a  seal  on  my  lips,  as  to  these  unlucky  poli- 
tics; but  to  you  I  must  breathe  my  sentiments.  In 
this,  as  in  everything  else,  I  shall  show  the  un- 
disguised emotions  of  my  soul.  War  I  depre- 
cate: misery  and  ruin  to  thousands  are  in  the 
blast  that  announces  the  destructive  deraoa. 


[The! 


TO   MR.  THOMSON. 


-.'■] 


rlith 


Jan.  1793. 
Maky  returns  of  the  season  to  you,  my  dear 
Sir.  How  comes  on  your  publication  ? — will 
these  two  foregoing  [Songs  Clxxxt.  and 
OLxixvi.]  be  of  any  service  to  you  ?  I  should 
like  to  know  what  songs  you  print  to  each  tune, 
besides  the  verses  to  which  it  is  set.     In  short,  I 


would  w 


:iye  you  my  opinj 


n  all  the 


poetry  you  publish.  You  know  it  is  my  trade, 
and  a  man  in  the  way  of  his  Irade  may  suggest 
useful  hints  that  escape  men  of  much  superior 
parts  and  endowments  in  other  things. 

If  you  meet  with  my  dear  and  much-valued 
Cunningham,  greet  him,  in  my  name,  with  the 
compliments  of  the  season. 

Tours,  &e., 

R.  B. 


CCXLVI. 

TO   MR.  THOMSON. 

[ThomsDn  explained  mots  fuily  Ihnn  at  fira!  Ihe  plan  of 
liis  puljIlc.'Ltiiid,  aad  stated  t)mt  Ur.Baattie  had  promised 
an  cssjiy  on  ScoiliBli  music,  hy  way  of  an  iatrodnction  to 

2Qth  Janam/,  1793. 
I  approve  greatly,  my  dear  Sir,  of  your  plans. 
Dr.  Seattle's  essay  will,  of  itself,  be  a  treasure. 
On  my  part  I  mean  to  draw  up  an  appendix  to 
the  Doctor's  essay,  containing  my  stock  of  anec- 
dotes, &c.,  of  our  Soots  songs.     All  the  late  Mr 
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Ty tier's  anecdotes  I  have  by  me,  taken  down  in 
(lie  GOQrse  of  my  acqaaintance  nith  him,  from 
his  airn  mouth.  I  am  aucli  an  enthusiast,  that 
in  the  oourse  of  my  sorera!  peregrinations 
ihrongh  Scotland,  I  made  a  pilgrimage  t^  the 
iiidividual  spot  from  which  evevy  song  tool;  its 
vise,  "Loohaber"  and  the  "  Braes  of  Baiienden" 
excepted.  So  far  as  the  locality,  either  from 
[he  title  of  the  air,  or  the  tenor  of  the  song, 
^ould  be  ascertained,  I  have  paid  my  devotions 
at  the  particnlar  shrine  of  eTcry  Soots  muse. 

I  do  not  doubt  but  you  might  make  a  very 
valuable  o  jllection  of  Jacobite  songs;  but  would 
it  give  no  offence!  In  the  meantime,  do  not 
you  think  that  some  of  them,  particularly  '■  The 
bow's  tail  to  Geordie,"  as  an  air,  with  other 
words,  might  be  well  worti  a  place  in  yonv  col- 
leetioa  of  lively  songs  ? 

If  it  were  possible  to  procure  songs  of  merit,  it 
would  be  proper  to  hare  one  set  of  Scots  words 
to  every  air,  and  that  the  set  of  words  to  which 
the  notes  ought  to  be  set.  There  is  a  navicU, 
a,  pastoral  simplicity,  in  a  slight  intermixture 
of  Scots  words  and  phraseology  which  is  more 
n  nil  son  at  lea  t  to  my  laste  and  I  will  add 
to  e  ery  „enn  ne  I"  ale  Ionian  taste)  w  tl  the 
a  mple  j  s     or  rua    o  sjr  ghtl  ne  s  o        ur 

na  TO  mus  o    than  any  Engl   h   versos  what 

The  ery  name  f  Pe  er  P  ndar  s  n  acqu 
tion  to  your  work.  His  "  Gregory  is  beautiful. 
I  have  tried  to  give  you  a  set  of  stanzas  in  Scots, 
on  the  same  subject,  which  are  at  your  service. 
Not  that  I  intend  to  enter  the  lists  with  Peter 
—that  would  be  presumption  indeed.  My  song, 
though  much  inferior  in  poetic  merit,  has,  I 
think,  more  of  the  ballad  simplicity  in  it. 
[Hera  follows  "  Lord  Grt^ory."    Song  CLXXXVII.] 

My  most  respectful  compliments  to  tho  ho- 
nourable gentleman  who  favoured  me  with  a 
postscript  in  your  last.  He  shall  hear  from  me 
and  receive  his  MSS.  soon. 


CCXLVII. 
TO   MR.   CUNNINGnAM, 


3d  March,  1793. 
SiKOE  I  wrote  to  you  the  last  iagvibrious  sheet, 
I  have  not  had  time  to  write  you  further.  When 


I  say  that  I  had  not  time,  that  as  usual  means, 
that  the  three  demons,  indolence,  business,  and 
ennui,  have  so  completely  sliared  ray  hours 
among  them,  as  not  to  leave  me  a  five  minutes' 
fragment  to  take  up  a  pen  in. 

Thank  heaven,  I  feel  my  spirits  buoying  up- 
wards with  the  renovating  year.  Now  I  shall 
in  good  earnest  take  up  Thomson's  songs.  I 
dare  say  he  thinks  I  have  used  him  unkindly, 
and  I  must  own  with  too  much  appearance  of 
truth.  Apropos,  do  you  know  the  much  admired 
old  Highland  air  called  "  The  Sutor's  Doehter?" 
It  is  a  first-rate  favourite  of  mine,  and  I  have 
written  what  I  reckon  one  of  my  best  songs  to 
it.  I  will  send  it  to  you  as  it  was  sung  with 
great  applause  in  some  fashionable  circles  by 
Major  Roberston,  of  Lude,  who  was  here  with 
his  corps. 


Ther 


e  commission  that  I  must  trouble 
you  with.  I  lately  lost  a  valuable  seal,  a  pre- 
sent from  a  departed  friend  which  vexes  me 
much. 

I  have  gotten  one  of  your  Highland  pebbles, 
which  I  fancy  would  make  a  very  decent  one  ; 
and  I  want  to  cut  my  armorial  bearing  on  it; 
W  11  you  be  so  obliging  as  inquire  what  will  be 
the  expense  of  such  a  business  ?  I  do  not  know 
that  my  name  is  matriculated,  as  the  heralds 
oill  it,  at  all;  but  I  have  inventedarmsfor  my- 
self, so  you  know  I  shall  be  chief  of  the  name; 
and.  by  courtesy  of  Scotland,  will  likewise  be 
entitled  to  supporters.  These,  however,  I  do 
not  intend  having  on  my  seal.  I  am  a  bit  of  a 
herald,  and  shall  give  you,  secundam  artem,  my 
arms.  On  a  field,  azure,  a  holly-hush,  seeded, 
proper,  in  base;  a  shepherd's  pipe  and  crook, 


.0  propel 


n  chief.   On  a  wreath 


of  the  colours,  awood-lark  perching  on  a  sprig  of 
bay-tree,  proper,  for  orest.  Two  mottos ;  round 
the  top  of  the  erest,  Wood-notes  ofild:  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  shield,  in  the  usual  place.  Better  a 
•one  buah  than  -nae  Usld.  By  the  shepherd's  pipe 
and  crook  I  do  not  mean  the  nonsense  of  paint- 
ers of  Arcadia,  but  a.  stock  and  horn,  and  a  dub, 
such  as  yon  see  at  the  head  of  Allan  Ramsay, 
in  Allan's  quarto  edition  of  the  Genlh  Shepherd. 
By  the  bye,  do  you  know  Allan  !  He  must  be  a 
man  of  very  great  genius — Why  is  he  not  more 
known?— Has  he  no  patrons!  or  do  "Poverty's 
cold  wind  and  crushing  rain  beat  keen  and 
heavy"  on  him!  I  once,  and  but  onee,  got  a 
glance  of  that  noble  edition  of  the  noblest  pas- 
toral in  the  world ;  and  dear  as  it  was,  I  mean. 
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dear  as  to  my  pocket,  I  wouM  baye  bought  it; 
but  I  was  told  that  it  was  printed  and  engraved 
for  aubaoribers  only.  He  ia  the  oiit'j  artist  who 
hM  hit  fftnuiite  pastoral  cotlume.  What,  my 
dear  Cunniogham,  is  there  in  liehea,  that  they 
ittprow  and  harden  the  heart  so  ?  I  think,  that 
rera  I  as  rich  as  the  Bun,  I  should  be  as  gene- 
■ons  aa  the  day;  but  as  I  hiTe  no  reason  to 
magine  my  soul  a  nobler  one  than  any  other 
aan'B,  I  must  conclude  that  ■wealth  imparts  a 
bird-lime  quality  to  the  poeaessor,  at  which  the 
1,  in  his  native  poyertj,  would  haTereTolted. 
What  has  led  mo  to  this,  ia  the  idea  of  such 
merit  as  Mr.  Allan  possesses,  and  suoli  riches 

md  why  they  do  not  form  a  mutual  league, 
[jet  wealth  shelter  and  cherish  unprotected 
merit,  and  the  gratitude  and  celebrity  of  that 
merit  will  richly  repay  it. 

H.  B, 


CC  XL  VIII- 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


Loud  blew  the  cauld  winter  winds  at  our  part- 
ing! 
It  was  na  the  blast  brought  the  tear  in  my 

Now  welcome  the   simmer,   and  welcome  my 
Willie, 
Tlie  simmer  to  nature,  my  WiUie  to  me. 

Te  hurricanes,  rest  in  the  cave  o'  your  slumbers  I 
Oh  hew  your  wild  horrors  a  lover  alarms! 

Awaken,  ye  bceeica  I  blow  gently,  ye  billows ! 
And  waft  my  dear  laddie  anee  mair  to  my 


I  leave  it  to  you,  my  dear  Sir,  to  determine 

whether  the  above,  or  the  old  "Thro'  the  lang 

■  I  have  followed  my  WiUio,"  be  the  best. 


Mtd 


bSie, 


20ih  March, 


The  song  prelised  ["Mary  Morison'"]  is  one 
of  my  juvenile  works.  I  leave  it  in  your  hands. 
I  do  not  think  it  very  remarkable,  either  for  its 
merita  or  demcrita.  It  ia  impossible  (at  leaat  I 
feel  it  so  in  my  stinted  powers)  to  be  always 
original,  entertaining,  and  witty. 

What  is  become  of  the  list,  &o.,  of  your 
aongs?  I  shall  be  out  of  all  temper  with  jou, 
by  and  bye.  I  have  always  looked  on  myself  aa 
the  prinoeof  indolent  correspondents,  and  valued 
myself  accordingly;  and  1  will  not,  eai 
bear  rivalship  from  you,  nor  anybody  else. 


CCXLIX. 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 

Thomsou  offered  ssvsral  eotrections.] 

March,  1793. 
Heke  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  Willie, 

Now  tired  with  wandering,  hand  awa  hamo ; 
Come  to  my  bosoni,  my  ae  only  dearie,    [same. 

And  tell  me  thou  bring'st  me  my  Willie  the 

I  Song  CLXSXVIII. 


lil  Monlngu.] 


Cuplain  Crai 


Dumfries,  21si  March,  1793. 
Maiiam, 

Amobo  many  things  for  which  I  envy  those 
hale,  long-lived  old  fellows  before  the  flood,  is 
this  in  particular,  that  when  they  met  with  any- 
body after  their  own  heart,  they  had  a  charm- 
ing long  prospect  of  many,  many  happy  meet- 
ings with  them  in  after-life. 

Now  in  this  shori.  stormy,  winter  day  of  our 
fleeting  existence,  when  you  now  and  then,  in 
the  Chapter  of  Accidents,  meet  an  individual 
whose  actiualntanoe  is  a  real  acquisition,  there 
are  all  the  probabilities  against  you,  that  you 
shall  never  meet  with  that  valued  character 
more.  On  the  other  hand,  brief  as  this  miser- 
able being  is,  it  ia  none  of  the  leaat  of  the  mise- 
ries belonging  to  it,  that  if  there  is  any  mis- 
creant whom  you  hate,  or  creature  whom  yoo 
despise,  the  ill-run  of  the  chances  shall  be  so 
against  you,  that  in  the  overtakings,  turnings, 
and  jostlings  of  life,  pop,  at  some  unlucky  c 
ner,  eternally  comes  the  wretch  upon  you,  and 
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will  not  allow  your  indignation  or  contempt 
moment'H  repose.     As  1  am  a  sturdy  belJeTer  i 

1  the  powers  of  darkness,  I  take  these  to  be  tie 
doings  of  that  old  author  of  mischief,  the  devil. 
It  is  well-kaown  tiat  he  has  some  kind  of  short- 

.  hand  way  of  taking  down  our  thoughts,  and  I 
mate  no  doubt  he  is  perfectly  acquainted  with 
my  sentiments  respecting  Miss  Benson  :  how 
much  I  admiraii  her  abilities  and  Talued  her 
worth,  and  howvery  fortunate  I  thought  myself 
in  her  acquaintance.  For  this  last  reason,  my 
dear  Madam,  I  must  entertain  no  hopes  of  the 
very  great  pleasure  of  meeting  with  you  again. 
Miss  Hamilton  tells  me  tiiat  she  is  Bending  a 
packet  to  you,  and  I  beg  leave  to  send  jou  the 
enclosed  sonnet,  though,  to  tell  yon  the  real 
truth,  the  sonnet  is  a  mere  pretence,  that  I  may 
have  the  opportunity  of  declaring  with  how 
much  respectful  esteem  I  hare  the  honour  to 
be>  &o-  R.  B. 


TO  PATRICK   MILLER,  ESQ,, 


his  occupation  of  EUiBlnnd.] 

Dumfiks,  April,  1793. 

My  poems  having  just  come  out  in  another 
edition,  will  you  do  me  the  honour  to  accept  of 
1  copy  ?  A  mark  of  my  gratitude  to  you,  aa  a 
gentleman  to  whose  goodness  I  have  been  much 
indebted ;  of  my  respect  for  you,  as  a  patriot 
who,  in  a  renal,  sliding  age,  stands  forti  the 
champion  of  the  liberties  of  my  country  ;  and 
of  my  veneration  for  yon,  as  a  man,  whose  be- 
aevolenoe  of  heart  does  honour  to  human  na- 

There  was  a  time,  Sir,  when  I  was  yonr  de- 
pendent: this  language  then  would  have  been 
like  the  vile  incense  of  flattery— I  coald  not  have 
used  it.  Now  that  conneiion  is  at  an  end  do 
e  the  honour  to  accept  of  this  honest  tribute  of 
respect  from,  Sir, 

Your  much  indebted  humble  servant, 


('.] 


TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


BOngB, 


1th  April,  1793. 
TiiASK  you,  my  dear  Sir,  for  your  packet. 
You  cannot  imagine  how  much  this  busineSB  of 
composing  for  your  pubiicatioo  has  added  to 
ray  enjoyments.  What  with  my  early  attach- 
ment to  ballads,  your  book,  &c.,  ballad-making 
is  now  as  completely  my  hobby-horse  as  e 
fortification  was  TJucle  Toby's ;  so  I'll  e'en  cai 
it  away  fill  I  come  to  the  limit  of  my  race— God 
graat  that  I  may  take  the  right  side  of  the  wii 
ning  post! — and  then  cheerfully  looking  hao 
on  the  honest  folks  with  whom  I  have  been 
happy,  I  shall  say  or  sing,  "Sae  merry  as  w 
a'  hae  been !"  and,  raising  my  last  looks  to  th 
whole  human  race,  the  last  words  of  the  voic 
of  "Coila"'  shall  be,  "Good  night,  and  joy  b 
wi'  you  a' !"  So  much  for  my  last  words :  noi 
for  a  few  present  remarks  as  they  have  occurred 
at  random,  on  looking  o       y  u    I 

The   first  lines  of    "The  I     t  t  n     I  ca 


r  the  n 


1       he 


are  beautiful ;  but,  in  my    p  n    n — [ 
revered  shade  of  Eams  y  — th        ng 
worthy  of  the  divine  air      I    hall  try  t 

"For  ever,  Fortune,  wilt   hup  is  a 

charming  song;  but  "L  an  bum  and  L  gan 
braes"  is  sweetly  suscep  lie  f  u  al  m  g  y, 
I'll  try  that  likewise,  and,  if  I  succeed,  the 
other  song  may  class  among  the  English  ones. 
I  remember  the  two  last  lines  of  a  verse  in 
some  of  the  old  songs  of  "Logan  Water"  (for  I 
know  a  good  many  different  ones)  which  I  think 

"  Now  my  dear  Ud  maim  faoe  his  faea, 

Far,  far  froo  me  and  Logan  braes, "3 

"MyPatJeis  a  lover  gay,"  is  unequal,   "His 

mind  is  never  muddy,"  is  a  muddy  expression 

indeed, 

"  Then  I'll  resign  and  matry  Pats, 

This  is  surely  far  unworthy  of  Eamsay  or  your 
book.  My  song,  "Rigs  of  barley,"  to  the  same 
tune,  does  not  altogether  please  me  ;  but  if  I 
can  mend  it,  and  thrash  a  few  loose  ei 
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out  uf  it,  I  will  submit  it  to  your  consideration. 
"Tlie  lass  o'  Piitie'a  mill"  ia  one  of  Eamsay's 
best  songs  ;  but  there  is  one  loose  sentiment  in 
it,  nljioh  my  much-valaed  friend  Mr.  Ecsliino 
will  take  inta  Ills  critical  conaideratioa.  In  Sir 
John  Sinclair's  statistacal  volumea,  are  two 
I,  1  think  from  Aberdeenshire,  and 
the  other  from  Ayrshire — for  the  honour  of  this 
;.  The  following  imeodote,  which  I  had 
1  the  present  Sir  William  Cunningham  of 
Robcrtland,  who  had  it  of  the  late  John,  Earl 
of  Loudon,  I  can,  on  such  authorities,  believe ; 
Allan  Kamsay  was  residing  at  Loodon-eastle 
with  tbe  then  Ear!,  father  to  Earl  John;  and 
one  forenoon,  riding  or  walking,  out  together, 
hia  lordship  and  Allan  passed  a  sweet  romantic 
r,  sfill  called  "  Patie's  mill," 
where  a  bonnie  laaa  was  "  tedding  liaj,  bare- 
a  the  green."  My  lord  obserred  to 
Allan,  that  it  would  be  a  fine  theme  for  a  song. 
Ramaay  took  the  hint,  and,  lingering  behind, 
tie  composed  the  first  sketeh  of  it,  which  he  pro- 
iced  at  dinner. 

"  One  day  I  heard  Mary  say,"'  is  a  fine  song; 
hnt,  for  consistency's  sake,  alter  tbe  name 
"  Were  there  ever  such  banns  pub- 
lished, as  a  purpose  of  marriage  between  Adonis 
ry !  I  agree  witi  yon  tbat  mj  song, 
a  nought  but  care  on  ererj  hand,"  is 
iperior  to  "  Poortith  cauld."  The  ori- 
ginal song,  "The  mill,  mill,  01"'  though  ex- 
cellent, is,  on  account  of  delicacy,  inadmissible; 
still  I  like  the  title,  and  think  a  Scottish  song 
would  suit  the  notes  beat;  and  let  your  chosen 
;,  which  is  very  pretty,  follow  aa  an  English 
■'  The  Banks  of  the  Dee"  is,  you  know, 
literally  "  Langolee,"  to  slow  time.  The  song 
nough,  but  baa  some  false  imagery  in 


it:  for  ii 

"  And  sweetly  Hie  nigtitiugalB  simg  rmm  t 
In  the  first  place,  tho  nightingale  e 


ngs  II 


B  bush,  but  never  from  a  tree;    and  in  the 
second    place,   there  never  was  a  nightingale 
n  or  heard  on  the  banks  of  the  Dee,  or  ooi 
the  banks  of  any  other  river  in  Scotland.  E 

aageryia  always  oomparatiTely  fla  If 
1  oonld  hit  on  another  stanza,  equal  to  The 
small  birds  rejoice,"  &c.,  I  do  myself  h  n    Uy 

iwfari.  EByEamaay. 


a  superior 


avow,  that  I  think  it 
Anderson,  my  jo" — 
Johfison'a  Museum,  is  my  composition,  and  I 
think  it  not  my  worst  ;^  if  it  suit  you,  take  it, 
and  welcome.  Your  collection  of  sentimental 
and  pathetic  songs,  ia,  in  my  opinion,  yery  com- 
plete ;  but  not  ao  your  comic  ones.  Where  are 
" Tulloohgorum,"  "Lumps o' puddin,"  "Tibbie 
Fowler,"  and  seTeral  others,  which,  in  my  hum- 
ble judgment,  are  well  worthy  of  preservation  ? 
There  is  also  one  sentimental  song  of  mine  in 
the  Museum,  which  never  was  known  out  uf 
the  immediate  neighbourhood,  until  I  got  it 
taken  down  from  a  country  giil  3  singing  It 
is  called  "  Croi^eburn  wood,'  and,  m  the 
opinion  of  Mr.  Clarke,  is  one  of  the  sweetest 
Scottish  songs.  He  is  quite  an  enthusiast  about 
it;  and  I  would  take  his  tasto  in  Scottish  music 
against  the  taste  of  most  connoisseurs. 

Tou  are  quite  right  in  inserting  the  last  five 
in  your  list,  though  they  are  certainly  Irish. 
"Shepherds,  I  have  lost  my  love  !"  is  to  me  a 
heavenly  air — what  would  you  think  of  a  set  of 
Scottish  verses  to  it  ?  I  have  made  one  to  it  a 
good  while  ago,  which  I  think  «  *  »,  but  in  its 
original  state  it  ia  not  quite  a  lady's  song.  I 
enclose  an  altered,  not  amended  copy  for  you,^ 
if  you  choose  to  set  the  tune  to  it,  and  let  the 
Irish  verses  follow. 

Mr.  Erskine's  songa  are  all  pretty,  but  his 
"  Lone  yaie"  '  is  divine. 

Yours,  &c. 


Leti 


R.  B. 
e  know  just  how  you  like  these  randon 


CCLIII. 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


flr  of  adapting  tbe  words  to  the  m 


iuppre 


,i.i 


April,  1798. 
VB  yours,  my  dear  Sir,  this  moment.     I 
an  wor  it  and  your  former  letter,  in  my 
y  way  of  saying  whatever  comes  upper 
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at  the  beginning,  what  fiddlers  oall  a  starting- 
note,  IB  often  a  rub  to  ua  poor  rhjmers. 

"  There's  braw,  braw  Inds  on  Yarrow  brae  a. 
That  nander  through  the  blooming  heather," 

you  may  alter  to 

"Braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braca. 
Ye  wander,"  So. 

My  aong,  "  Here  awa,  there  awa,"  as  amended 
by  Mr.  Erskine,  I  entirely  approve  of,  and  re- 
turn yon. 

Give  me  leave  to  criticise  your  taste  in  the 
only  thing  in  which  it  is,  in  my  opinion,  repre- 
isible.  You  know  I  ought  to  know  something 
of  my  own  trade.  Of  pathos,  sentimeat,  acd 
point,  you  are  a  complete  judge ;  but  there  is 
a  quality  more  neceasary  than  eitier  in  a  song, 
and  which  is  the  -very  csaenoe  of  a  ballad— I 
mean  simplicity  :  now,  if  I  mistake  not,  this  last 
feature  you  are  a  little  apt  to  aacrifioB  to  the 
foregoing, 

Ramsay,  as  every  other  poet,  has  not  been 
always  equally  happy  in  his  piecea  ;  still  I  can- 
not approve  of  taking  such  libertiea  with  an 
author  as  Mr.  Walker  proposea  doing  with  "The 
last  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor."  Let  a  poet, 
if  he  choose,  take  ap  tie  idea  of  another,  and 
work  it  into  a  piece  of  hia  own ;  but  to  mangle 
the   worka   of  the  poor  bard,   whose  tuneful 

igne  is  now  mute  for  ever,  in  the  dark  and  nar- 

w  house^by  Heaven,  'twould  be  sacrilege  !  I 
grant  that  Mr.  W.'a  version  la  an  improvement ; 
but  I  know  Mr.  W.  well,  and  esteem  him  much  ; 
him  mend  the  song,  aa  the  Highlander  mend- 
Lifl  gun — he  gave  it  a  new  stock,  a  new  lock, 
1  a  new  barrel. 

do  not,  by  this,  object  to  leaving  oat  impro- 
per Btanias,  where  that  can  be  done  without 
spoiling  the  whole.  One  atanza  in  "  The  lass 
o'  Pade'a  mill"  must  be  left  out:  the  song  will 
be  nothing  worse  for  it.  I  am  not  sure  if  we 
Dan  take  the  same  liberty  wjtb  "  Corn  rlga  are 
bonnie."  Perhaps  it  might  want  the  last  atanza, 
and  be  the  better  for  it.  "  Cauld  kail  in  Aber- 
deen," you  mnst  leave  with  me  yet  awhile.  I 
have  vowed  to  have  a  song  to  that  air,  on  the  lady 
whom  I  attempted  to  celebrate  in  the  verses, 
"Poortith  oauld  and  restless  love."  At  any 
rate,  my  other  aong,  "  Green  grow  the  rashes," 


will  never  suit.  That  aong  is  current  in  Sc 
land  under  the  old  title,  and  to  tie  merry  old 
tune  of  that  namo,  which,  of  course,  would  mar 
the  progreas  of  your  aong  to  celebrity.  Your 
book  will  be  the  standard  of  Soots  songs  for  the 
future  :  let  this  idea  ever  keep  your  judgment 
on  the  alarm. 

I  send  a  aong  on  a  celebrated  toast  in  this 
country,  to  suit  "  Bonnie  Dundee."  I  send  yoc 
atao  a  ballad  to  the  "Mill,  mill,  0  !"i 

"The  last  lime  I  came  o'er  the  moor,"  I 
would  fain  attempt  to  make  a  Scots  song  for, 
and  let  Ramaay's  bo  the  Engliah  set.  You  dhall 
hear  from  me  soon.  When  you  go  to  London 
on  this  businesa,  can  you  come  by  Dunifriea  ?  I 
have  afill  several  MS.  Scots  aira  by  me,  which 
I  have  picked  up,  mostly  from  the  singing  of 
country  lasacs.  They  pleaae  me  vastly;  but 
your  learned  lags  would  perhaps  be  displeased 
with  the  very  feature  for  which  I  like  them.  I 
call  them  aimple ;  you  would  pronounce  them 
silly.  Do  you  know  a  fine  air  called  "Jackie 
Hume's  Lament  ?"  I  have  a  song  of  conaider- 
able  merit  to  that  air,  I'll  encloae  you  both 
the  aong  and  tune,  as  I  had  them  ready  to  aend 
to  Johnson's  Museum.^  I  send  you  likewise,  to 
me,  a  beautiful  little  air,  which  I  had  taken 
down  from  Bwa  voceJ 

Adieu. 

R.  B. 


TO  MR.   THOMSON. 


MVD' 


April,  1793, 


I  HAD  scarcely  put  mylast  letter  into  the  post- 
office,  when  I  took  up  the  aubject  of  "  The  last 
time  I  came  o'er  the  moor,"  and  ere  I  slept 
drew  the  outlines  of  the  foregoing.*  How  I  have 
succeeded,  I  leave  on  this,  as  on  every  other  oc- 
casion, to  you  to  decide.  I  own  my  vanity  is 
flattered,  when  you  give  my  songa  a  place  in 
your  elegant  and  superb  work;  bat  to  be  of 
service  to  the  work  ia  niy  firat  wiah.    As  I  have 
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often  told  you,  I  do  not  iu  a  single  instanti,  wish 
,  out  of  compliment  to  me,  to  insert  any 
thing  of  mine.  One  hint  let  me  give  you— 
wliatever  Mr,  Pleyel  does,  let  him  not  alter  one 
iota  of  the  original  Seottiah  airs,  I  moaa  in  the 
song  department,  bnt  let  our  national  mus  q 
lervB  its  native  features.  They  are,  I  own 
frequently  wild  ami  irreducible  to  the  more 
modcra  rules;  but  on  that  very  eccentric  li 
perhaps,  depends  a,  great  part  of  their  effect. 
B.  B. 


CCLV- 
TO   JOHN  FRANCIS   ERSKINE,  ESi 


Bt  lliingboonqneBliodBd:  that  in  the  losl  mom 
n-boot,  and  that  the  reproof  of  Mr.  Corbet,  isg 


SlK, 


Dumfiies,  ISIh  April,  I 


Degenekate  as  human  nature  is  said       b  , 
»nd  in  many  instances,  worthless  and  an     n 
pled  It  is,  still  there  are  bright  examples       Ii 
contrary ;  examples  that  even  in  the  eye 

ior  beings,  must  shed  a  lustre  on  th   n  m 

luch  an  eiample  have  I  now  before  m  wh  n 
yon,  Sir,  came  forward  to  patroniie  and  b  nd 
3.  distant,  obscure  stranger,  merely  beoa  p 
verty  had  made  him  helpless,  and  hia  B  h 
hardihood  of  mind  had  provoted  the  arb  y 
wantonness  of  power.  My  mucli  es  m  d 
friend,  Mr.  lUddel  of  Glenriddel,  has  ju  a 
me  a  paragraph  of  a  letter  he  had  fro 
Accept,  Sir,  of  the  silent  throb  of  grat  t  de , 
for  words  would  but  mock  the  emotions  of  my 


You  have  been  misinformed  aa  to  niy 
diamiaaiou  from  the  Excise ;  I  am  etill  ir 
service.— Indeed,  but  for  the  eiertiuna  of  a 
tleman  who  must  be  known  to  you,  Mr.  Graham 
of  Fintray,  a  gentleman  who  has  ever  been  my 
warm  and  generous  friend,  I  had,  witl  c 
mtich  as  a  hearing,  or   the  slightest  pie- 


ititn  Veen  timcl  air  It  with  my  helpless 
family  t  all  tlie  Lorrora  of  want  Had  I  had 
ither  icioarce  probably  I  might  have  saved 
(hem  the  double  of  a  dismission  ;  but  the  little 
y  I  gained  by  mv  publication,  is  almost 
everj  guinea  embarked  to  save  from  ruin  an 
inly  brother  who  though  one  of  the  worthiest, 
a  by  no  mtana  one  of  the  most  fortunate  of 


In  my  defence  to  their 
whatever  might  be  my  s 


idea! — That  s 


,id,  that 
ents  of  republics, 
ain,  I  abjored  the 

had  proved  to  be 
every  way  fitted  for  our  happiness  in  society,  it 
would  be  insanity  to  sacrifice  to  an  untried  vi- 
sionary theory: — fiat,  in  consideration  of  my 
being  situated  in  a  department,  however  humble, 
immediately  in  the  hands  of  people  in  power, 
I  had  forborne  tating  any  active  part,  either 
personally,  or  aa  an  author,  iu  the  present  busi- 
ness of  Befobm.     But,  that,  where  I  must  de- 
clare my  sentiments,  I  would  say  there  existed 
a        t  m  of  corruption  between  the  executive 
p  n       nd  the  representative  part  of  tlie  legis- 
w  Jeh  boded  no  good  to  our  glorious  con- 
IT    N ;  and  which   every  patriotic   Briton 
Diu     w   h  to  see  amended. — Somo  such  senti- 
these,  1  stated  in  a  letter  to  my  gene- 
u   pa    on,  Mr.  Graham,  which  he  laid  before 
h    B      d  at  large ;  where,  it  seems,  my  last 
m    k   gave   great   oEfenee;    and  one  of  < 
p  rs-general,    a    Mr.   Corbet,    waa 

u  d  to  inquire  on  the  spot,  and  to  do 
m  n  me — "  that  mj  business  was  to  act,  no 
h  and  that  whatever  might  be  men  or  mea- 

was  for  me  to  be  silent  and  obedient." 
i       V  rbet  was  likewise  my  steady  friend  ; 
w  en  Mr.  Graham  and  him,  I  have  been 
p       y      rgiven ;    only   I  understand   that  all 
h  p  my  getting  officially   forward,    are 

b         d 

N  w  Sir,  to  the  buMuess  in  which  I  would 
m  mmediatelj  interest  yon.  The  partiality 
of  my  CODNTBYMBN  has  brought  me  forward  as 
a  man  of  genius,  and  has  given  me  a  character 
to  support.  In  the  Poet  I  have  avwed  manly 
and  independent  sentiments,  which  I  trust  will 
be  found  in  the  nan  Eeasons  of  no  less  weight 
thin  the  suppoit  of  a  wife  and  family,  have 
pointed  out  is  the  eligible,  and,  situated  as  I 
waa  the  only  eligible  line  of  life  for  me,  my 
present  occupition     Still  mj  honest  fame  is  m] 
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dearest  concern;  and  a  thouaand  times  have  I 
trembled  at  the  idea  of  thoae  degrading  epithets 
that  malice  or  miarepreaentalioii  may  affix  to  my 
name.  I  have  often,  in  blasting  anticipation, 
listened  to  some  future  hackney  scribbler,  nith 
the  heavy  malice  of  savage  stupidity,  eiolting 
in  his  hireling  paragraphs — "Burns,  notwith- 
Btandiog  itie  fanfaronads  of  independence  to  he 
found  in  his  worlis,  and  after  haying  been  held 
forth  to  public  view  and  to  public  eslimation  as 
a  man  of  some  genius,  yet  quite  desitute  of  re- 
sources within  himself  to  support  hia  borrowed 
dignity,  he  dwindled  into  a  paltry  exciseman, 
and  alunk  out  the  rest  of  his  insignificant  es- 
istence  in  the  meanest  of  pursuits,  and  among 
the  vilest  of  manJdnd." 

In  your  illustrious  hands.  Sir,  permit  me  to 
lodge  my  disavowal  ond  defiance  of  lieae  alan- 
derona  falsehoods.  Bukhs  was  a  poor  man  from 
birth,  and  an  esciaeman  by  necessity:  but  I 
wUl  aay  it !  the  sterling  of  hia  honest  worth,  no 
poverty  could  debase,  and  his  independent 
British  mind,  oppression  might  bend,  but  could 
not  subdue.  Have  not  I,  to  me,  a  more  preoious 
stake  in  my  country's  welfare  than  the  richeat 
dulcedom  in  it  ?— I  have  a  large  family  of  chil- 
dren, and  the  prospect  of  many  more.  I  have 
threo  sons,  who,  I  see  already,  have  brought 
into  the  world  souls  ill  qualified  to  inhabit  the 
bodies  of  SLAVKa,— Can  I  look  tamely  on,  and 
see  any  machination  to  wreat  from  them  the 
birthright  of  my  boys, — tlie  little  independent 
Ebitokb,  in  whose  veins  runs  my  own  blood? — 
No  !  I  will  not !  should  my  heart's  blood  stream 
around  my  attempt  to  defend  it ! 

Does  any  man  tell  me,  that  my  full  efforts 
can  be  of  no  service  ;  and  that  it  does  not  be- 
long to  my  humble  station  to  meddle  with  the 

I  can  tell  him,  that  it  is  on  such  individuals 
as  I,  that  a  nation  has  to  rest,  both  for  the 
hand  of  support,  and  the  eye  of  intelligence. 
The  uninformed  mob  may  swell  a  nation'L  bulk ; 
and  the  titled,  tinsel,  courtly  throng,  may  be  its 
feathered  ornament;  but  the  number  of  those 
who  are  elevated  enough  in  life  to  reason  and  to 
reflect;  yet  low  enough  to  keep  clear  of  the 
venal  contagion  of  a  court! — these  are  a  nation's 
strength. 

I  know  not  how  to  apolo^ze  for  the  imperti- 
nent length  of  this  epistle  ;  but  one  small  re- 
quest I  must  ask  of  you  further — when  jou  have 
hononted  this  letter  with  a  perusal,  please  to 


commit  it  to  the  flames.  Bukns,  in  whose  be- 
half you  have  ao  generously  interested  yourself, 
I  have  here  in  hia  native  oolonrs  drawn  atheU 
but  should  any  of  the  people  in  whose  hands  i 
the  very  bread  he  eate,  get  the  least  knowledge 
of  the  picture,  it  ^could  ruin  the  poor  n 

My  poems  having  juat  come  out  in  another 

edition,  I  beg  leave  to  present  you  with  a  copy, 

as  a  small  mark  of  that  high  esteem  and  ardent 

gratitude,  with  which  I  have  the  honour  to  be. 

Sir, 

Yoi 


TO  EGBERT  AINSLIE,   BS 

"Uplnilsa',  by  the  light  o'lhB  moon, "wast 
a  Scnlliah  air,  lo  which  the  devil  dmcaU  n 
tches  of  Fife,  on  Magaa  Moorj  ae  repnrtud  bj 


April  26,  179: 

lie,  and  that  is  the  reason,  why  I  take  up  the 
pen  to  you;  'tis  the  nearest  way  [pTobatwn  est) 
to  recover  my  spirits  again. 

I  received  your  last,  and  was  much  en 
tained  with  it ;  but  I  will  not  at  this  time,  noj 
any  other  time,  answer  it — Answer  a  letter !  I 
never  could  answer  a  letter  in  my  life ! — I  have 
written  many  a  letter  in  return  for  letters  I 
have  received ;  but  then — they  were  original 
matter — spurt-away!  zig  here,  sag  there; 
if  the  devil  that,  my  Grannie  (an  old  woman 
deed)  often  told  me,  rode  on  will-o'-wisp,  or 
her  more  classic  phrase,  Sfuneie,  were  looking 
over  my  elbow. — Happy  thought  that  idea  has 
engendered  in  my  head!  Spunkie— thou  ehalt 
henceforth  be  my  symbol  signature,  and  tutelary 
genius!  Like  thee,  hap-step-and-lowp,  here- 
awa-there-awa,  higglety-pigglety,  pell-mell, 
hither-and-yon,  ram-stam,  happy-go-lucky,  up- 
tails-a'  -by-  the-ligh  t-o'-the-m  eon, — h  as  b  oen , 
and  shall  be,  my  progress  through  the  mos 
and  moors  of  this  vile,  bleak,  barren  wilderness 
of  a  life  of  ours. 

Come  then,  my  guardian  spirit,  like  thee  may 
I  skip  away,  amusing  myself  by  and  at  my  own 
light :  and  if  any  opaque-souled  lubber  of  man- 
kind complain  that  my  elfine,  lambent,  glim 
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rous  wincicrings  have  mialed  iis  stupid  stepa 
:r  precipices,  or  into  boga,  let  tlie  tJiickheaded 
Ilect,  that  he  is  not  Spuheie  ; 


1  have  no  doutt  but  scholarcraft  may  ie 
caught,  as  a  Scotchman  catches  the  itch, — hj 
ftioti  'n  How  else  can  jou  account  for  it  that 
b  nb  kheada,  by  mere  dint  of  Sanrffin^biAs 
g    n         wise  that  eyen  they 

q     lly      OTinced  of 
p    t         I  onoe  carried  this  piiilosophy  to  that 
d  th  t  in  a  knot  of  country  folks  who  had 

a  lib      y  amongst  them,  aad  who,  to  the  h>nour 

f  Ih  good  sense,  made  mo  factotum  m  tie 
h  one  of  our  members,  a  little,  wise- 

1  1.  g  quat,  upright,  jabbering  body  of  a 
tail  I  adiiaed  Mm,  instead  of  turning  over 
the  leaves,  to  bind  the  book  on  Ms  back. — Jonnnie 
took  the  hint;  and  as  onr  raeetinga  were  every 
fourth  Saturday,  and  Pricklouse  having  a  good 


milefj 


falk  ii 


i,  of  c 


another  in  returning,  Bodkin  t 
hia  hand  on  some  heavy  quarto,  or  ponderous 
folio,  with,  and  under  which,  wrapt  up  in  hia 
gray  plaid,  he  grew  wiae,  as  he  grew  weary,  all 
the  way  home.  He  carried  tbis  so  far,  that  an 
old  musty  Hebrew  concordance,  which  we  had 
in  a  present  from  a  neighbouring  priost,  by  mere 
dint  of  applying  it,  as  doctora  do  a  blistering 
piaster,  between  hia  ehouldera,  Sdtch,  in  a  dozen 
pilgrimages,  acquired  as  much  rational  theology 
as  the  said  priest  had  done  by  forty  years  pe- 
rusal of  the  pagea. 

Tell  me,  and  tell  me  truly,  what  you  think  of 
this  theory. 

Sphnkib. 


TO   MISS   KENNEDY. 


Co  the  ] 


>!  Mosi 


9l.l 


Madam, 

Permit  me  to  present  you  with  the  enclosed 

song  as  a  small  though  grateful  tribute  for  the 

honour  of  your  afiquaintance.   I  have,  in  these 

verses,  attempted  some  fiint  sitetohes  of  your 


portrait  in  tie  un embellished  siiBple  manner  of 
descriptive  teuth. — Flattery,  I  leave  to  your 
LovBKs,  whose  einggeratlng  fancies  may  make 
them  imagine  you  sill!  nearer  perfection  than 
yon  really  are. 

Poets,  Madam,  of  all  mankind,  feel  most  for- 
cibly the  powers  of  beauty;  as,  if  they  are 
really  poets  of  nature's  making,  their  feelings 
must  be  liner,  and  their  taste  more  Jelicate  than 
most  of  the  world.  In  the  cheerful  bloom  of 
spBjBO,  or  the  pensive  mildness  of  atjtcub  ;  the 
grandeur  of  summeE,  or  the  hoary  majesty  of 
WINTER,  the  poet  feels  a  charm  unknown  to  the 
rest  of  his  species.  Even  the  sight  of  a  fine 
fltwer,  or  the  company  of  a  fine  woman  (by  far 
the  finest  part  of  God's  works  below),  have  sen- 
sations for  tie  poetic  heart  that  the  qebii  of 
man  aro  strangers  to. — On  this  last  account, 
Madam,  I  am,  as  in  many  other  things,  indebt- 
ed to  Mr.  Hamilton's  kindness  in  introducing 
me  to  you.  Your  lovers  may  view  you  with  a 
wish,  I  look  on  yon  with  pleasure ;  their  hearts, 
in  your  presence,  may  glow  with  desire,  mine 
rises  with  admiration. 

That  the  arrows  of  misfortune,  however  they 
should,  as  incident  to  humanity,  glance  a  alight 
wound,  may  never  reach  your  heart — that  the 
snares  of  villaay  may  never  beset  you  in  the 
road  of  life — that  inhocknce  may  hand  you  by 
the  path  of  honoub  to  the  dwelling  of  peice,  is 
the  sincere  wish  of  him  who  has  the  honour  to 


be,  & 


[ThB  ■ 


B.  I 


CCLVIII. 
TO   MR,    THOMSON. 


June,  1798. 
Whew  I  tell  you,  my  dear  Sir,  that  a  friend 
of  mine  in  whom  I  am  much  intereated,  has  fall- 
en a  sacrifice  to  these  accursed  times,  you  will 
easily  allow  that  it  might  unhinge  me  for  doing 
any  good  among  ballads.  My  own  loss  as  to 
pecuniary  matters  is  trifling ;  but  the  total  ruin 
of  a  much-loved  friend  is  a  loss  indeed.  Par- 
don my  seeming  inattention  to  your  last  com- 


I  cannot  alter  the  disputed  lines  in  the  "  Mill 
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Mill,  01'"  What  you  tMnk  a  clefoot,  I  es 
as  a  positire  beauty ;  so  jou  see  how  doctors 
differ.  I  shall  now,  with  as  much  alacrity  as  I 
can  mnster,  go  on  with  your  commands. 

You  know  Frazer,  lie  hautboy-player  in 
Edialiurgh — -he  is  here,  instructing  a  band  of 
music  for  a  feneible  corps  quartered  in  this 
county.  Among  many  of  hia  airs  that  please 
me,  there  is  one,  well  knowu  as  a  reel,  by  the 
name  of  "  The  Quaker's  Wife  ;"  and  which,  I 
remember,  a  grand-aunt  of  mine  used  to  sing, 
by  the  name  of  "Liggeram  Cosh,  ray  bonnie 
wee  lasa."  Mr.  Frazer  plays  it  slow,  and  with 
an  expression  that  quite  charms  me.  I  became 
a-ach  an  enthusiast  about  it,  that  I  made  a  song 
for  it,  which  I  here  sabjoin,  and  enclose  Fra- 
zer'a  act  of  the  tune.  If  they  hit  your  fancy, 
they  are  at  yonr  service  ;  if  not,  return  me  the 
tune,  and  I  will  put  it  in  Johnson's  Museum.  I 
think  the  song  is  not  in  my  worst  manner, 

Blythe  hae  I  heea  on  you  hill.^ 

I  shoold  wish  to  hear  how  this  pleases  you. 


TO   MB.   TH0M8 


ihex 


aaflly  oi 


June  25(ft,  1793. 
Have  you  ever,  my  dear  Sir,  felt  your  bosom 
ready  to  burst  with  indignation,  on  reading  of 
those  mighty  villains  who  divide  kingdoms,  de- 
solate provinces,  and  lay  nations  waste,  out  of 
the  wantonness  of  ambition,  or  often  from  still 
more  ignoble  passions?  In  a  mood  of  this  kind 
to-day  I  recollected  the  air  of  "Logan  Water," 
and  it  occurred  to  me  that  its  querulous  melody 
probably  had  its  origin  from  the  plaintive  indig- 
nation of  some  swelHug,  suffering  heart,  fired 
at  the  tyrannic  strides  of  some  public  destroyer, 
and  overwhelmed  with  private  distress,  the  con- 
sequenee  of  a  country's  ruin.      If  I  have  done 


"  Tho  I 


le  thiid  SDd  lorn 


anything  at  all  like  jus 
following  Bong,  composed  ii 


my  elbow-ohair,  ought 


O  Logan,  sweetly  didst  thou  glide.' 

Do  you  know  the  following  beautiful  little 
fragment,  in  Wotherspoon's  collection  of  Scots 
songs  V 

A\y~"  HaghU  Graham." 
"Oh  gin  my  love  were  jon  red  rose, 
That  grows  upon  the  castle  wa' ; 
And  I  mysel'  a  drap  o'  dew. 
Into  her  bonnie  breast  to  fa' ! 

"  Oh  there,  beyond  eipression  blest, 
I'd  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  night, 
Seal'd  on  her  ailk-saft  faulda  to  rest, 
Till  flej'd  awa  by  Phtebus  light !" 

This  thought  is  inexpressibly  beautiful ; 
quite,  so  far  aa  I  know,  original.  It  is  too  short 
for  a  song,  elao  I  would  forswear  you  altogether 
unless  you  gave  it  a  place.  I  have  often  tried 
to  eke  a  stania  to  it,  but  in  vain.  After  ba- 
lancing myself  for  a  musing  five  minutes,  on  the 
hind  legs  of  my  elbow-chair,  I  produced  the  fol- 
lowing. 

The  verses  are  far  inferior  to  the  foregoing,  I 
frankly  confess  r  but  if  worthy  of  insertion  at 
all,  they  might  be  first  in  place  ;  as  every  poet 
who  knows  anything  of  his  trade,  will  husbani 
his  best  thoughts  for  a  concluding  stroke. 


Oh 


my  love  yon  lilae  fair, 
Wi'  purple  blossoms  to  the  spring; 
id  I  a  bird  to  shelter  there. 
When  wearied  on  my  little  wing  ! 


But  I  wad  sing  on  wanton  wing, 
When  youthfu'  May  its  hloom  renewed.' 
R.  B, 
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aR.    THOMSON 


Myd 


bSib, 


Jubjtd,  1793. 


I  HAYE  just  fiiuslied  tte  following  ballad,  and, 
.3  I  do  think  it  in  my  beat  style,  I  send  it  you. 
Mr.  Clnrkc,  wbo  wrote  dotra  the  air  from  Mrs. 
ns's  wood-note  wild,  is  very  fond  of  it,  and 
has  given  it  a  celebrity  by  teaching  it  to  some 
young  ladies  of  tlie  first  fashion  here.  If  you 
lot  like  the  air  enough  to  give  it  a  place  ia 
your  colleelioQ,  please  return  it.  The  song  jou 
may  keep,  as  I  remember  it. 


There  w 


i,  and  she  w 


J  fair.  I 


have  some  thoughts  of  inserting  in  yonr 
index,  or  in.  my  cotes,  the  names  of  the  fair  ones, 
the  themes  of  my  songs.     I  do  not  mean  the 

le  a.t  full;  but  dashes  or  asterisms,  so  as 
ingenuity  may  find  them  out. 

'he  heroine  of  the  foregoing  is  Miss  M'Mnrdo, 
daughter  to  Mr.  M'Murdo,  of  Drumlanrig,  one 
of  your  subscribers.  I  have  not  painted  her  in 
the  rank  which  she  holds  in  life,  but  in  the  dress 
and  character  of  a  cottager.  R.  B. 


CCLXr. 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


willlODt 


oiiE3,l 


iproprlety,  payni 


It  for 


July,  1798. 
E  you,  my  dear  Sir,  that  you  truly 
hurt  mo  witi  your  pecuniary  parcel.  It  de- 
grades me  in  my  own  eyes.  However,  to  return 
ir  of  afl'ectation ;  but,  as  to  any 
more  traffic  of  that  debtor  and  creditor  kind,  I 
wear  by  that  HONona  which  crowns  the  up- 
ight  statue  of  Robert  Bdrns's  iNTEOEiir — 
mthe  leastmotionof  it,  I  will  indignantly  Epum 
the  bypast  transacUon,  and  from  fb&t  moment 
ommenoe  endre  stranger  to  you  1  Buhns's  cha- 
noter  for  generosity  of  sentiment  and  indepen- 

I  S"iig  CXCVIll. 


denoe  of  mind,  will,  I  trust,  long  outlive  any 
of  his  wants  wliioh  fJio  cold  unfeeling  ore  can 
supply ;  at  least,  I  will  take  care  that  such  a 
character  he  shall  deserve. 

Thank  you  for  my  copy  of  your  publication. 
Never  did  my  eyes  behold  in  any  musical  work 
Buoh  elegance  and  correctness.  Tour  preface, 
too,  is  admirably  written,  only  your  partiality 
to  me  has  made  yon  say  too  much :  however,  it 
will  bind  me  down  to  double  every  effort  in  the 
future  progress  of  the  work.  The  following 
are  a  few  remarlis  on  tlic  songs  in  the  list  you 
sent  me.  I  never  copy  what  I  writ*  to  you,  so 
I  may  bo  often  tautological,  or  perhaps  contra^ 
diotcry. 

"  The  Flowers  o'  iJio  Forest,"  is  charming  as 
a  poem,  and  should  be,  and  must  be,  set  to  the 
notes;  but,  though  out  of  your  role,  the  three 
stanzas  beginning, 

are  worthy  of  a  place,  were  it  but  to  immortal- 
ize the  author  of  them,  who  is  an  old  lady  of 
my  acquaintance,  and  at  this  moment  living  in 
Edinburgh.  She  is  a  Mrs.  Cockbum,  I  forget 
of  what  place,  but  from  Rosburghshire.'  What 
a  charming  apostrophe  is 

I'  O  fickie  fortune,  why  Uiia  crnel  sporliiig, 
W^hy  tliuB  porplei  ua,  poor  oonB  of  a  day  t" 

The  old  ballad,  "  I  wish  I  were  whore  Helen 
lias,"  is  silly  to  contemptibility.  My  alteration 
of  it,  in  Joliuson's,  is  not  much  better.  Mr. 
Pinkerton,  in  his,  what  he  calls,  ancient  ballads 
(many  of  them  notorious,  though  beautiful 
enough,  forgeries),  has  the  best  set.  It  is  full 
of  his  own  interpolations — but  no  matter. 

In  my  next  I  will  suggest  to  your  considera- 
tion a  few  songs  which  may  have  escaped  your 
hurried  notice.  In  the  meantime  allow  me  to 
congratulate  you  now,  as  a  brother  of  the  quill. 
You  have  committed  your  character  and  fame, 
which  will  now  be  tried,  for  ages  to  come,  by 
the  illustrious  jury  of  the  Sons  and  Bauqh- 
TEBs  OF  Taste— all  whom  poesy  can  please  or 

Being  a  bard  of  nature,  I  have  some  preten- 
^ons  to  second  sight ;  and  I  am  warranted  by 
the  spirit  to  foretell  and  affirm,  that  your  great- 
grand-child  will  holdnp  your  volumes,  and  say, 
with  honest  pride,  "  This  so  much  admired  se- 
lectioQ  was  the  work  of  my  ancestor!" 

R.  B. 


■e  Mrs.  Pall 


ck  Cockl 


in,  of  Ora 
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CCLXII. 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


[Stephen  Clarke,  w 
had  a  high  opinion  of  I 


r»0 


Auguat,  1793. 
Ml  DEAR  Thomson, 
T  BOTiD  tlie  pen  for  our  JHend  Clarke,  wlio  : 
present  ia  studying  the  music  of  the  spheres  : 
my  elbow.  The  Georginm  feidns  he  thmlf! 
rather  out  of  time ;  so,  until  he  rectify  that 
matter,  he  cannot  stoop  to  terrcBtria!  nffatra 

He  sends  you  sis  of  the  Tondean  ■'uhjecth    vaA 
if  more  are  wanted,  he   says  you   ahull  have 

Confound  your  long  stairs  ! 


cci.xni. 
TO  MR.   THOMSON. 


IB  of  that  faatastio  fiddlei.J 


August,  17''3 
TouB  objection,  my  dear  Sir,  to  the  passages 
in  my  song  of  "Logan  Water,"  is  tight  in  one 
instance;  hut  it  is  difficult  to  mend  it:  if  I  can, 
I  will.  The  other  passage  jou  object  to  does 
Dot  appear  in  the  same  light  to  me. 

I  have  tried  my  hand  on  "  Robin  Adair,"  and, 
you  will  probably  think,  with  little  success  i  but 
it  ia  such  a  cursed,  cramp,  out-of-the-way  mea- 
sure, that  I  despair  of  doing  anything  better  to 

While  larta  with  little  wing.' 
So  much  for  namby-pamhy.     I  may,  after  all, 
try  ray  hand  on  it  iu   Scots  verse.     There  I 
always  find  myself  most  at  home. 

I  have  just  put  the  last  hiuid  to  the  soug  I 
meant  for  "  Cauld  kail  in  Aberdeen."  If  it  suita 
yon  to  insert  it,  I  shall  be  pleased,  as  the  hero- 
ine is  a  favourite  of  mine ;  if  not,  I  shall  also 
be  pleased;  because  I  wish,  and  will  be  glad, 
to  ace  you  act  decidedly  on  the  business.  'Tis 
a  tribute  as  a  man  of  taste,  and  aa  an  editor, 
which  you  owe  yourself. 


CCLXIV. 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


land.] 

August,  1733. 
Teat  crinkum-crankum  tune,  "  Robin  Adair," 
has  run  so  in  my  head,  and  I  succeeded  so  iU  in 
ray  lu-t  attempt,  that  I  have  ventured,  in  this 
moramg's  walk,  one  essay  more.  Tou,  my  dear 
Sir,  will  remember  an  unfortunate  part  of 
worthi  friend  Cunningham's  story,  which  h 
peiied  about  three  years  ago.  That  struck  my 
fancy,  and  I  endeavoured  to  do  the  idea  just 
as  follows : 


Had  I  a 


e  wild  distant  shore." 


By  the  way,  I  have  met  with  a  musical  High- 
lander in  Breadalbane's  Fencibles,  which  are 
quartered  here,  who  assures  me  that  he  well 
remembers  his  mother  singing  Gaelic  songs  to 
both  "Robin  Adair,"  and  " Graramaeliree." 
They  certainly  have  more  of  the  Seotoh  than 
Irish  taste  in  them. 

This  man  comes  from  the  vicinity  of  Inver- 
ne's  so  it  could  not  be  any  intercourse  with 
Ireland  that  could  bring  them ;  except,  what  1 
shrewdly  suspect  to  be  the  case,  the  wandering 
min^trelh,  harpers,  and  pipers,  used  to  go  fre- 
quently errant  tiirough  the  wilds  both  of  Scot- 
land and  Ireland,  and  so  some  favourite  airs 
might  he  common  to  both.  A  ease  in  point — 
they  have  lately,  in  Ireland,  published  an  Irish 
air,  as  they  say,  called  "  Caun  du  delish."  The 
fact  is,  in  a  publication  of  Corri's,  a  great  while 
*go,  you  will  find  the  same  air,  called  a  High- 
land one,  with  a  Graelic  song  set  lo  it.  Its 
name  there,  I  think,  is  "Oran  Gaoil,"  and  a 
fine  air  it  ia.  Do  ask  honeat  Allan  or  the  Rev. 
Gaelic  parson,  about  these  matters. 

R.  B. 


CCLXV. 
TO  MR.  THOMSON. 
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My  e 


B  SiE, 


Aaffttst,  1798. 


"Let  me  in  this  oe  night"  I  will  reconsider. 
I  am  glad  tliat  you  are  pleased  with  my  song, 
"  Had  I  a  cave,"  &e.,  aa  I  iiked  it  myself. 

I  walked  out  yesterday  evening  with  a  Tolume 
of  tlie  Museum  in  my  hand,  when  turning  up 
Han  Water,"  "  What  numbera  shall  the  mnae 
repeat,"  &o.,  as  the  words  appeared  to  me  rather 
(Orthy  of  BO  fine  an  air,  and  recollecting  that 
3  on  your  list,  1  aat  and  raved  under  the 
shade  of  an  old  thorn,  till  I  wrote  one  to  suit 
measure.  I  may  be  wrong;  but  I  think  it 
in  my  worst  style.  You  mnst  inow,  that  in 
moay  s  Tea-table,  where  the  modem  song 
i  appeared,  the  ancient  name  of  the  tune, 
Allan  SIT*",  ifi  "Allan  Water,"  or  "My  love 
Anme's  TPry  bonnie."  Thia  last  has  certainly 
beea  a  lino  of  the  original  song;  so  I  took  up 
idea,  aud,  as  yon  will  see,  have  introduced 
line  in  its  place,  whioli  I  presume  it  formerly 
occupied  i  though  I  likewise  give  you  a  choosing 
line,  if  it  aliould  not  hit  the  cut  of  your  fancy : 

By  Allan  stream  I  chanced  to  roTe.' 

Bravo!  say  I ;  it  ia  ft  good  song.  Shouldyon 
think  50  too  (not  else)  you  can  set  the  muaic  to 
it,  and  let  the  other  follow  aa  English  verses. 

Autumn  ia  my  propitious  season.  1  make 
more  yeraes  in  it  than  all  the  year  else.  God 
bless  you  !  R,  B. 


CCLXVI. 

TO   ME.  THOMSON. 

or  Philadelphia  M'Murdo,  in  v/h 


Is  "Whistle,  and  I'll  e 


jfjour. 


ladmi 


:  to  you,  my  lad," 
t  much  ;   and  yes- 


terday I  set  the  following  verses  to  it.  Urbani, 
am  I  have  met  with  here,  begged  them  of 
.  as  he  admires  the  air  much  ;  but  aa  I  under- 
nd  that  he  looks  with  rather  an  evil  eye  on 
ir  work,  I  did  not  choose  to  comply.  How- 
r,  if  the  song  does  not  suit  your  taate  I  may 


ossibly  a  end  it  him. 
had  in  my  eye,  is  in 

0  whistle,  and  I'll 


o  you,  my  lad.' 


Another  faTOiirite  air  of  mine  is,  "The 
muckin'  o' Geordic's  byre."  When  sung  slow, 
eipresaion,  I  have  wished  (hat  it  had  haJ 
better  poetry ;  that  I  have  endeavoured  to  supply 
as  follows : 

Adown  winding  Nitb  I  did  wander.^ 

Mr.  Clarke  bega  you  to  give  Miss  Phillis  a 
comer  in  year  book,  as  she  is  a  pardcular  Same 
of  his,  and  out  of  compliment  to  him  I  have 
made  the  song.  8he  is  a  Miss  Thillis  M'Murdu, 
sister  to  "  Bonnie  Jean."  They  are  both  pupil,', 
of  hia.  You  shall  hear  from  me,  the  very  tii!': 
grist  I  get  from  my  rhyming-mill. 


CCLXVir. 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


whicli  ouglit  10  be  adopted  in  England."  ButDa  and 
Scott  hnvo  made  Ihe  Scdttisli  lansuoge  popular  over  the 
world.] 

August,  1793. 
That  tune,  "  Cauld  kail,"  is  such  a  favourite 
of  yours,  that  I  once  more  roved  out  yesterday 
for  a  gloamin-shot  at  the  muses  ;  when  the  muse 
that  presides  o'er  the  shores  of  Nith,  or  rather 
my  old  inspiring  dearest  nymph,  Coila,  whis- 
pered me  the  following.  I  have  two  reasons  for 
thinking  that  it  mas  my  early,  sweet  simple  in- 
splrer  that  was  by  my  elbow,  "  smooth  gliding 
without  step,"  and  pouring  the  song  on  my 
glowing  fancy.     In  the  first  place,  since  I  left 


Coila': 


i,  not  a 


3Qt  of    1 


poet 


arisen  to  cheer  her  solitary  n 
catching  inspiration  from  her,   so  I  more  than 
lect  that  she  has  followed  me  hither,  or,  at 
least,  makes  me  occasional  visits  ;  secondly,  the 

stanza  of  thia  song  I  send  you,  is  the  very 
words  that  Coila  taught  me  many  years  ago,  and 
■which  I  set  to  an  old  Soota  reel  in  Johnson's 
Museum. 

Come,  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breast.^ 

If  joa  think  the  above  will  suit  your  idea  of 
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ynoi  favourite  air,  I  shall  l>e  highly  pleased. 
-'  The  last  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor"  I  caanot 
meddle  nith,  as  tnD  mending  it;  and  tlie  musical 
world  have  been  so  long  aoouatomcd  toRamsny'a 
words,  that  a  different  Eong,  though  positively 
superior,  would  not  be  so  well  reoeived.  I  am 
not  fond  of  choruses  to  songs,  SO  I  have  not 
made  one  for  the  foregoing. 


CCLXVIII- 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 
["  Cauld  k;ii]  io  Aberdeen,  and  casloclis  in  S 


oflh 


Now  rosy  May  oc 


i'  flowers.' 


So  much  for  Davie.  The  chorus,  you  know, 
is  to  the  low  part  of  the  tune.  See  Clarke's  set 
of  it  in  the  Museum. 

N.  B.  Ill  the  Museum  they  have  drawled  Ont 
the  tune  to  twelve  lines  of  poetry,  which  ia  ■ — ~ 
nonsense.  Four  lines  of  song,  and  four  of 
chorus,  is  the  way.' 


TO   MISS   CRA 


ealire  1,1  IKem.] 

DiimfTies,  August,  1798. 
Madam, 

Some  rather  unlooked-for  accidents  hive  pre- 
vented my  doing  myself  the  honour  of  a  second 
visit  to  Arbigland,  as  I  was  so  hospitably  in- 
vited, and  BO  positively  meant  to  have  done. — 
However,  I  still  hope  to  have  that  pleasure  be- 
fore the  busy  months  of  harvest  begin. 

I  enclose  you  two  of  my  late  pieces,  as  some 
kind  of  return  for  the  pleasure  I  have  received 
in  perusing  a  certain  MS.  volume  of  poems  in 
the  possession  of  Captain  Riddel.  To  repay  one 
with  an  old  song,  is  a  proverb,  whose  force,  you. 
Madam,  I  know,  will  not  allow.     What  is  said 

I  Song  CCV  i  See  Sijng  LXVH. 


of  iJlnstrions  descent  is,  I  believe,  equally  true 
of  a  talent  for  poetry,  none  ever  despised  it 
had  pretensions  to  it.  The  fates  and  characteris 
of  the  rhyming  tribe  often  emploj  my  thiughtB 
when  I  am  disposed  to  be  melancholy  The 
is  not,  among  all  the  mactyrologief  ihat  ei 
were  penned,  so  rueful  a  narral  ve  a™  the  li\ 
ot  the  poets  — In  the  onmparativi  view 
wretches  the  cnteiion  la  not  what  they  a 
doomed  to  suffer,  buf  how  they  are  termed  to 
bear  Take  a  being  of  our  kind,  give  him  a 
stronger  imagination  and  a  mot  e  delicate  sensi- 
bility, whii.h  between  them  will  ever  engender 
ft  more  ungovernable  set  of  passions  than  are 
the  usual  lot  of  man ;  implant  in  him  an  irre- 
sistible impulse  to  some  idle  vagary,  such  as 
arranging  wild  flowers  in  fantastical  nosegays, 
tracing  the  grasshopper  to  his  haunt  by  his 
chirping  song,  watching  the  frisks  of  the  little 
minnows  in  tlie  sunny  pool,  or  hunting  after  the 
intrigues  of  butterflies  — in  abort, 
adrift  after  some  pursuit  which  shall  eternally 
mislead  him  from  the  paths  of  lucre,  and  yet 
curse  him  with  a  keener  relish  than  any  m; 
living  for  the  pleasures  that  lucre  can  purchas 
lastly,  fill  up  the  measure  of  his  woes  by  be- 
stowing on  him  a  spurning  sense  of  his 
dignity,  and  you  have  created  a  wight  near 
miserable  as  a  poet.  To  yoa,  Madam,  I  need 
not  recount  the  fairy  pleasures  the  muse  bestows 
to  counterbalance  this  catalogue  of  evils.  Be 
witching  poetry  is  like  bewitching  woman  ;  Bh< 
has  in  all  ages  been  accused  of  misleading  man 
kind  from  the  councils  of  wisdom  and  the  path 
of  prudence,  involving  them  in  difficulties 
baiting  them  with  poverty,  branding  them  ynXh 
infamy,  and  plunging  them  in  the  whirlin 
tes  of  ruin;  yet,  where  is  tJie  man  but 
own  that  all  our  happiness  on  earth  is  not  worthy 
the  name — that  even  the  holy  hermit's  solitary 
prospect  of  paradisiacal  bliss  ia  but  the  glitter 
of  a  northern  snn  rising  over 
compared  with  the  many  plea 
less  raptures  that  we  owe  to  the  lovely  queen 
of  the  heart  of  man  I  R.  B. 


CCLXX. 
TO   LADY   OLENCAIRN. 
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und  ThoiD 


pouri  t 
n,] 


I 


My  L\»r, 
The  honour  yon  have  done  jour  poor  p 
writing  Mm  so  very  oWiging  a  letter,  an 
asure  the  enclosed  beautiful  verseH 
given  him,  came  very  seasonably  to  h 
Diid  the  clteerless  gloom  and  sinking  de 
ency  of  diseased  nerves  and  Deeember  we 

Ui  forgetdng  the  family  of  Glencairn,  Heaven 

iiy  witness  with  what  sincerity  I  could  use 

Be  old.  verEes  wMch  please  me  more  in  theii 

rode  simplicity  than  the  most  elegant  lines  I 

"  irthee,  Jorusnlom.  I  forgot, 


My  chief  joy  do  not  581, "— 

When  I  am  tempted  to  do  anything  improper, 
I  dare  not,  beeause  I  look  on  myself  as  account- 
able to  your  ladyship  and  family.  Now  and 
then,  when  X  have  the  honour  to  be  called  to 
the  tables  of  the  great,  if  I  happen  to  meet  with 
any  mortification  from  the  stately  stupidity  of 
lent  squires,  or  the  Insurious  insolence 
of  upstart  nabobs,  I  get  abOTe  the  creatures  by 
calling  to  remembrance  that  I  am  patronized 
by  the  noble  house  of  Glencairn;  and  at  gala- 
s,  such  as  now-year's  day,  a  christening,  or 
the  kirn-night,  when  roypnnoh-bowl  is  brought 
from  ita  dusty  corner  and  filled  up  in  honour  of 
the  occasion,  I  begin  with, — The  Coitntesa  of 
(Slencoim!  Mygnod  worann  with  the  enthusiasm 
of  a  grateful  heart,  nest  cries,  My  Lord !  and 
so  the  toast  goes  on  until  I  end  with  Lady  Hat' 
rieCs  little  angel!  whose  epithalamium  I  have 
pldged  myself  to  write. 

When  I  received  your  ladyship's  letter,  I  was 
Justin  the  aotoftranscribingforyou  some  verses 
I  have  lately  composed  ;  and  meant  to  have  sent 


then 


with  my  late  change  of  life.  I 
my  lord  my  fears  concerning  niy  farm.  Those 
fears  were  indeed  too  true ;  it  is  a  bargain 
would  have  ruined  me,  but  for  the  lucky  circum- 
stance of  my  having  an  excise  commission. 

People  may  talk  as  they  please,  of  the  igno- 
miny of  the  excise  ;  50;.  a  year  will  support  my 
wife  and  children,  and  keep  me  independent  of 
the  world;  and  I  wool d  much  rather  have  it 
Baid  that  my  profession  borrowed  credit  from 
me,  than  that  1  borrowed  credit  from  my  pro- 


Another   advantage   I   have   in   this 

b  3  the  knowledge  it  gives  me  of  the 

ades  of  human  character,  consequently 

g  me  vastly  in  my  poetic  pursuits.      I 

d         most  ardent  enthusiasm  for  the  muses 

h  ody  knew  me,  but  myself,  and  that 

ur       by  no  means  cooled  now  that  my  lord 

s  goodness  has  introduced  me  to  all 

w  Not  that  I  am  in  haste  for  the  press. 

I  have  no  idea  of  publishing,  else  I  certainly 

had  consulted  my  noble  generoug  patron ,  but 

after  acting  the  part  of  an  honest  man,  and 

BUpporting  my  family,   my  whole  wishe"    and 

views  are  direeteti  to  poetic  pursuits      I  am 

snare  that  though  I  were  to  give  performani.es 

f )  the  world  superior  to  my  former  works   "till 

if  they  were  of  the  same  kind  with  those,  the 

comparative  reception  they  would  meet  with 

would  mortify  me.     I  have  turned  my  thoughts 

on  the  drama.  I  do  not  mean  the  stately  buskin 

of  the  tragic  mvise. 

Does  not  your  ladyship  think  tli at  an  Edin- 
burgh theatre  would  be  more  amused  with  affeo- 
tation,  folly,  and  whim  of  true  Scottish  growth, 
than  manners  which  by  far  the  greatest  part 
of   the    auiiience   can  only   know   at    second 

I  have  the  honour  to  be. 

Your  ladyship's  ever  devoted 
And  grateful  humble  servant. 


CCLXXI. 
TO   MR.  THOMSON. 


tyfor 


^al  Inleni 
er  ofhiB  ] 


riBhl  qf  1.1 
ye»™.l 

Sept.  1798. 

Yon  may  readily  tmst,  my  dear  Sir,  that  any 
exertion  in  my  power  is  heartily  at  your  service. 
But  one  thing  I  must  hint  to  you;  the  very 
name  of  Peter  Pindar  is  of  great  service  to  your 
publication,  so  get  a  verse  from  him  now  and 
then  ;  though  I  have  no  objection,  as  well  as  I 
can,  to  bear  the  burden  of  the  business. 

You  know  that  my  j.retensions  to  musical 
taste  are  merely  a  few  of  nature's  instincts, 
untaught  and  untutored  by  art  For  this  rea- 
son, many  musical  compositions,  particularly 
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where  much  of  the  merit  lies  in  oounter point, 
however  they  maj  transport  and  ravish  the  ei 
of  your  connoisseurs,  affect  my  simple  lag 
otherwise  than  merely  as  melodious  din.     i 
tho  other  hand,  by  way  of  amends,  I  am  ( 
lighted  with  many  little  melodies,  whith  the 
learned  musician  despises  as  silly  and  insipid. 
1  do  not  know  whether  the  old  air  "Hey  tu 
taitie,"  may  rank  among  this  number ;  but  i 
I  know  that,   with  Frazer's  haut-bny,  it 
often  filled  my  eyes  with   tears.     There  i: 
tradition,  wMchl  have  met  with  in  manypla 
u  Scotland,  that  it  was  Robert  Brace's  march 
St  the  battle  of  Bannockburn.     This  thought, 
in  yesternight's  evening  walk,  warmed  me 
pitch  of  enthusiasm  on  the  theme  of  liberty  and 
independence,  which  I  threw  into  a  kinf 
Scottish  ode,  fitted  tji  tho  air,  that  one  might 
suppose  to  be  the  gallant  Royal  Scot's  address 
to  his  heroic  followers  on  the  eventful  morning. 

Scots,  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled.' 

So  may  God  ever  defend  the  cause  of  truth 
and  liberty,  as  he  did  that  day '.   Amen. 

P.S.  I  showed  the  air  lo  Urbani,  who 
highly  pleased  with  it,  and  begged  me  to  make 
soft  versea  for  it;  but  I  had  no  idea  of  giving 
myself  any  trouble  on  the  subject,  till  the  I 
dental  recollection  of  that  glorious  atrnggle  for 
freedom,  associated  with  tlie  glowing  ideas  of 
some  other  struggles  of  t^e  same  nature,  not 
quite  so  ancient,  roused  my  rlijming  ma 
Clarke's  set  of  the  tune,  with  his  baas,  you  Will 
find  in  the  Museum,  though  I  am  afraid  tliat 
the  air  is  not  what  will  entitle  it  to  a  plac 
yonr  elegant  selection.  E.  1 


TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


[This 


le  H^lilacds.] 

Sept.  1793. 
I  DABE  say,  my  dear  Sir,  that  you  will  begin 
to  think  my  correspondence  is  persecution.  No 
matter,  I  can't  help  it;  a  ballad  is  my  hobby- 
horse, which,  though  otherwise  a  simple  sort 
of  harmless  idiotical  beast  enough,  has  yet  this 
blessed  headstrong  property,  that  when  once  it 

1  Son?  CCVlt.  3  Sons  CCVIII. 


has  fairly  made  off  with  a  hapless  wight,  it  gels 
so  enamoured  with  the  tinkle-gingle,  tinl 
gingle  of  its  own  belJ'J.  that  it  is  sure  to 
poor  pilgarliek,  the  bedlam  jockey,  quite  be- 
yonil  any  useful  point  or  post  in  the  common 

The  following  song  I  have  compose d  for 
"  Oran-gauil,"  the  Highland  air  that,  ynii  tell 
me  in  your  last,  you  have  resolved  to  give  a 
place  to  in  your  book.  I  have  this  momoni 
finished  the  song,  so  you  have  it  glowing  from 
the  mint.     If  it  suit  you,  well  !^If  not,  'tis  also 

Behold  the  hour,  the  boat  arrive ! 


ccLxxrir. 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 

«ong,  which  ppca  end  ioueLcUi.8  would  dg  well  to  rP= 
and  consldBr.] 

Sept.  1793. 

I  HAVE  received  your  list,  my  dear  Sir,  am 
here  go  my  observations  on  it." 

"Down  tie  burn,  Davie."  I  have  this  mo 
mcnt  tried  an  alteration,  leaving  out  the  last 
half  of  the  third  sUnza,  and  the  first  half  of  the 
last  stanza,  thus; 

As  down  the  bum  they  took  their  way. 

And  thro'  the  flowery  dale  ; 
His  cheek  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay. 

And  love  was  aye  the  tale. 
With  "Mary,  when  shall  we  return. 

Sic  pleasure  to  renew !" 
Quoth  Mary,  "  Love,  I  like  the  bum. 

And  aye  shall  follow  you."^ 

"  Thro'  the  wood,  laddie"— I  am  decidedly  of 
opinion  that  boti  in  tiis,  and  "  There'll  never 
be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame,"  the  second  or 
high  part  of  the  tune  being  a  repetition  of  tho 
an  octave  higher,  is  only  for  instru- 
mental music,  and  would  be  much  better  omit- 
ted in  singing, 

'  Cowden-knowes."   Remember  in  yourindes    ! 
tJiat  the  song  in  pure  English  to  this  tune,  be- 
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■s  tiio : 


■oduetlon  of  Crawfiird.    Robert  h 


i-chair,  by  way  of  calling 
s  my  pen  goea 


■  Laddie,  lie  near  me,"  must  lio  by  me  for 
le  time.  I  do  not  know  the  air ;  and  outil  I 
complete  master  of  a  tuno,  in  my  own  singing 
(Buch  aa  it  is),  I  can  never  compose  for  it.  My 
way  is  ;  I  consider  tie  poetic  sentiment  corre- 
spondent to  my  idea  of  tlie  musical  expression ; 
:n  choose  my  theme ;  T)egin  one  stanza ;  when 
A  is  composed,  which  is  generally  the  moat 
difficult  part  of  the  business,  I  walk  out,  sit 
down  now  and  then,  look  out  for  objects  of  na- 
bure  around  me  that  are  in  unison  and  harmony 
with  the  cogitations  of  my  fancy,  and  workings 
of  my  bosom  ;  humming  every  now  and  then  the 
with  the  yecses  I  have  framed.  When  I  feel  my 
ie  beginning  to  jade,  I  retire  to  the  solitary 
fiie-side  of  my  study,  and  there  commit  my  effu- 
is  to  paper;  swinging  at  intervals  On  tiie 
hind-legs  of  my  elbo* 
forth  my  own  critical 

Seriously,  this,  at  home,  is  almost  invaii- 
ably  my  way. 
What  cursed  egotism ! 

"CHI  Morioe"  I  am  for  leaving  out.  It  is  a 
plaguy  length ;  the  air  itself  is  never  sung ;  and 
its  place  can  well  be  supplied  by  one  or  two 
songs  for  fine  airs  that  are  not  in  your  list — for 
instance  "  Craigiebum-wood"  and  "  Itoj's  wife." 
The  first,  beside  its  intrinsic  merit,  has  novelty, 
and  the  last  has  high  merit  as  well  as  great 
celebrity.  I  have  the  original  words  of  a  song 
for  the  last  air,  in  the  handwriting  of  the  lady 
who  composed  it ;  and  they  are  superior  to  any 
edition  of  the  song  which  the  public  has  yet 

"  Highland  laddie."     The  old  set  will  please 

mere  Scotch  ear  beat    and  the  new  an  Italian 

3d  one.     There  is  a  third   and  what  Oswald 

calls  the  old  "  Highland  laddie     which  pka'.eB 

called  "  Ginglin  Johnnie  it  bein^  the  air  of  in 
old  humorous  tawdry  s  ng  of  that  name  lou 
will  find  it  in  the  Museum  '  I  hae  bien  at 
Crookieden,"  &c.  I  wjuld  adMae  you  in  the 
musical  quandary,  to  offer  up  your  prayers  to 
(he  muses  for  inspinng  direction  and  in  the 
meantime,  waiting  for  tliis  direction,  bestew  a 
libation  to  Bacchus ;  and  there  is  not  a  doubt 
but  you  will  hit  on  a  judicious  choice,     Proba~ 


"Auld  Sir  Simon"  I  must  beg  you  to  leave 
out,  and  put  in  its  place  "  The  Quaker's  wife." 

"  Blythe  hae  I  been  on  yon  hill,"^  is  one  of 
the  finest  songs  ever  I  made  in  my  life,  and,  be- 
sides, is  composed  on  a  young  lady,  positively 
the  most  beautiful,  lovely  woman  in  the  world 
As  I  purpose  giving  you  the  names  and  desig- 
nations of  all  my  heroines,  to  appear  in  some 
future  edition  of  your  work,  perhaps  half  a 
century  hence,  you  must  certainly  include  "  The 
bonniest  lass   in  a'  the  warld,"   in  your  col- 

"  Dainty  Davie"  I  have  heard  sung  nineteen 
thousand  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  times, 
and  always  with  the  chorus  to  the  low  part  of 
the  tune ;  and  nothing  has  surprised  me  so 
much  as  your  opinion  on  tliis  subject.  If  it  will 
not  suit  as  I  proposed,  we  will  lay  two  of  the 
stanzas  together,  and  then  make  the  chorus  fol- 
low, eiactly  as  Lucky  Nancy  in  the  Museum. 

"  Fee  him,  father :"  I  enclose  yon  Eraser's 
set  of  this  tunc  when  he  plays  it  slow:  in  fact 
he  makes  it  the  language  of  despair.  I  shall 
here  give  you  two  stanzas,  in  that  style,  merely 
to  try  if  it  will  be  any  improvement.  Were  it 
possible,  in  singing,  to  give  it  half  the  pathos 
which  Praier  givea  it  in  playing,  it  would  make 
an  admirably  pathetic  song.  I  do  not  give 
these  verses  for  any  merit  tiey  have.  I  com- 
posed them  at  the  time  in  which  "  Patie  Allan's 
mither  died — that  was  about  the  back  o'  mid- 
night ;"  and  by  the  lee-aide  of  a  bowl  of  punch, 
which  had  overset  every  mortal  in  company  ei- 
cept  the  hautboia  and  the  muse. 


Thou  haat  left  m 


p,  Jamie.' 


"  Jockie  and  Jenny"  I  would  discard,  and  in 
ila  place  would  put  "  There's  nae  luck  about 
the  htuse  "'  which  has  a  very  pleasant  air,  and 
wl  i-h  is  positively  the  finest  love-ballad  in  that 
style  in  the  Scottish,  or  perhaps  in  any  other 
language  "When  she  came  ben  she  bobbit," 
aa  an  air  is  more  beautiful  than  either,  and  in 
the  andante  way  would  unite  willi  ft  charming 
senbmentil  ballad. 

Saw  ye  my  father  ?"  is  one  of  my  greatest 
favturites.  The  evening  bcforelast,  I  wandered 
ont,  and  began  a  tender  song,  in  what  I  think 
ia  its  native  style.  I  must  premise  that  the  old 
way,  and  the  way  to  give  most  efi'ect,  is  to  have 
no  starting  note,  aa  the  fiddlers  call  it,  but  to 

3  Song  CCIX. 
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burst  at  once  into  tlie  pathos.     Every  country 
yirl  sings  "  Saw  yc  my  father  t"  &o. 

My  song  ta  but  just  begun ;  and  I  should  like, 
liefore  I  proceed,  to  know  your  opinion  of  it.  ' 
[  have  sprinkled  it  with  the  Scottish  dialect, 
l)Ut  it  may  be  easily  turned,  into  correct  Eng- 
lish.' ' 

"Todlin  hatue,"  Urbani  mentioned  an  idea  ' 
of  liis,  which  haa  long  been  mine,  tliat  this  air 
is  highly  suaceptiblo  of  pathos  ;  aocordingly, 
you  will  soon  hear  him  at  your  concert  try  it 
to  a  song  of  mine  in  the  Museum,  "Ye  bjmks 
and  braes  o'  boniiie  Doon."  One  aong  more  and 
I  have  done;  "Auld  lang  syne."  The  air  is 
but  mediocre;  but  the  following  song,  the  old 
song  of  the  olden  times,  and  which  has  uevev 
been  io  print,  nor  even  in  manuscript,  until  I 
took   it  down  from   an  old  maa's  singiug,   is 

Now,  I  suppose,  I  have  tried  your  patience 
fairly.  Tou  must,  after  all  is  over,  have  a 
cumber  of  ballads,  properly  so  called.  ■'  Gil 
Morice,"  "Tranent  Muir,"  " itfacphersoii's fare- 
well," "  Battle  of  SheiTlff-muir,"  or,  "  We  ran, 
and  they  ran,"  (I  know  the  author  of  thia  charm- 
ing ballad,  and  his  history,)  "  Hardiltuute," 
"  Barbara  Allan"  (I  can  furnish  a  finer  set  of 
this  tune  than  any  that  has  yet  appeared  ;)  and 
besides  do  you  know  tliat  I  really  have  the  old 
tune  to  which  '■  The  cherry  and  the  slae"  was 
aung,  and  which  ia  meationed  as  a  well-known 
air  in  "Scotland's  Complaiot,"  a  book  published 
before  poor  Mary's  days  ?'  It  was  then  called 
"  The  banks  of  Helicon  ;"  an  old  poem  which 
Pinkerton  has  brought  to  light.  You  will  £ce 
all  this  in  Tytler's  history  of  Scottish  music. 
The  tune,  to  a  learned  car,  may  have  no  great 
merit ;  but  it  is  a  great  curiosity.  I  have  a 
good  many  original  things  of  this  kind, 

R.  B. 


en,  hyallaiDgers 


IB.] 


CCLXXIV. 

TO   MR.   THOMSON. 

[Bums  liBLenad  loo  readily  lo  Ihn  suggestion  of  Thorn 


happy,  my  dear  Sir,  that  my  ode  pleases 
you  so  much.  Your  idea,  "honour's  bed,"  is, 
though  a  beautiful,  a  hajjknejed  idea;  so,  if 
you  please,  we  will  lot  the  lino  stand  as  it  is. 
I  have  altered  the  song  as  follows:—' 

N.  B.    I  have  borrowed  the  last  stania  from 
the  common  stall  edition  of  Wallace— 
"  A  f»lse  UEurper  sinks  in  every  foe. 
And  liljerty  rolutna  with  every  blow. 

A  couplet  worthy  of  Homer.  Yesterday  yon 
had  enough  of  my  correspondence.  The  post 
goes,  and  my  head  aches  miserably.  One  com- 
fort !  I  suffer  so  much,  juat  now,  in  this  world, 
for  last  night's  joviality,  that  I  sliall  escape 
scot-i^ee  for  it  in  the  world  to  come.     Amen. 


TO   Mil.   THOMSON. 


■juzy  of  li 


IS.] 


Sfptemler,  1793. 
"Who  shall  decide  when  doctors  disagree!" 
My  ode  pleases  me  so  much  that  I  cannot  alter 
it.  Your  proposed  alterations  would,  in 
opinion,  make  it  tame.  I  am  exceedingly  obliged 
to  yon  for  putting  me  on  reconsidering  it,  a 
think  I  have  much  improved  it.  Instead  of 
"Bodger!  hero!"    I  will  have  it  "Caledonia 


the  world,  some  way  or  othei 
hurt  me,  should  you  leave it< 


shall  go  as  i 
3t  in  the  least 
altogether 


adhere  to  jourfirst  intention  of  adopting  Logan's 

I  have  finished  my  song  to  "Saw  ye  my  fa- 
ther?" and  in  English,  as  you  will  see.     That 
there  is  a  syllable  too  much  for  the  espress 
he  air,  is  true;  but,  allow  me  to  say,  that 
mere  dividing  of  a  dotted  crotchet  int 
crotchet  and  a  quaver,  is  not  a  great  matti 
lowcTer,  in  that  I  have  no  pretensions  to  o( 
n  judgment  with  you.     Of  the  poetry  I  speak 
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Trith.  confiileneB ;  Irat  the  miiaic  is  a  business 
■where  I  hint  my  ideas  with  tLe  utmost  diffi- 
dence. 

The  old  verses  haye  merit,  thougii  unequal, 
and  are  popular  r  my  advice  is  to  set  the  air  to 
tie  old  words,  and  let  mine  follow  as  English 

iea.     Hare  tliey  are  :— 

ere  ace  the  joys  I  have  met  in  the  morn- 
ing?' 

Idieu,  my  dear  Sir  !  the  post  goes,  ao  I  shall 
defer  some  other  remarks  until  more  leisure. 


COLXXVI. 
TO   MR.    THOMSON. 


I  HAVE  been  turning  over  some  yolumeo  of 

the  airs  for  which  you  have  allotted  me  t    find 
English  songs. 

For  "Muirland  Willie,"  you  have,  n  Ram 
say's  Tea-Table,  an  cicellent  song  beginning 
"  Ah,  why  those  tears  in  Selty's  eyes  1"  As  for 
"The  Collier's  Doohter,"  take  the  following  old 
Jjaoohanal ; — 

"  Deluded  bwmh,  the  pleasure,  kc."^ 
The  faulty   line    in   Logan-Watec,   I    mend 
thus: 

How  can  your  flinty  hearts  enjoy 
The  widow's  tears,  fie  orplian's  cry  ? 


twenty-five  of  them  in  an  additional  number  ! 
We  could  easily  find  this  quantity  of  charming 
;  I  will  taie  care  that  you  eliall  not  want 
songs  ;  and  I  assure  you  that  yon  would  find  it 
lost  saleable  of  the  whole.     If  you  do  not 
approve  of  "  Roy's  wife,"  for  the  masio's  sate, 
e  shall  not  insert  it.     "Deil  tak  the  wars"  is 
charming  song;  so  is,  "Saw  ye  my  Peggy!" 
There's  nae  luck  aliout  Uie  house"  well  de- 
^rves  a  place.     I  cannot  aay  that  "  O'er  thtj 
hills  and  far  awa"  strikes  me  as  equal  to  your 
selection.    "  This  ia  do  my  tun  house,"  is  a  great 
favourite  air  of  mine ;  and  if  you  will  semi  me 
your  act  of  it,  I  wiH  task  my  muse  to  her  highest 
effort.     What  is  your  opinion  of  "  I  hae  laid  a 
herrin'  in  saut!"    I  like  it  much.     Your  Jaco- 
bite airs  are  pretty,  and  there  are  many  others 
of  the  same  kind  pretty  |  but  you  have  not  room 
for  them.     You  cannot,   I  think,   insert   "Fyl 
let's  a'  to  the  bridal,"  to  any  other  words  than 

What  p  eases  mc,  as  simple  and  naive,  dia- 
^u  ts  you  aa  lui  crous  and  low.  For  this  rea- 
son Fy  g  e  me  my  coggie.  Sirs,"  "Fy!  let's  j 
a  to  the  bndal  with  several  others  of  that 
oast  are  to  me  highly  pleasing  ;  while,  "Saw 
ye  my  father  or  saw  ye  my  mother  t"  delights 
me  w  th  ts  lesoriptive  simple  pathos.  Thus 
my  song  E  n  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  has 
gotten  '  plea  es  myself  so  much,  that  I  cannot 
try  my  hand  at  another  song  to  the  air,  bo  I 
shall  not  attempt  it.  I  know  you  will  laugh  at 
all  (his  ;  hut  "  ilka  man  wears  his  belt  his  ain 


Th 

song  othevwi 

e  will  pass 

Asto"M'Gre- 

Roira 

Rua-R 

ath,"  y 

u  will  se 

a  song  of  mine 

to  it, 

with  a 

set  of  the  air  sup 

rior  to  yours,  in 

the  Museum 

vol.  ii 

p.  181.     The  song  begins. 

RaviQg  winds  around  her  blowing.' 

Your  Irish  airs  are  pretty,  but  they  are  rank 
Irish.  If  they  were  like  the  ■'  Banks  of  Ban- 
na," for  instance,  tJiough  really  Irish,  yet  in  the 
Scottish  taste,  you  might  adopt  them.  Since 
yon  are  so  fond  of  Irish  music,  what  say  you  to 


gait." 


R.  B. 


ccLxxvir. 
TO   MR.   TUOMSON. 


Bt  projee 


■of  T 


•k.] 


Oetoier,  1793. 
Toim  last  letter,  my  dear  Thomson,  wa 
indeed  laden  with  heavy  news.  Alas,  poor 
Erskine!'  The  recollection  that  he  was  a  co- 
adjutator  In  your  publication,  has  tillnow  scared 
me  from  writing  to  you,  or  turning  my  thoughts 
on  composing  for  you. 


5  CCXl. 


2  Song  CCXII. 


."Theh 


flioly 
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I  am  pleased  that  you  arc  reconciled  to  the 
air  of  tie  "Qnaker'a wife;" though, bythe bye, 
1  an  old  Highland  gentleman,  and  a  deep  anti- 
quarian, tells  me  it  is  a  Gaelic  air,  and  known 
bj  the  name  of  "Leigerm'  chosa."  The  follow- 
ing verses,  I  hope,  will  please  you,  as  an  English 
Bong  to  the  air. 

Thine  am  I,  my  faithful  fair : ' 
Yoar  objection  to  the  English  song  I  pro- 
posed for  "  John  Anderson  my  jo,"  is  certiiinly 
just.  The  following  is  by  an  old  acquaintance 
»f  mine,  and  I  think  has  merit.  The  song  was 
UGTer  in  print,  which  I  think  is  so  much  in  your 
farour.  The  more  original  good  poetry  your 
collection  contains,  it  certainly  has  so  much  the 


I  love  the 

a  me™  and  i 

ere. 

I  heard  of  1 

ve,nndwk 

diriain 

^AMmlek 

7Zll"Z 

pain, 
they  >igh'd 

Bui  hew  m 

=l»le  I,  alte 

■d! 

'^I'vetL 

To'::":^:: 

ate, 

No  l«ngc 

Ard  tlieugh 

"wmrAuur 

Lly,  yield! 

The  following  address  of  Tnrnbull'a  to  the 
Niglitingale  will  suit  as  an  English  song  to  the 
air  "There  was  a  lass,  and  she  was  fair."  By 
the  hye,  Turnbull  has  a  great  many  songs  in 
MS.,  wMch  I  can  command,  if  you  like  his 
iner.  Possibly,  as  he  is  an  old  friend  of 
le,  I  may  bo  prejudiced  in  his  favour  ;  bnt  I 
■  some  of  his  pieces  -very  much. 

THE  NIGHTINGALE. 
Thdu  sweetest  minsttal  of  Ilia  grevo. 


For  thongh  the  r 
Yel  Delia,  cham 


I  shall  just  transcribe  another  of  Turnbull'a, 

which  would  go  charmingly  to  ■■  Lewie  Gordon." 

LAUKA. 

Let  me  ivander  where  I  will. 

By  ehady  wood,  ot  winding  rill ; 


The  rest  of  your  letter  I  shall  a. 
Other  opportunity. 


CCLXXVni. 
TO  JOHN   M'MURDO,  ESQ., 


by  Google 


OF    EGBERT   BURNS. 


Dumfries,  IBecember,  1793.] 
Sib, 

'i3  said  that  we  take  the  greatest  liberties 
with,  our  greatest  friends,  and  I  pay  myself  a 
vory  high  complimeDt  in  the  manner  in  which  1 
m  going  to  apply  the  remark.  I  hare  owed 
oa  money  longer  than  ever  I  owed  it  to  any 
.!m.  Here  is  Kerr's  acoount,  and  here  are  the 
X  guineas;  and  now  I  don't  owe  a  shilling  to 
lan — or  woman  either.  But  for  tiese  d— d 
dirty,  dog's-eac'd  little  pages,'  I  had  done  my- 
self tie  liononr  to  have  waited  on  you  long  ago. 
Independent  of  the  obligations  your  hospitality 
has  laid  me  under,  the  eonsEiousness  of  your 
Buperiority  in  tlie  rank  of  man  and  gentleman, 
of  itself  was  fiiUy  as  mnob  as  I  could  ever  make 
head  against ;  but  to  owe  you  money  too,  was 
more  than  I  could  face. 

I  think  I  once  mentioned  something  to  jou 
of  a  collection  of  Scots  songs  I  haye  for  some 
years  been  making;  I  send  you  a  perusal  of 
what  I  have  got  together.  I  eould  not  conye- 
aiently  spare  them  above  five  or  sik  days,  and 
or  six  glanoea  of  them  will  probably  more 
than  suffice  you.  When  you  are  tired  of  them, 
please  leave  them  with  Mr.  Clint,  of  the  King's 
Arms.  There  is  not  another  copy  of  the  col- 
lection in  the  world ;  and  I  should  be  sorry  that 
any  unfortunate  negligence  should  deprive  me 
of  what  has  cost  me  a  good  deal  of  pains. 
I  have  the  hononr  to  be,  &c. 


TO   JOHN   M'MUKDO,   ESa, 


Ihimfriea,  1793. 
Will  Mr.  M'Murdo  do  me  the  favour  to  accept 
of  these  volnnies;  a  trifling  but  sincere  mark 
of  the  very  high  respect  I  bear  for  hia  worth  as 

kindness  as  a  friend.  However  inferior  now,  or 
afterwards,  I  may  rank  as  a  poet;  one  honest 
rirtue  to  which  few  poets  can  pretend,  I  trust 


in  life,  or  his  pon 
:  paid   a   complim 


The  Author. 


TO   CAPTAIN- 


SlK, 


Dumfries,  Gift  December,  1793. 


with  wine  yesternight,  I 
was  perhaps  rather  seemingly  impertinect  in 
my  anxious  wish  to  be  hononred  with  your  ac- 
quaintance. Tou  will  forgive  it:  it  wa;  the 
impulse  of  heart-felt  respect.  "  He  is  the  fa- 
ther of  the  Scottish  county  reform,  and  is  a 
man  who  does  honour  to  the  business,  at  the 
same  time  that  the  business  does  honour  to  him," 
said  my  worthy  friend  Glenriddel  to  somebody 
by  me  who  was  talking  of  your  condng  to  this 
countj  with  your  corps.  "Tben,"  I  said,  "I 
have  a  woman's  longing  to  take  him  by  the  hand, 
and  say  to  him,  'Sir,  I  honour  you  as  a  man 
to  whom  the  interests  of  humanity  are  dear,  and 
as  a  patriot  to  whom  the  rights  of  your  country 


In  times  like  these.  Sir,  when  oi 
are  barely  able  by  the  glimmer  of  their  own 
twilight  understandings  to  scrawl  a  frank,  and 
when  lords  are  what  gentlemen  would  be 
ashamed  to  be,  to  whom  shall  a  sinking  conn- 
try  call  for  help?  To  the  independent  country 
gentleman.  To  him  who  has  too  deep  a  stake 
in  his  country  not  to  be  in  earnest  for  her  wel- 
fare; and  who  in  the  honest  pride  of  man  can 
view  witJi  equal  contempt  the  insolence  of  office 
and  the  allurements  of  corruption. 

I  mentioned  to  you  a  Scots  ode  or  song  I  had 
lately  composed,  and  which  I  think  has  some 
merit.  Allow  me  to  encloae  it.  When  I  fall 
in  with  you  at  the  theatre,  I  shall  be  glad  to 
have  your  opinion  of  it.  Accept  of  it,  Sir,  as 
a  very  humble  bnt  moat  sincere  tribute  of  re- 
spect from  a  man,  who,  dear  as  he  prizes  poetio 
fame,  yet  holds  dearer  an  independent  mind. 
I  have  the  honour  to  be. 


by  Google 
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CCLXXXI. 
TO    MRS.   RIDDEL, 
alio  tit  to  bespeak  a  Flay  one  esening  at 
the  Dumfries  Theatre. 
Indy,  tn  whom  Burns  so  liaiijiliy  applies 


the  words  of  Tl 

^ODrt.] 

I  AM  thinking  to  send  my  "Address"  to  some 
periodical  public atiozi,  tnt  it  has  not  yet  got 
your  sanction,  so  pray  look  over  it 

As  to  tho  Tuesday's  play,  let  me  beg  of  jou, 
my  dear  madam,  to  give  ua,  "  The  Wonder,  a 
Woman  keeps  a  Secret!"  to  which  please  add, 
"  The  Spoilt  Child  "— jon  will  highly  oblige  me 
by  so  doing. 

Ah,   what    an  enviable   creature  you   are! 
There  now,  this  cursed,  gloomy,  blue-devil  day, 
you  are  going  to  a  party  of  choice  spirita — 
■n  play  the 


the  righful  due  of  retiring,  humble  want!  Of 
all  the  qualities  we  assign  to  the  author  and 
director  of  nature,  by  far  the  moat  enviable  is — 
to  be  able  "  to  wipe  away  all  tears  from  all  eyes." 
0  what  insignificant,  sordid  wretches  are  they, 
however  chance  may  have  loaded  them  with 
wealth,  who  go  to  their  graves,  to  their  magnifi- 
cent mautoleuma,  with  hardly  the  consciousness 
of  having  made  one  poor  honest  heart  happy  ( 

But  I  crave  your  pardon.  Madam ;  I  came  to 
beg,  not  to  preach.  B.  B. 


TO   THE   EARL  OF   BUCHAN, 

With  a  Copy  of  Bruce's  Address  to  hie  Troops 

Bannoekbum. 


Of  frol 


!ut  as  you  rejoice  with  them  that  do  rejoice 
do  also  remember  to  weep  witi  them  that  weep 
and  pity  your  melancholy  friend. 

R.  B. 


CCLXXXII. 

rO  A  LADY. 


YOF  wee. 


Dumfries, -ilU. 


a  very  good  aa  to  promise  me  to 
honour  my  friend  with  your  presence  on  his 
beneit  night.  That  night  is  fixed  for  Friday 
;  the  play  a  most  interesting  one!  "The 
Way  to  Keep  Hira."  I  have  the  pleasure  to 
r  Mr.  C.  well.  His  merit  as  an  actor  is 
generally  acknowledged.  He  has  genius  and 
worth  which  would  do  honour  to  patronage ;  he 
s  ft  poor  and  modest  man ;  claims  which  from 
their  very  sSence  have  the  more  forcible  power 
e  generous  heart.  Alas,  for  pity!  that 
from  the  indolence  of  those  who  have  the  good 
in  their  gift,  too  often  does 
brazen- fronted  importunity  snatch  that  boon,  j 


My  Lonn, 
WiLii  your  lordship  allow  me  t 


It  you 


with  tie  enclosed  little  ci 
a  small  tribute  of  gratitude  for  the  acquaintaii 
with  which  you  have  been  pleased  to  honour  m 
Independent  of  my  enthusiasm  as  a  Scotsmt 
r  have  rarely  met   with   anything  in  history 
which  interests  my  feelings  as  a  man,  equal  with 
the  story  of  Bannoekbum.    On  the  one  hand,  a 
cruel,  but  able  usurper,  leading  on  the  finest 
Europe  to  extinguish  the  last  spark  of 
freedom  among  a  greatly- daring  and  greatly-in- 
jured people;  on  the  other  hand,  the  despe- 
ate  relics  of  a  gallant  nation,  devoting  them- 
clves  to  rescue  their  bleeding  country,  or  periah 
!ith  her. 

Liberty!  thou  art  a  prize  truly  and  indeed 
invaluable !  for  never  canst  thou  be  too  dearly 
bought ! 

If  my  little  ode  has  the  honour  of  your  lord- 
ship's approbation,  it  will  gratify  my  highest  am^ 
bition. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &c. 

B.  B. 
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OF   ROBEKT   BURNS. 


CCLXXXIV. 


TO   CAPTAIN   MILLER, 


CCIjXXXVT. 


TO   MRS.    RIDDEL. 


Commnns  f"r  Ihe  Domfriea  district  of  boroughs      Dnl 
M'Alpine  Leny,  Esq.] 
Dear  Sib, 
The  following  ode  is  on  a  subject  irh   h  I 
know  yon  bj  no  mefms  regard  with  indiffe  en 
Oh,  Libertj, 

rhouraak'SIlhegii 


It  does  me  so  much  good  to  meet  with  a,  man 
nhosa  honest  bosom  glows  with  the  generous 
enthusiasm,  the  heroic  daring  of  liberty,  that  I 
ould  not  forbear  sending  jou  a  composition  of 
ny  own  on  Ihe  subject,  which  I  really  think  is 
n  my  best  manner. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be. 

Dear  Sir,  &o. 

R.  B. 


CCI.XXXV. 
URS.   EIDBEL. 


ig  the  Hesperi™  fruit,  was 


I  w  wait  on  you,  my  eyer-valued  friend, 
bu  wh  her  in  the  morning  I  am  not  BUfa. 
9un  ay  loses  a  period  of  out  curst  revenue  bu- 
u  and  may  probably  keep  me  employed 
w  h  my  pen  until  noon.  Fine  employment  for 
a  p  pen  I  There  is  a  speclea  of  the  human 
genus  that  1  call  the  gin-horse  class :  what  en- 
viable dogs  they  are  I  Round,  and  round,  and 
round  they  go, — Mund ell's  ok  that  drives  his 
tton-mill  is  their  eiact  prototype — ^without 
.  idea  or  wish  beyond  their  circle  ;  fat,  sleek, 
Btupidf  patient,  quiet,  and  contented ;  while 
I  sit,  altogether  Nevemberish,  a  d-mn'd 
melange  of  fretfulness  and  melancholy;  not 
lugh  of  the  one  to  rouse  me  to  passion,  nor 
of  the  other  to  repose  me  in  torpor,  my  soul 
flouncing  and  fluttering  round  her  tenement,  like 
a  wild  finub,  caught  amid  the  horrors  of  winter, 
and  newly  thrust  into  a  cage.  Well,  I  am  per- 
suaded that  it  was  of  me  the  Hebrew  saga 
prophesied,  when  he  foretold— "  And  behold, 
on  whatsoever  this  man  doth  set  his  heart,  it 
shall  not  prosper  !"  If  my  resentment  is  awaked, 
it  is  sure  to  be  where  it  dare  not  squeak;  and 
if— 


Dkab  Madah, 
I  HBANT  to  have  called  on  you  yesternight, 
lut  as  I  edged  up  to  your  bos-door,  the 
object  which  greeted  my  view,  was  one  of  those 
lob ster-eoat«d  puppies,  sitting  like  another  dra- 
gon, guarding  the  Hesperian  fruit.  On  the  i 
ditions  and  eapitiilations  you  so  obligingly  ofi'er, 
I  shall  certainly  make  ray  weather-beaten  rustic 
phis  a  part  of  your  boi-fHirniture  on  Tuesday ; 
when  we  may  arrange  the  business  of  the  visit. 
Among  the  profusion  of  idle  compliments, 
■which  insidious  craft,  or  unmeaning  folly,  in- 
cessantly offer  at  your  shrine— a  ahrine,  howfar 
exalted  above  such  adoration — permit  me,  were 
it  but  for  rarity's  sake,  to  pay  you  the  honest 
tribute  of  a  warm  heart  and  an  independent 
mind  ;  and  to  assure  you,  that  I  am,  thou  most 
amiable  and  most  accomplished  of  thy  sex,  with 
the  most  respectful  esteem,  and  fervent  regard, 
thine,  &c.  E.  B. 


Pray  tiat  w 


[The  I 


n  and  bliss 


CCLXXXVII. 


TO   MRS.   EIDDEL. 
i  often  offendBd  and  often  appeamd  II 


'e  frequent 


I  HAVE  this  moment  got  the  song  from  Syme, 
and  I  am  sorry  to  see  that  he  has  spoilt  it  a 
good  deal.  It  shall  be  a  lesson  to  me  how  I 
lend  him  anything  again. 

I  have  sent  you  "  Werter,"  truly  happy  to 
have  any  the  smallest  opportunity  of  obliging 

'Tis  true.  Madam,  I  saw  you  once  since  Iwaa 
at  Woodlea  ;  and  that  once  froze  the  very  life- 
blood  of  my  heart.  Your  reception  of  me  was 
such,  thatawretclimeetlngtheeyeof  his  judge. 


about  to  pronounce 


1  cf  death  o 


by  Google 
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could  only  havo  cnvieii  ray  feslings  and  situa- 
tion. But  I  hate  the  tienie,  and  never  more 
fihoU  write  or  gpeak  on  it. 

One  tiing  I  shall  proudly  aay,  tliat  I  can  pay 
Mrs.  R.  a  higher  tribute  of  esteem,  and  appre- 
ciate her  amiable  worth  more  truly,  than  any 
man  whom  I  have  seen  approach  her. 

R.  B. 


ooiiXxxvni. 
TO   MES.   RIDDEL. 


)f  Mrs,  Riddel.] 


I  HAVE  often  told  you,  my  dear  Mend,  tliat 
jou  had  a  apico  of  caprice  in  your  compoEition, 
and  you  have  as  often  disaTowed  it;  even  per- 
haps while  your  opiuioas  were,  at  the  moment, 
irrefragably  proving  it.  Could  anything  estrange 
me  from  a  friend  suehasyou? — No!  To-morrow 
I  shall  have  the  honour  of  waiting  on  you. 

Farewell,  thoa  first  of  friends,  and  moat 
aceompJished  of  women;  even  with  all  thy  little 
capricea !  R.  b. 


TO  MRS.   RIDDEL. 


[Thee 


rgood  gi 


I  RETURN  your  common  place  boot  I  h^ve 
perused  it  with  nraoh  pi  d         11  h 

continued  my  criticism      b   t  t         m      h 

critic  has  forfeited  you        t    m  hi      t     t 
must  lose  their  valne. 

If  it  ia  true  that  ■' off  m        ly  f    m 

the  heart,"  before  you  I    m  gu  1  1  T      i 

mire,  esteem,  and  prize  you  as  the  most  accum- 
plished  of  women,  and  the  first  of  friends — if 
these  are  crimes,  I  am  the  most  offending  thing 

In  a  face  irhere  I  used  to  meet  the  kind 
complacency  of  friendly  confidence,  no-a>  to  find 
cold  neglect,  and  contemptuous  scorn — is  a 
wrench  that  my  heart  can  ill  bear.  It  ia,  how- 
e  e  me  kind  of  miserable  good  luck,  and 
wh  1  d  h  ut-m-baa  rigour  may  depress  an 
n  ff  nling  wretch  to  the  ground,  it  has  a  ten- 
den  0  use  s  stubborn  Eomething  in  hia 
b  B  m  wh   h,  though  it  cannot  heal  the  woundfl 


of  his  soul,  is  at  least  an  opiate  to  blunt  their 
poignancy. 

With  the  profouadest  respect  for  your  abili- 

foc  your  gentle  heart  and  amiable  manners ; 
and  tbe  most  fervent  wish  and  prayer  for  your 
welfare,  peace,  and  bliss,  I  have  the  honour 

Madam, 
Your  most  devoted  humble  servant, 


CCXO. 
TO  JOHN   SYME,  ESQ. 


then 


ly] 


Tod  know  that  among  other  high  dignities, 
you  have  the  honour  to  be  my  supreme  ci 
of  critical  judicature,  from  which  there  is 
appeal.  I  enclose  you  a  song  which  I  composed 
since  I  aaw  you,  and  I  am  going  to  give 
the  history  of  it.  Do  you  know  that  am 
much  that  I  admire  in  the  cliaracters  and  n 
ners  of  those  great  folks  whom  I  have  now 
honour  to  call  my  acquaintances,  the  Oswald 
family,  there  is  nothing  charms  me  more  than 
Mr.  Oswald's  uuconcealable  attachment  to  I 


im  parable  w 


Bitha 


Did  you  e 


my  dear 
re  to  the 
Mr.  0.! 


Giver  of  all  good  things  thi 
A  fine  fortune ;  a  pleasing  exterior ; 

miable  dispositions,  and  an  ingenuous  upright 

m  ud,  and  that  informed,  too,  much  beyond  tlie 

ual  run  of  young  fellows  of  hia  rank  and  for- 

t  ne  ;  and  to  all  this,  such  a  woman ! — but  of 


ill,  in  despair  of 
Q  my  song  I  have 
1  what  would  be 
^he  scene  I  have 
^B  Lucy.     As  I  am  a 


h  r  I  shall  say  nothing  at 
_'ing  anything  adequate : 
endeavoured  to  do  justice 
his  feelings,  on  seeing,  in 
drawn,  the  habitation  o: 
good  deal  pleased  with  my  perfon 
my  first  fervour,  tiought  of  sending  il 
Oswald,  but  on  second  thoughts,  perhaps  what 
I  offer  as  the  honest  incense  of  genuine  respect, 
might,  from  the  well-known  character  of  poverty 
and  poetry,  be  construed  into  some  modification 
her  of  that  servility  which  my  soul  abhors 
R.  B. 


by  Google 


OF   E.OBEET   BURNS. 


CCXCI. 
TO   MISS  — 


Dumfries,  1794. 
Mad.im, 
NoTHiso  short  of  a  kind  of  absolute  necessity 
could  lia¥6  made  me  troable  jou  nith  tbis  let- 
ter. Except  Jny  ardent  and  just  esteem  for 
your  sense,  taste,  and  worth,  every  sentiment 
g  in  my  breast,  fla  I  put  pen  to  paper  ta 
;b  painful.  The  scenes  I  have  passed  -with 
the  friend  of  my  soul  and  his  amiable  con- 
it  my  heart  to  think  that 
he  is  gone,  for  ever  gone  from  me,  never  more 
to  meet  in  the  wanderings  of  a  weary  world ! 
md  the  cutting  reflection  of  all,  that  I  had 
moat  unfortunately,  though  most  undeservedly, 
lost  the  confidence  of  that  soul  of  worth,  ere  it 


Sight! 


These,  Madam,  are  sensaHons  of  no  ordinary 
mguish. — However,  you  also  may  be  offended 
with  some  imputed  improprielies  of  mine ;  sen- 
sibility yon  know  I  possess,  and  sincerity  none 
will  deny  me. 

To  oppose  those  prejudices  which  have  been 
TMsed  against  me,  is  not  the  business  of  this 
letter.  Indeed  it  ia  a  warfare  I  know  not  how 
a  wage.  The  powers  of  positive  vice  I  can 
1  some  degree  calculate,  and  against  direct 
malevolence  1  can  be  on  my  guard;  but  who 
in  estimate  the  fatuity  of  giddy  caprice,  or 
ard  ofi"  tha  unthinking  mischief  of  precipitate 
folly  f 

a  favour  to  request  of  you,  Madam, 

and  of  your  sister  Mrs.  ,  through   your 

ns.  You  know  that,  at  the  wish  of  my  late 
friend,  I  made  a  colleetion  of  all  my  trifles  in 
IE  which  I  had  ever  written.  They  are  many 
of  them  local,  some  of  them  puerile  and  silly, 
and  all  of  them  unfit  for  the  public  eye.  As  I 
have  some  little  fame  at  stake,  a  fame  that  I 
trust  may  live  when  the  hate  of  those  who 
"watch  for  my  halting,"  and  the  contumelious 
sneer  of  those  whom  accident  has  made  my  su- 
s,  will,  with  themselves,  be  gone  to  the 
s  of  ohlivion ;  I  am  uneasy  now  for  the 

fate  of  thoso  manusoripts— Will  Mrs, have 

the  goodness  to  destroy  them,  or  return  them 
a  pledge  of  friendship  they  were  be- 
stowed; and  that  circumstance  indeed  was  all 
Most  nnhappil J  for  me,  that  merit 


they  no  longer  possess ;  and  1  hope  that  i 
— — -'s  goodness,  which  I  well  know,  and  ( 
will  revere,  will  not  refuse  this  favour  t 
man  whom  she  once  held  in  some  degree 


TO   MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 


2!>lh  February,  1794. 
Canst  thou  minister  to  a  mind  diseased! 
Canst  thou  speak  peace  and  rest  to  a  soul  tost 
on  a  sea  of  troubles,  without  one  friendly  star 
to  gaide  her  course,  and  dreading  that  the  next 
surge  may  overwhelm  her  ?  Canst  thou  give  to 
a  frame  tremblingly  alive  a«  the  tortures  of 
y       d  h        h  h 


rock   that  b  h 

not  do  th  h         w 

disturb  m  mm 

after  me ! 

Por  thooe  two  montha  I  have  n.t  been  able 
to  lift  a  pen.  My  constitudon  and  frame  w 
ab  origins,  blasted  with  a  deep  incurable  t 
of  hypochondria,  wMch  poisons  . 
Of  late  a  number  of  domestic  v 
some  pecuniary  share  in  the  ruin  of  these  cursed 
times ;  losses  which,  though  trifling,  were  yet 
what  I  could  ill  bear,  have  so  irritated  me,  that 
my  feelings  at  times  could  only  be  envied  by  a 
reprobate  spirit  listening  to  the  sentence  that 
dooms  it  to  perdition. 

Are  you  deep  in  the  language  of  consolation  ? 
I  have  eshausted  in  reflection  every  topic  of 
comfort.  A  heart  at  kiss  would  have  been 
charmed  wiUi  my  sentiments  aJid  reasonings; 
but  as  to  myself  1  was  like  Judas  Iscarioi 
preaching  the  gospel;  be  might  melt  and  mould 
the  hearts  of  those  around  him,  but  his  own 
kept  its  native  incorrigibility. 

Still  there  are  two  great  pillars  that  bear  us 
up,  amid  the  wreck  of  misfortune  and  miseij. 
The  OHE  is  composed  of  the  different  modlficii- 
tiona  of  a  certain  noble  stubborD  something  in 
man,  known  by  (he  names  of  courage,  fortitu''',> 
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magnanimity.  The  otheb  is  made  up  of  those 
feelings  aniJ  sentimeTits,  which,  however  the 
sceptic  may  deny  them,  or  the  enthuiiagt  disfi- 
gure them,  are  yet,  I  am  convinced,  original 
and  component  parts  of  the  human  bouI  ;  those 
»CTSfl»  0/  Ihe  mind,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the  es- 
preasion,  whith  nn  t  u  w  th  and  linli  us  to. 
those  awful,  b  u  al  — au  all-powerful, 
and  equally  b  n  fi  eut  G  1  and  a  world  to 
come,  beyond  1  ath  and  th  g  a^e.  The  first 
gives  the  nerv  f  mbat  wh  1  a  ray  of  hope 
beams  on  the  fi  Id     th    la  t  p  ura  (he  lialm  of 


comfort  ii 


I   wh]  h  time  o! 


I  do  not  remember,  my  dear  Cunningham, 
that  you  and  I  ever  talked  ou  the  subject  of  re- 
ligion at  all.  I  know  gome  who  laugh  at  it,  as 
the  trick  of  the  crafty  frw,  to  lead  the  undis- 
cerning  many  ;  or  at  moat  aa  an  uncertain  ob- 
scurity, which  mankind  can  never  know  any- 
thing of,  and  with  whioli  they  are  fools  if  they 
give  themselves  much  to  do.  Nor  would  I 
quarrel  with  a  man  for  his  irrellgion,  any  more 
than  I  would  for  his  want  of  a  musical  car.  I 
would  regret  that  he  was  shut  out  from  what, 
to  me  and  to  othera,  were  such  superlative 
aources  of  enjoyment.  It  is  in  this  point  of 
view,  and  for  this  reason,  that  I  will  deeply 
imbue  the  mind  of  every  child  of  mine  with  re- 
ligion. If  my  son  should  happen  to  be  a  man 
of  feeling,  sentiment,  and  taste,  I  shall  thus 
add  largely  to  his  enjoyments.  *Let  me  flatter 
myself  that  this  sweet  little  fellow,  who  is  just 
now  ranning  about  my  desk,  will  be  a  man  of 
a  melting,  ard        g   w    g  m 

gination,  delig  W  p  p 

with  the  poet  m    figu      h  m  w  g 

gales,   and   en  6  g 

spring;  himsel  h  m 

of  life.      He  1  d  tur  , 

through  nature  up  (0  nature's  God,     His  soul, 
iwift  delighting  degrees,  is  rapt  aboTe  this 
sublunary   sphere,   until    he    can    be  silent  no 
longer,  and  bursts  out  into  the  glorious  enthusi- 
n  of  Thomson, 
"  TliBse,  na  thsy  change,  AlTnighty  Fstlier,  thaw 


lud  so  on,  in  all  the  spirit  and  ardour  of  that 
charming  hymn.  These  are  no  ideal  pleasures, 
they  are  real  delights ;  and  I  ask  what  of  the 
delights  among  the  sons  of  men  are  superior. 


not  to  say  equal  to  them!  And  Ihey  have 
precious,  vast  addition,  that  conscious  vi 
stamps  them  for  her  own ,  and  lays  hold  on 
them  to  bring  herself  into  the  presence  of  1 
witneshing,  judging,  and  approving  God. 

E.  B 


ccxcm. 
TO   THE   EAEl   OP   GLBNCAIRN. 


mMay,17M.] 

MY  LOED, 

When  you  cast  your  eye  on  the  name  at  (he 
bottom  of  this  letter,  and  on  the  title-page  of 
the  book  I  do  myself  the  honour  to  send  yonr 
lordship,  a  more  pleasurable  feeling  fhau  my 
vanity  tells  me  that  it  must  be  a  name  not 
tirely  unknown  to  you.  The  generous  patron 
of  your  late  illustriona  brother  found  me  in 
lowest  obscurity  ;  he  introduced  my  rustic  Ji: 
to  the  partiality  of  my  country;  and  to  hii 
owe  all.  My  sense  of  his  goodness,  and 
anguish  of  my  soul  at  losing  my  truly  noble 
protector  and  friend,  I  have  endeavoured  t 
express  in  a  poem  to  his  memory,  which  I  have 
now  published.  This  edition  is  just  from  the 
press ;  and  in  my  gratitude  to  the  dead,  and 
taj  respect  for  the  living  (fame  belies  you,  my 
lerd,  if  you  p'ossessnot  the  same  dignity  of  man, 
which  was  your  noble  brother's  characteristic 
ture),  I  had  destined  a  copy  for  the  Earl  of 
neaim.  I  learnt  just  now  that  you  are  in 
n : — allow  me  to  present  it  you. 
know,  my  lord,  such  is  the  vile,  venal  conta- 
g  Q  which  pervades  the  world  of  letters,  that 
p  fesaiouB  of  respect  from  an  author,  particu- 
larly from  a  poet,  to  a  lord,  are  more  than  sus- 
picious. I  claim  my  by-past  conduct,  and  my 
feelings  at  this  moment,  as  exceptions  to  th 
too  just  conclusion.  Esaltedaa  are  the  honour 
of  your  lordship's  name,  and  unnoted  as  is  thi 
obscurity  of  mine;  with  the  uprightness  of  ai 
honest  man,  I  come  before  your  lordship  with 
an  offering,  however  humble,  'tis  all  I  have  to 
give,  of  my  grateful  respect ;  and  to  beg  of 
you,  my  lord, — 'tis  all  I  have  to  aak  of  you,— 
that  you  will  do  me  the  honour  to  accept  of  it 
I  have  the  honour  to  be. 
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CCXCIV. 
TO  MR.   THOMSON. 


Mr 


Mat/,  1794. 


return  jou  the  plates,  with  which  I  am 
highly  pleased;  I  would  liumMj  propose,  in- 
steiid  of  the  jounker  knitting  stocldngs,  to  put 
a,  stock  and  horn  into  his  hands.  A  friend  of 
mine,  who  ia  positivEly  the  ablest  judge  on  the 
iubject  I  have  eYcr  met  with,  and,  though  an 
unknown,  is  jet  a  superior  artist  with  the  burin, 
s  quite  charmed  with  Allan's  manner.  I  got 
lim  a,  peep  of  the  "  Gentle  Shepherd  ;"  and  he 
pronounces  Allan  a  moat  original  artist  of  great 
eicellenoe. 

For  my  part,  I  look  on  Mr.  Allan's  choosing 
my  favourite  poem  for  his  subject,  to  be  one  of 
the  highest  compliments  I  have  ever  received. 

am  quite  veied  at  Pleyel's  being  cooped  up 
in  France,  as  it  will  put  an  entire  stop  ta  oor 
work.  Now,  and  for  six  or  sctcu  months,  I 
shall  be  quite  in  aong,  as  you  shall  see  by  and 
bye.  I  got  an  air,  pretty  enough,  composed  by 
Lady  Elizabeth  Heron,  of  Heron,  which  she 
calls  "The  Banks  of  Cree."  Cree  is  a  beauti- 
ful romantic  stream  ;  and,  as  her  ladyship  ia  a 
particular  friend  of  mine,  I  have  written  the 
following  song  to  it. 

Here  is  the  glen  and  here  the  bower.' 


TO   DAVID   M'CULLOCH,  ESQ. 
[The  endoTsement  on  ths  back  of  Che  otigtlnal  li 


svelled 


mbyDa 


iSlh  Becflmber,  1823,  in  Calcn 
WM^ow,  by  me,  Thnmaa  Ran 
lihalr)  Hastie,  Esq.,  Laodi 


Captain  Frn: 
"  Transmitte 
h  271h,iaat,  from 

Dumfries,  2Ut  June,  1794. 


Mt  long-projected  journey  through  your 
country  is  at  last  fixed :  and  on  Wednesday  neit, 

•joa  have  nothing  of  more  importance  to  do, 
take  a  saunter  down  to  Gatehouse  about  two  or 

1  Son-  CCXXIII. 


three  o'clock,  I  shall  be  happy  to  take  a  draught 
of  M'Kune's  beat  with  you.  Collector  Sjme 
will  be  at  Qlena  about  that  time,  and  will  meet 
us  about  dish-of-tea  hour.  Syme  goes  also  to 
Kerroughtree,  and  let  ma  remind  you  of  your 
kind  promiso  to  accompany  me  there;  I  wiU 
need  all  the  friends  I  can  muster,  for  I  am  in- 
deed ill  at  ease  whenever  I  approach  jour  ho- 
nourables  and  right  honourablos. 

Yours  sincerely, 

R.  B. 


TO   MRS.    DTJNLOP. 


9ri=a.l 


ad,  England,  and 


Castle  Douglas,  25!A  June,  1794. 

Hebe,  in  a  solitary  inn,  in  a  solitary  village, 
am  I  set  by  myself,  to  amuse  my  brooding  fancy 
as  I  may. — Solitary  confinement,  you  know,  is 
Howard's  favourite  idea  of  reclaiming  sinners  ; 
so  let  me  consider  by  what  fatality  it  happens 
that  I  have  so  long  been  so  eiceeding  sinful  as  to 
neglect  the  correspondence  of  the  most  valued 
friend  I  have  on  earth.  To  tell  you  that  I  have 
been  in  poor  health  will  not  be  excuse  enough, 
though  it  is  true.  1  am  afraid  that  I  am  about 
to  suffer  for  the  follies  of  my  youth.  My  medi- 
cal friends  threaten  me  with  a  flying  gout;  hot 
I  trust  they  are  mistaken. 

I  am  just  going  to  trouble  your  critical  pa- 
tience with  the  first  sketch  of  a  stanza  I  have 
been  framing  as  1  passed  along  the  road.  The 
subject  is  Liberty:  you  know,  my  honoured 
friend,  how  dear  the  theme  is  to  me.  I  design 
it  as  an  irregular  ode  for  General  Washington's 
birth-day.  After  liaving  mentioned  the  dege- 
neracy of  other  kingdoms,  I  come  to  Scotland 

Thee,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among. 
Thee,  famed  for  martial  deed,  and  sacred  song, 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes ; 
Where  is  that  soul  of  freedom  fled? 
ImmiQgled  with  the  mighty  dead  ! 

Beneath  the   hallowed   turf  where  Wallac* 


ear  it  not,  Wallace,  in  thy  bed  of  death  1 
Ye  babbling  winds  in  silence  sweep, 
sturb  not  ye  the  hero's  sleep." 
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with  additions  of 

That  arm  which  neryed  with  thundering  fate, 
Braved  usurpation's  boldest  daring  ! 

One  quenched  in  darkness  like  the  sinking  stfii 
And  oae  the  palsied  arm  of  tottering,  powei 
less  age. 

Ton  win  probably  have  another  scrawl  froi 
me  in  a  stage  or  two.  K,  B. 


TO   MR.  JAMES   JOHNSON. 


Dumfr 
My  bear  Pbiend, 
Yon  sliould  bave  heard  fi 
it  over  and  above  some  ven 

es  of  these  accursed  times,  I  have 
been  plagued  with  low  spirits  and 
that  /  have  alimst  hung  my  harp 


I,  1794. 


e  long  ago : 


pecuniary  lo: 
all  this  wint< 
blue  devils,  s 
on  the  mltoui- 
I  am  just 


w  busy  correcting  a  new  edition 
of  my  poems,  and  this,  with  my  ordinary  buai- 

I  send  you  by  my  friend  Mr.  Wallace  forty- 
one  songs  for  your  fifth  volume  ;  if  wo  cannot 
finish  it  in  any  other  way,  what  would  you  think 
of  Scota  words  to  some  beautiful  Irish  airs  f 
In  the  mean  time,  at  jour  leisnre,  give  a  copy 
of  the  Museum  to  my  worthy  (Hend,  Mr.  Peter 
Hill,  bookseller,  to  biud  for  me,  interleaved  with 
blank  leaves,  exactly  as  he  did  the  Laird  of 
Glenriddel's,  that  I  may  insert  every  anecdote 
I  can  learn,  together  with  my  own  criticisms 
and  remarks  on  the  songs.  A  copy  of  this  kind 
I  shall  leave  with  you,  the  editor,  to  publish  at 
some  after  period,  by  way  of  making  the  Mu- 
seum a  book  famous  to  the  end  of  time,  and 
you  renowned  for  ever. 

I  have  got  an  Highland  dirk,  for  which  I 
have  great  veneration  ;  as  it  Once  was  the  dirk 
of  Lord  Balmiritio.  It  fell  into  bad  hands,  who 
stripped  it  of  the   silver  mounting,  as  well  as 

e  knife  and  fork.  I  have  some  thoughts  of 
sending  it  to  your  care,  to  get  it  mounted  anew. 

Thank  you  for  the  copies  of  my  Volunteer 
Ballad. — Our  friend  Clarke  has  done  indeed  well ! 
'tis  chaste  and  beautiful.  I  have  not  met  with 
anything  that  has  pleased  mo  so  much.     Tou 


TO  MR.   THOMSON. 


re,] 


of  al 


July,  1794. 

Is  there  no  news  yet  of  Pleyel  ?  Or  is  youi 
work  to  be  at  a  dead  stop,  until  the  allies  sel 
our  modern  Orpheus  at  liberty  from  the  savage 
thraldom  of  democrat  discords  ?  Alas  the  day  ! 
And  woe  is  me  !  That  auspicious  period,  preg- 
nant with  the  happiness  of  millions.  ■    ■    •    • 

I  have  presented  a  copy  of  your  songs  to  the 
daughter  of  a  much-valued  and  much-honoured 
friend  of  mine,  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintray.  I 
wrote  on  the  blank  side  of  the  title-page  the 
following  address  to  the  young  lady ; 


Here,  where  the  Saottisl 


e  immortal  1 


TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


Id  far 


the  veraea  are  original  anJ  touching.] 

30M  August,  1794. 

The  last  evening,  as  I  was  straying  out,  and 
thinking  of  "O'er  the  hills  and  far  away,"  1 
spun  the  following  stanza  for  it;  but  whether 
my  spinning  will  deserve  ta  be  laid  up  in  store, 
like  the  precious  thread  of  the  silk-worm,  or 
brushed  to  the  devil,  like  tie  vile  manufacture 
of  the  spider,  I  leave,  my  dear  Sir,  to  your 
usual  candid  criticism.  I  was  pleased  with 
several  lines  in  it  at  first,  bat  I  own  that  now  it 
appears  rather  a  flimsy  business. 

This  is  just  a  hasty  sketch,  until  I  see  whether 
it  be  worth  a  critique.  We  have  many  sailor 
songs,  but  m  far  as  I  at  present  recollect,  they 
are  mostly  the  effusions  of  the  jovial  sailor,  not 
the  wailings  of  his  love-lorn  mistress.  I  must 
here  make  one  sweet  exception — "  Sweet  Annie 
frae  the  sea-beach  came."  Now  for  the  song: — 
How  can  my  poor  heart  be  glad.' 


oem  CCXXIX. 
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I  giTe  you  leaye  to  abuse  this  song,  bat  do  i* 
in  the  spirit  of  Christian  meeknesB, 

B.  B. 


TO  MR.   THOMSON. 


Stpt. 

I  SHALi  withdraw  mj  "On  the  seas 
away"  altogether :  it  is  unequal,  and  un 
the  work.     Making  a  poem  ia  like  bege 
son;  jou  cannot  know  whetherjoa  have 
man  or  a  fool,  until  jon  produce  Mm        t 
world  to  try  him. 

For  that  reason  I  Bend  yon  the  offsp 
my  brain,  abortions  and  all;  and,  aa  sue 
look  over  them,  and  foi^iye  tliem,  an 
them.  I  am  flattered  at  your  adoptin 
the  yowes  to  the  knowes,"  as  it  was  ow 
me  that  ever  it  saw  the  light.  Abou 
years  ago  I  was  well  acquainted  with  a 
little  fellow  of  a  clergyman,  a  Mr.  Clun 
sang  it  charmingly;  and,  at  my  reqne 
Clarke  took  it  down  from  his  einging.  Wh 
gave  it  to  Johnson,  I  added  sonic  stanza 
song,  and  mended  others,  bat  still  it  will 
for  you.  In  a,  solitary  stroll  which  I  t 
day,  I  tried  my  hand  on  a  few  pastora 
following  up  the  idea  of  the  chorus,  whi 
would  preserve.  Here  it  is,  with  all  it 
ties  and  imperfections  on  its  head. 

Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowes,  &c. 

I  shall  giye  you  my  opinion  of  you 
newly  adopted  songs  my  first  scribbling 


CCCI. 
TO   MB.   THOMSON. 


pr.Hait 
Ihe  poet,  ha 
House  of  G( 


I  Song  CCXXV. 


Sept.  1704. 
Do  you  know  a  blackguard  Irish  song  called 
"Onagh's  Waterfall!"  The  air  is  charming, 
and  I  hare  often  regretted  the  want  of  decent 
Terses  to  it.  It  is  too  much,  at  least  for  my 
humble  rustic  muse,  to  expect  that  every  etfovt 
of  bera  shall  haTe  merit;  still  I  think  that  it  is 

none  at  all.  On  this  principle  I  hare 
proceeded  in  the  Soots  Musical  Mii- 
m  nd  as  that  publicatioo  is  at  its  laFt 
intend  the  following  song,  to  the  air 
ntioned,  for  that  work, 
es  not  snit  you  as  an  editor,  you  may 
d  to  have  Tersea  to  it  that  you  can  sing 
mpany  of  ladies. 

ae  flaien  were  her  ringlets.' 

N         compare  small  things  with  great,  my 
music  is  like  the  mighty  Frederick  of 
P  taate  in  painting :  we  are  told  that  he 

y  admired  what  the  connoisseurs  dc- 
d  always  without  any  hypocrisy  con- 
s  admiration.  I  am  sensible  that  my 
music  mnst  he  inelegant  and  vulgar, 
people  of  undisputed  and  cultivated 
find  no  merit  in  my  favourite  tunea, 
inse  I  am  cheaply  pleased,  is  that  any 
hy  I  should  deny  myself  that  pleasure  ? 
■y  our  strathspeys,  ancient  and  modem, 

moat  exquisite  enjoyment,  where  you 
r  judges  would  probiibly  be  s" 


!,  I  a 


I  jnat 


ioh 


n  raptures;  and,  in  fact,  unless  I  be 

Here  I  have  Clarke  on  my  side,  who  is  a 

tl  will  pit  against  any  of  you.  "Rothe- 

m  he  eaya,  "ia  an  ^r  both  original  and 

;"  and,  on  his  reoommcndation,  I  have 

first  part  of  the  tune  for  a  chorus, 

ourth  or  last  part  for  the  song.     I  am 

but  two  stanzas  deep  in  the  work,  and  possibly 

you  may  think,  and  justly,  that  the  poetry  is  aa 

little  worth  your  a 

[Her< 


i'  ths  1 


ig  CC  XXXI 1 1,] 


I  have  begun  anew,  "  Let  me  in  thia  ae  night." 
Do  you  think  that  we  ought  to  retain  the  old 
chorus  I  I  think  we  must  retain  both  the  old 
chorus  and  the  first  stanza  of  the  old  song.     I 
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Co  not  altogether  like  the  third  line  of  the  first 
stanza,  hut  cannot  alter  it  to  please  myself. 
am  just  three  etanias  deep  in  it.    Would  yo 
have  the  deiioMenietit  to  he  sueoessful  or  othe: 
wise! — should  she  "let  him  in"  or  not? 

Did  you  not  onoe  propose  "  The  sow's  tail  i 
Geordie"  as  an  air  for  your  work?  I  am  quit 
delighted  with  it ;  hut  I  acknowledge  that  is  t 
mark  of  its  real  eioellenee.  I  once  set  about 
verseB  for  it,  which  I  meant  to  be  in  the  alter 
nate  way  of  a  loTer  and  his  mistress  chanting 
together.  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  knoi 
Mrs.  Thomson's  Christian  name,  and  youi 
am  afraid,  is  rather  burlesque  for  sentini 
else  I  had  meant  to  have  made  jou  the  hero 
and  heroine  of  the  little  piece. 

How  do  yon  like  the  following  epigram  which 
I  wrote  the  other  day  on  a  lOTely  young  girl's 
recovery  from  a  fever?  Doctor  Maxwell  was 
the  physician  who  seemingly  saved  her  from 
the  grave;  and  to  him  I  address  the  following : 

TO   DR.    MAXWELL, 


Maxwell,  if  merit  here  you  crave, 

That  merit  I  deny : 
You  save  fair  Jessy  from  the  grave  ! — 

An  angel  could  cot  die  ! 

God  grant  you  patience   with   this   stupid 
epistle!  B.  B. 


TO   MR.    THOMSON. 


m>  cutty  gun"  is  the  first  of  its  kind.] 

lOiA  Ocfober,  1794. 
Mr  DEAK  Friend, 
By  this  morning's  post  I  have  your  list,  and, 
in  general,  I  highly  approve  of  it  I  shall,  at 
more  leisure,  give  you  a  critique  on  the  whole. 
Clarke  goes  to  your  town  hy  to-day's  fly,  and  I 
wish  you  would  call  on  him  and  take  his  opinion 
in  general  ;  you  know  his  taste  is  a  standard. 
He  will  return  here  again  in  a  week  or  two,  so 
please  do  not  miss  asliing  for  him.  One  thing  I 
hope  he  will  do — persuade  you  to  adopt  my  fa- 
vourite "  Craigieburn-wood,"  in  jour  selection : 
it  is  as  great  a  favourite  of  his  as  of  mine.  The 
Jftdy  on  whom  it  was  mado  is  one  of  the  finest 


women  in  Scotland  ;  and  in  fact  (enin:  nous)  is 
in  a  manner  to  me  what  Sterne's  Eliia  was  to 
him — a  mistress,  or  friend,  or  what  you  will,  in 
the  guileless  simplicity  of  Platonic  love.  (Now, 
don't  put  any  of  your  squinting  oonstruotionE 
on  this,  or  have  any  clishniaolavcr  about  it 
among  our  acquaintances.)  I  assure  you  thai 
to  my  lovely  friend  you  are  indihtcd  for  many 
of  your  best  songs  of  mine.  Do  you  think  that 
the  sober,  gin-horse  routine  of  existence  could 
inspire  a  man  with  life,  and  love,  and  joy — 
could  fire  him  with  enthusiasm,  or  melt  him 
with  pathos,  equal  to  the  genius  of  your  book! 
No!  no!  Whenever  I  want  to  be  more  than 
ordinary  in  song — to  be  in  some  degree  equal  tc 
your  diviner  airs — do  you  imagine  I  fast  and 
pray  for  the  celestial  emanation  ?  Tout  au  con- 
traire  !  I  have  a  glorious  recipe  ;  the  very  one 
that  for  his  own  use  was  invented  by  the  divi- 
nity of  healing  and  poetry,  when  erst  he  piped 
to  the  flocks  of  Admetns.  I  put  myself  in  a 
regimen  of  admiring  a  fine  woman ;  and  in  pro- 
portion to  the  adorability  of  her  charms,  in  pro- 
portion you  are  delighted  with  my  verses.  The 
lightning  of  her  eye  is  the  godhead  of  Parnas- 
sus, and  the  witchery  of  her  smile  the  divinity 
of  Helicon ! 

To  descend  to  business :  if  you  like  my  idea 
of  "  When  she  cam  ben  she  bohbit,"  the  follov 
ing  stanzas  of  mine,  altered  a  little  from  what 
they  were  formerly,  when  set  to  another  ) 
may  perhaps  do  instead  of  worse  stanzas:— 


Os( 


r  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely.' 


Now  for  a  few  miscellaneous  remarks.  "  "i 
'osie"  (in  the  Museum)  is  my  composition ; 
ir  was  taken  down  from  Mrs.  Bums's  voice. 
i  well  known  in  the  west  country,  but  the  old 
words  are  trash.  By  the  bye,  take  a  look 
tune  again,  and  tell  me  if  you  do  not  think 
the  original  from  which  "Roslin  Castle" 
imposed.  The  second  part  in  particular, 
for  the  Erst  two  or  three  bars,  is  exactly  the 
lir.  "  Strathallan's  Lament"  is  mine  ;  the 
io  is  by  our  right  trusty  and  deservedly 
well-beloved  Allan  Mastcrton.  "  Donocht-Head" 
it  mine;  I  would  give  ten  pounds  it  were. 
It  appeared  first  in  the  Edinburgh  Herald,  and 
me  to  the  editor  of  that  paper  with  the  New- 
stle  post-mark  on  it.  "  Whisfla  o'er  the  lave 
,"  is  mine ;  the  music  said  to  bo  by  a  John 
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Bruce,  a  celebrated  yiolin-player  in  Dumfries, 
about  the  beginning  of  this  centurj.  This  I 
know,  Bruce,  who  was  an  honest  man,  though  a 
red-wud  Highlandm.in,  constantly  claimed  it; 
and.  by  all  the  old  musical  people  hero  is  be- 
lieved to  be  the  author  of  it. 

4nlrew  and  h  a  cutty  gun  The  aong  to 
which  th  s  IS  set  in  the  Museum  is  mine,  and 
was  composed  on  Miss  Enphemia  Murray,  of 
Lintrose  cummonly  and  deservedly  called  the 
n  wer  of  ^Irathmoie 

H  w  long  and  dreary  is  the  night  '  I  met 
witli  some  iulIi  words  m  a  collection  of  songs 
somewhere,  which  I  altered  and  enlarged  ;  and 
to  please  you,  and  to  suit  your  faTourite  air,  I 
have  taken  a  stride  or  two  across  my  room,  and 
have  arranged  it  anew,  as  you  will  find  on  the 
other  page. 

How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night,  &•:.' 

Tell  me  how  you  like  this.  I  differ  from  your 
idea  of  the  eipreasion  of  the  tune.  There  is, 
to  me,  a  great  deal  of  tenderness  in  it.  Ton 
cannot,  in  my  opinion,  dispense  with  a  bass  to 
jour  addenda  airs.  A  lady  of  my  acquaintance, 
a  noted  performer,  plays  and  sings  at  tlie  same 
time  BO  charmingly,  that  I  shall  never  bear  to 
see  any  of  her  songs  sent  into  the  world,  aa 
nated  aa  Mr.  What-d'ye-call-um  has  done  in  his 
London  collect: on. ' 

These  English  songa  gravel  me  to  death.  I 
have  not  that  command  of  the  language  that  I 
have  of  my  native  tongue.  I  have  been  at 
"  Duncan  Gray,"  to  dress  it  in  English,  but  all 
T  can  do  is  deplorably  stupid.  For  instance  : — 
Let  not  woman  e'er  complain,  &C.'' 

Since  the  above,  I  have  been  out  in  tlie  coun- 
try, taking  a  dinner  with  a  friend,  where  I  met 
with  a  lady  whom  I  mentioned  in  the  second 
page  in  this  odds-and-ecds  of  a  letter.  As 
usual,  I  got  into  song ;  and  returning  home  1 
eompoaed  the  following : 

Sleep'st  then,  or  wok'st  thuu,  fairest  creature 
&c.^ 

If  you  honoar  my  versea  by  setting  the  air  to 
them,  I  will  vamp  up  the  old  song,  and  make  it 
Engliah  enough  to  be  understood. 

'  -' — ----^-  --.Eastln- 
i  Scottish 


dian  air,  which  you  would  s 
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one.  I  know  the  authenticity  of  it,  aa  the  gen- 
tleman who  brought  it  over  ia  a  particalar  ac- 
quaintance of  mine.  Co  preserve  me  the  copy 
I  send  you,  as  it  is  the  only  one  I  have.  Clarke 
has  set  a  bass  to  it,  and  I  intend  putting  it  into 
the  Musical  Museum.     Here  follow  the  verges  I 

But  lately  seen  in  gladsooie  green,  &c.' 
I  would  be  obliged  to  yon  if  yo"i  would  pro- 
cure me  a  sight  of  Ritson's  collection  of  English 
songs,  which  you  mention  in  your  letter.  I  will 
thank  you  for  another  information,  and  that  as 
speedily  as  yon  please ;  whether  this  miserable 
drawling  hotchpotch  epistle  has  not  completely 
tired  you  of  my  ci 


Now  to  the  streaming  fountain, 
Or  up  the  heathy  mountain. 
The  hart,  hind,  and  roe,  freely,  wildly-wam 

In  twining  haiel  bowers, 
His  lay  the  linnet  pours; 
The  lav'rook  to  the  sky 
Ascends  wi'  sangs  o'  joy, 
While  the  sun  and  thou  arise  to  bless  the  da 

When  frae  ray  Chloris  parted, 

Sad,  cheerless,  broken-hearted, 
The  night's  gloomy  aliades,  cloudy,  dark,  o' 
cast  my  sky. 

But  when  she  charms  my  sight, 

In  pride  of  heauty's  light ; 

When  througli  my  very  heart 

Her  beaming  glories  dart; 
'Tis  than,  'tis  then  I  wake  to  life  and  joy  1 


TO   MR.   THOMSON, 


I .  thfl  book  for 


)n,] 


JVbumifr,  1794. 
Many  thanks  to  yon,  my  dear 
present;  it  is  a  hook  of  the  utmi 
to  me.     I  have  yesterday  begun  my  anecdotes, 
&o.,  for  your  work.    I  intend  drawing  them  up 
in  the  form  of  a  letter  tt 
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me  from  the  tcJious  dull  business  of  sji 
arrangement.  Indeed,  as  all  I  liave  to  say  con- 
elsts  of  unconnected  remarks,  anecdotes,  Ecrapa 
□f  old  songs,  &c.,  it  would  he  impossible  to  give 
the  nark  a  beginning,  a  middle,  and  B.n  end, 
which  the  critioB  insist  to  be  absolutely  necessarj 
in  a.  work.  In  my  last,  I  told  yon  my  objections 
to  the  song  you  had  selected  for  "My  lodging 
is  on  the  cold  ground."  On  my  Tisit  the  otiier 
day  to  my  fair  Cbloris  (that  is  the  poetic  name 
of  the  lovely  goddess  of  my  inspiration),  she 
suggested  an  idea,  which  I,  on  my  return  from 
the  visit,  wrought  into  the  following  song. 

My  Chlorifl,  mark  how  green  the  groves.' 

How  do  you  like  the  simplicity  and  tenderness 
of  this  pastoral  t    I  think  it  pretty  well. 

I  like  you  for  entering  go  candidly  and  so 
kindly  into  the  story  of  "ma  ctere  amie."  I  as- 
sure you  I  was  never  more  in  earnest  in  my  life, 
than  in  the  account  of  that  affair  which  I  sent 
you  in  my  last.  Conjagal  love  is  a  pas.iion 
which  I  deeply  feel,  and  highly  venerate ;  bnt, 
somehow,  it  does  not  make  such  a  figure  in  poesy 
as  that  other  species  of  the  passion, 

"Where  Jove  is  liberty,  anrt  nature  law." 
Musically  speaking,  the  first  ia  an  instrament 
of  which  the  gamut  is  scanty  and  confined,  but 
the  tones  ineipresslhly  sweet,  while  the  last  has 
powers  equal  to  all  the  intellectual  modulations 
of  the  human  soul.  Still,  I  am  a  very  poet  in 
my  enthusiasm  of  the  passion.  The  welfare  and 
happiness  of  tbe  beloved  object  is  the  first  and 
inviolate  sentiment  that  pervades  my  soul ;  and 
whatever  pleasures  I  might  wish  for,  or  whatever 
might  be  the  raptures  they  would  ^ve  me,  yet, 
if  they  interfere  with  that  first  principle,  it  is 
having  these  pleasures  at  a  dishonest  price ;  and 
justice  forbids  and  generosity  disdains  the  pur- 
chase. 

Despairing  of  my  own  powers  to  give  you 
variety  enough  in  English  songs,  I  have  been 
turning  over  old  collections,  to  pick  out  songs,  of 
which  the  measure  is  something  similar  to  what 
I  want ;  and,  with  a  little  alteration,  so  as  to 
suit  thB  rhythm  of  the  air  exactly,  to  give  you 
them  for  your  work.  Wliere  the  songs  have 
hitherto  been  but  little  noticed,  nor  have  ever 
been  set  to  music,  I  think  the  shift  a  fair  one. 
A  song,  which,  nnder  the  same  first  verse,  you 
will  find  in  Eamsay's  Tea-table  Miscellany,  I 
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have  cut  down  for  an   Erglisli   dress   to  your 
"  Dainty  Davie,"  as  follows  :— 

It  was  the  charming  month  of  May.^ 
You  may  think  meanly  of  tbi,'!,  but  take  a  look 
at  the  bombast  original,  and  you  will  be  sur- 
prised tbat  I  have  made  so  much  of  it.  I  have 
finished  my  song  to  "  Rothemnrche'a  rant,"  and 
you  have  Clarke  to  consult  as  to  the  set  of  tbe 
air  for  singing. 

Lassie  wi'  the  lint-white  locks,  &o.' 
This  piece  has  at  least  the  merit  of  being  a 
regujar  pastoral :  tbe  vernal  morn,  the  summer 
noon,  the  autumnal  evening,  and  the  winter 
night,  are  regularly  rounded.  If  you  like  it, 
well ;  if  not,  I  will  insert  it  in  the  Museum. 


CCCIV. 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


t."] 


I  AM  out  of  temper  that  you  should  set  so 
sweet,  so  tender  an  air,  as  "  Deil  tak  the  wars," 
to  the  foolish  old  verses.  You  talk  of  the  silli- 
ness of  "Saw  ye  my  father?" — By  heavens! 
the  odds  is  gold  to  brass  !  Besides,  tbe  old 
song,  though  now  pretty  well  modernized  into 
the  Scottish  language,  is  originally,  and  in  the 
early  editions,  a  bungling  low  imitation  of  the 
Scottish  manner,  by  that  genius  Tom  ffUrfey, 
so  has  no  pretensions  to  be  a  Scottish  produc- 
tion. There  is  a  pretty  English  song  by  Sheri- 
dan, in  the  "  Duenna,"  to  this  air,  which  is  out 
of  Eight  superior  to  D'Urfey'a.      It  begins, 

""When  sabla  oiglit  each  drooping  plant  iBBloring." 
The  air,  if  I  understand  the  expression  of  it 
properly,  is  the  very  native  language  of  simpli- 
city, tenderness,  and  love.     I  have  again  gone 
gone  over  my  song  to  tbe  tune. 

Now  for  my  English  song  to  "  Nancy's  to  the 
greenwood,"  &c. 

Farewell  thou  stream  tbat  winding  flows.'' 

There  is  an  ajr,  "  The  Caledonian  Hunt's  De-     1 
light,"  to  which  I  wrote  a  song  that  you  will  find 
in  Johnson,  "  Ye  banks   and  braes  o'  bonnie 
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Doon:"  ibis  air  I  think  might  find  a  place 
among  jour  hundred,  as  Lear  says  of  hia  knighta. 
Do  you  know  the  history  of  the  air  ?  It  ia  cu- 
riouB  enough.  A  good  many  yeara  ago,  Mr. 
James  Miller,  writerin  your  good  town,  a  gentle- 
man whom  possibly  you  know,  was  in  company 
with  our  friend  Clarke  ;  and  talking  of  Soottiah 
music,  Miller  exprcased  an  ardent  amhifjon  to 
be  able  to  oompoae  a  SooIb  air.  Mr.  Clarke, 
partly  by  way  of  joke,  told  him  to  keep  to  the 
black  keys  of  the  harpsioliord,  and  prescrvo 
some  kind  of  rhythm,  and  he  woald  infallibly 
oompoae  a  Soots  air.  Certain  it  is  that,  ia  a 
few  days,  Mr.  Miller  produced  the  rudiments 
of  an  air,  which  Mr.  Clarke,  with  some  touches 


fashioned  into  the  i 


tion.  Ritson,  you  know,  ha 
of  the  black  keys ;  bntthis  account  which  I  have 
just  given  you,  Mr.  Clarke  informed  me  of 
BCTeral  years  ago.  Now,  to  show  you  how  diffi- 
cult it  ia  to  trace  the  origin  of  our  airs,  I  have 
heard  it  repeatedly  asserted  that  thia  waa  an 
Irish  air  |  nay,  I  met  with  an  Iriah  gentleman 
who  affirmed  he  had  heard  it  in  Ireland  among 
the  old  women;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  a 
countesa  informed  me,  that  the  first  person  who 
introduced  the  air  into  this  country,  was  a 
baronet'a  lady  of  her  acquaintance,  who  took 
down  the  notes  from  an  itinerant  piper  in  the 
Isle  of  Man.  How  difficult,  then,  to  aaoertain 
the  truth  respecting  our  poesy  and  music  I  I, 
myself,  have  lately  aeen  a  couple  of  ballads  sung 
through  the  streets  of  Dumfries,  with  my  name 
at  the  head  of  tl  em  as  the  auth  r  though  it 
was  the  first  time  I  had  ever  seen  them 

I  thank  jou  for  a  Imitting  Craigiebum 
wood;"  and  I  shall  take  care  to  furu  &h  jou 
with  a  new  chor  «  In  fact  the  chorus  w  s 
not  my  work  but  a  part  of  some  old  verses  to 
the  air.  If  I  can  catch  mysell  in  a  moie  tLan 
ordinarily  propitious  moment  I  shall  Br  te  a 
new  "Craigiebum  wood    altogether    My  heart 

I  am  ashamed  my  dear  fell  w  to  make  the 
request;  't  i  dunning  your  generosity  but  in 
a  moment  when  I  had  torgotten  whether  I  was 
rich  or  poor  I  prom  ael  Chloris  a  copy  tf  your 
songs.  It  wrings  ray  honest  pride  to  write  you 
this;  but  an  ungracious  request  is  doubly  so 
by  a  tedious  apology.  To  make  you  some 
amends,  as  soon  as  I  have  extracted  the  neces- 
iary  information  out  of  them,  I  will  return  you 


The  lady  is  not  a  little  proud  that  she  is  to 
make  ao  distinguished  a  figure  in  your  collec- 
tion, and  I  am  not  a  little  proad  that  I  haye  it 
in  my  power  to  please  her  so  much.  Luoky  it 
is  for  your  patience  that  my  paper  is  done,  for 
when  I  am  in  a  acribbling  humour,  I  know  not 
when  to  give  over.  R.  B. 


TO  MR.THOMSON. 
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l^ih  Ifonember,  1794. 
You  see,  my  dear  Sir,  what  a  punctual  cor- 
respondent I  am  ;  though,  indeed,  you  may  thank 
yourself  for  the  isdiuni  of  my  letters,  as  you 


eredni 
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my  favourite  Iioliby,  and  have  praised  the 
grace  of  his  ambling  so  much,  that  I  am  scarcely 
ever  off  his  back.  For  instance,  this  morning, 
though  a  keen  blowing  frost,  in  my  walk  before 
breakfast,  I  finished  my  duet,  which  you  were 
pleased  to  praise  ao  much.  Whether  I  have 
uniformly  succeeded,  I  will  not  say ;  but  here 
it  is  for  you,  though  it  is  not  an  hour  old. 

0  Philly,  happy  be  the  day.' 

Tell  me  honestly  how  you  like  it,  and  point  out 
whatever  you  think  faulty. 

I  am  much  pleaaed  with  your  idea  of  singing 
our  gongs  in  alternate  stanzas,  and  regret  that 
you  did  not  hint  it  to  me  sooner.  In  those  that 
remain,  I  shall  have  it  in  my  eye.  I  remember 
your  objections  to  the  name  Philly,  hut  it  is  the 
common  abbreviation  of  Phillis.  Sally,  the  only 
other  name  that  suits,  has  to  my  ear  a  vul- 
garity about  it,  which  unfits  it  for  anything 
except  burlesque.  The  legion  of  Scottish  poet- 
asters of  the  day,  whom  your  brother  editor, 
Mr.  Kitson,  ranks  with  me  as  my  coevals,  have 
always  mistaken  vulgarity  for  simplicity ;  where- 
as, aimplicity  ia  aa  much  eloignle  from  vulgarity 
on  the  one  hand,  as  from  affected  point  and 
puerile  conceit  on  the  other. 

I  agree  with  you  as  to  the  air,  "  Craigiebum- 
wood,"  that  a  chorus  would,  in  some  degree, 
spoil  the  effect,  and  shall  certainly  have  nono 
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in  mj  projected  song  to  it.  It  is  not,  however, 
a  case  in  point  with  "  Bothamurche;"  there, 
as  io  "Eoj's  Wife  of  Aldivnlloch,"  a  oIioruB 
goes,  to  tny  taste,  well  enough.  As  to  the 
chorus  going  first,  that  is  the  case  with  "  Roj'a 
Wife,"  as  well  as  '■Rothemurehe."  In  fact,  in 
the  first  part  of  both  tunes,  the  rhjthni  is  so 
peculiar  and  irregular,  and  on  that  irregularity 
depends  so  much  of  their  beauty,  that  we  must 
e'en  take  them  with  all  their  wHdness,  and 
humour  the  verse  accordingly.  Learing  out 
the  starting  note  ia  holii  tune.?,  has,  I  tliinli,  an 
effect  that  no  regularity  could  counterbalance 


thew 
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Try, 


compare  with  J 

Does  not  the  tameness  of  tlie  prefixed  syllable 
strike  you!  In  the  last  case,  with  the  true  furor 
of  genius,  jou  strike  at  once  into  the  wild  ori- 
ginality of  the  air  ;  whereas,  in  (he  first  insipid 
method,  it  is  like  the  grating  screw  of  the  pins 
before  the  fiddle  is  brought  into  tune.  This  is 
my  taste;  if  I  am  wrong,  I  heg  pardon  of  the 
eognosceaii. 

"  The  Caledonian  Hunt"  is  so  ohaniiing,  that 
it  would  make  any  subject  in  a  song  go  down ; 
but  pathos  is  certainly  its  natiro  tongue,  Scot- 
tish bacchanalians  we  certainly  want,  though 
the  few  we  have  are  eieellent.  For  instance, 
"Todlin  hame,"  is,  for  wit  and  huntw,  an 
unparalleled  composition;  and  ''IS^ndi^W'and 
his  cutty  gun"  is  the  work  of  a  master.  By  the 
iray,  are  you  not  quite  Tesed  to  think  that 
those  men  of  genius,  for  such  they  certainly 
were,  who  composed  our  fico  Scottish  lyrics, 
should  be  unknown?  It  has  given  me  many  a 
heart-ache.  Apropos  to  bacchanalian  songs  in 
Scottish,  I  composed  one  yesterday,  for  an  air 
I  like  inucli — "  Lumps  o'  pudding." 

Contented  wi'  little  and  cantie  wi'  mair.' 

If  you  do  not  relish  this  air,  I  will  seoil  it  to 
Johnson.  R.  B, 


CCCVI. 

TO   MR.   THOMSON. 

letruin^nl  which  the  poet  got  from  th 
™>  of  an  order  as  nide  and  incapal 

I  Song  CCXXXVI. 


oughsoflhe  pl^. 


■-'-: 


SiKCE  yesterday's  penmanship,  I  have  framed 
a  couple  of  English  stanias,  by  way  of  an  Eng- 
lish song  to  "  Roy's  Wife."  You  will  allow  me, 
that  in  this  instance  my  English  corresponds  in 
sentiment  with  the  Seottish. 


Canst  thou  leai 


.e  thus,  my  Katy?^ 


Wen !  I  think  Ih  s  to  be  done  in  two  or  three 
turns  across  mi  lo  m  and  with  two  or  three 
pinches  of  Irish  llHokguaji!  is  not  so  far  amiss. 
You  see  I  am  determined  to  have  my  quantum 
of  applause  from  somthodj 

Tell  my  friend  Allan  (f  jr  I  am  sure  that  we 
only  want  th"  t 


e  the 


ft  friends  on 
D  his  plates. 


earth)  that  I  much  suspect  he  has. 
mistaken  the  figure  of  the  stock 
have,  at  last,  gotten  one,  but  it  is  a  very  rude 
instrument.  It  is  composed  of  three  parts  ;  the 
stock,  which  is  the  hinder  thigh-bone  of  a  sheep, 
such  as  you  see  iu  a  mutton  ham ;  the  iioro, 
which  is  a  common  Highland  cow's  horn,  out 
off  at  the  smaller  end,  until  the  aperture  be 
large  enough  to  admit  the  stock  to  be  puslied 
up  through  the  horn  until  it  be  held  by  the 
thicker  end  of  the  thigh-bone ;  and  ]astiy,  an 
oaten  reed  exactly  cut  and  notched  like  that 
which  you  see  every  shepherd  hoy  have,  when 
the  corn-stems  are  green  and  full  grown.  The 
reed  is  not  made  fast  in  the  bone,  but  is  lield  by 
the  lips,  and  plays  loose  in  the  smaller  end  of 
the  stock  ;  while  the  stock,  with  the  hom  hang- 
ing on  its  larger  end,  is  held  by  tlie  hands  iu 
playing.  The  stock  hag  six  or  seven  ventages 
on  the  upper  side,  and  one  hack-ventage,  like 
the  common  flute.  This  of  mine  was  made  by 
a  man  from  the  braes  of  Athole,  and  is  esactly 
what  the  shepherds  wont  to  use  in  thatcountry. 
However,  either  it  is  not  quite  properly  bored 
in  the  holes,  or  else  we  have  not  the  art  of  blow- 
ing it  rightly  ;  for  we  can  make  little  of  it.  If 
Mr,  Allan  chooses,  I  will  send  him  a  sight  of 
mine,  as  I  look  on  myself  to  be  a  kind  of  brother- 
brush  with  Mm.  "  Pride  in  poets  is  nae  sin  ;" 
and  I  will  say  it,  that  I  look  on  Mr,  Allan  and 
Mr.  Burns  to  be  the  only  genuine  and  real 
painters  of  Scottish  costume  in  the  world. 
R,  B, 
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TO   PETER   MILLER,   J  U  N.,   ES 


CCCVIII. 
SAMUEL   CLARKE,  JUN., 


IB  for 


letter.] 


Damfries,Nov.  1794, 
Dear  Sik, 
Your  offer  is  indeed  Imlj  generous,  and  most 
sincerely  do  I  Ihank  you  for  it ;  but  in  my  pre- 
I  find  that  I  dare  not  accept  it. 
You  well  know  my  political  sentiments ;  and 
were  I  an  insular  individual,  nnconnected  with 
a  wife  nnd  a  family  of  ohildren,  with  the  most 
ferrid  enthusiasm  I  would  have  volunteered  my 
:  I  then  could  and  would  hate  despised 
might  hate  ensued. 
My  prospect  in  the  Excise  is  something;  at 
least  it  is,  encumbered  as  I  am  with  the  welfare, 
the  very  existence,  of  near  half-a-score  of  help- 
s  iDdividuals,  what  I  dare  not  sport  with. 
In  the  mean  time,  they  are  most  welonme  to 
my  Ode;  only,  let  them  insert  it  as  a  thing  they 
aave  met  with  by  accident  and  unknown  lu  me. 
—Nay,  if  Mr.  Perry,  whose  honour,  after  your 
character  of  him,  I  cannot  doubt;  if  he  will 
IS  and  channel  by  which  any- 
fe  from  those  spies  with  which 
n  that  his  correspondence  is 
id  then  send  him  any  bagatelle 
that  I  may  write.  In  the  present  hurry  of 
Europe,  nothing  but  news  and  politics  will  be 
regarded  ;  hut  against  the  days  of  peace,  which 
Heaven  send  soon,  my  little  assistance  may  per- 
haps fill  up  an  idle  column  of  a  newspaper.  I 
have  long  had  it  in  my  head  to  try  my  hand  in 
the  way  of  little  prose  essays,  which  I  propose 
sending  into  the  world  though  the  medium  of 
soma  newspaper;  and  should  these  be  worth 
his  while,  to  these  Mr.  Perry  shall  be  welcome  ; 
and  all  my  reward  shall  be,  his  treating  me 
with  his  paper,  which,  by  the  bye,  to  anybody 
.s  tte  least  relish  for  wit,  is  a  high  treat 
indeed. 

With  the  most  grateful  esteem  I  am  ever. 
Dear  Sir, 

B.  B. 


thing  will  con 
he  may  be  ci 
beset,Inilln( 


Sunday  Mcniiiig. 
.R  SiB, 
I,  I  know,  drunk  last  night,  but  I  aii 


■  this 


1   the 


!,  had  I  had  n 


i  should 


Capt. ■  ■■  made  us 

body's  welfare  to  care  for  but  my  oi 
certainly  have  come,  according  to 
of  the  world,  to  tie  necessity  of  murdering  one 
another  about  the  husiness.  The  words  were 
such  as,  generally,  I  believe,  end  in  a  brace  of 
pistols;  but  I  am  still  pleased  to  think  that  I 
did  not  ruin  the  peace  and  welfare  of  a  wife  and 
a  family  of  children  in  a  drunken  squabble. 
Farther,  you  know  that  the  report  of  certain  po- 
litical opinions  being  mine,  has  already  once 
before  brought  me  to  the  brink  of  destruction. 
I  dread  lest  last  night's  business  may  be  misre- 
presented in  tlie  same  way, — You,  I  beg,  will 
take  care  to  prevent  it.  I  tas  jour  wish  for 
Mr.  Burns's  welfare  with  the  task  of  waiting  as 
soon  as  possible,  on  every  gentleman  who  was 
present,  andstatethistohim,  and,  as  jou  please, 
show  him  this  letter.  What,  after  all,  was  the 
obnoxious  toast  ?  "  May  our  success  in  the  pre- 
sent war  be  equal  to  the  justice  of  our  cause." 
— A  toast  that  the  most  outrageous  frenzy  of 
loyalty  cannot  object  to.  I  request  and  beg 
that  this  morning  jou  will  wait  on  the  parties 
present  at  the  foolish  dispute.  I  shall  only  add, 
that  I  am  truly  sorry  that  a  man  who  stood  so 

high  in  my  estimation  as  Mr.  ,  should  use 

me  in  the  manner  in  which  I  conceive  he  has 
done.  R.  B. 


CCCIX. 
TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


ThomB 


,s  o!  lyric 
in.] 


December,  1794. 

It  is,  I  assure  you,  the  pride  of  my  heart  to 

do  anything  to  forward  or  add  to  the  value  of 

your  book ;  and  as  I  agree  with  you  that  the 

Jacobite  song  in  the  Sluseum  to  ■'  There'll  never 
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be  ppace  till  Jamie  cornea  hame,"  would  not  so 
well  consort  witli  Peter  Pindiir'a  escellent  love- 
song  to  that  air,  I  ta^o  jaat  framed  for  joa  tie 
following : — 


Now  in  her  g 


n  mantle,  i 


How  does  this  please  you?  As  to  the  point  of 
time  for  the  expression,  in  your  proposed  print 
from  my  "  Sodger's  Return,"  it  must  certainly 
be  at—"  She  gai'd."  The  interesting  dubiety 
and  suspense  taking  possession  of  her  counte- 

turo  of  roguish  plajfulQess,  in  his,  strike  me  as 
things  of  which  a  master  will  make  a  great  deal. 
In  great  haste,  but  in  great  truth,  yours. 

E.  B. 


TO   ME.  THOMSON. 


TtoniB 


loriiu 


inf™ 


cated  K 


January,  1795. 

I  FEAB  for  my  songs;  however,  a  few  may 
please,  yet  originality  is  a  coy  feature  in  com- 
position, and  in  a  muldplicity  of  efforts  in  the 
same  style,  disappears  altogefher.  For  these 
three  thousand  years,  wo  poetic  folks  haye  been 
desorihing  the  spring,  for  instance ;  and  as  the 
spring  continues  the  same,  there  must  soon  be 
a  sameness  in  the  imagery,  &c.,  of  these  said 
rhyming  folks. 

A  great  critic  (Ailiin)  on  songs,  says  that  lore 
and  wine  are  the  esclusive  themes  for  song- 
writing.  The  following  ia  on  neither  subject, 
and  consequently  ia  no  song;  but  will  be  al- 
lowed, I  think,  to  he  two  or  three  pretty  good 
prose  thoughts  inyerted  into  rhyme. 

Is  there  for  honest  poverty." 

I  do  not  ^ve  you  the  foregoing  song  for  your 
book,  but  merely  by  way  of  viva  la  baf/atelle; 
for  the  piece  is  not  really  poetry.  How  will 
the  following  do  for  ■' Craigiebnrn-wood  ?" — 

Sweet  fa's  the  eve  on  Craigieburn.' 

Farewell!  God  bless  you  I  E.  B. 


phar.] 


TO   ME.   THOMSON. 


liith-placi 


SccUfechan,  fth  February,  1T9S. 
My  dbae  TnousoB, 
Yop  cannot  have  any  idea  of  the  predicament 
in  whirh  I  write  to  you.  In  the  course  of  my 
duty  as  supervisor  (in  which  capacity  I  have 
acted  of  late),  I  came  yesternight  to  this  unfor- 
tunate, wicked  little  village.  I  have  gone  for. 
ward,  but  snows  of  ten  feet  deep  have  impeded 
my  progress:  I  have  tried  to  "gae  back  the 
gate  I  cam  again,"  but  the  same  obstacle  has 
shot  me  up  within  insuperable  bars.  To  add 
to  my  misfortune,  since  dinner,  a  scraper  has 
been  torturing  catgut,  in  sounds  that  woul 
have  insulted  the  dying  agonies  of  a  sow  unde 
the  hands  of  a  buteher,  and  thinks  himself,  o 
that  very  account,  exceeding  good  company. 
In  fact,  I  have  been  in  a  dilemma,  either  to 
drunk,  to  forget  these  miseries ;  or  to  hang 
myself,  to  get  rid  of  thorn :  like  a  prudent  j 
(a  character  congenial  to  my  every  tliought, 
word,  and  deed),  I  of  two  evils  have  chosen 
am  very  drunk,  at  your  service  I 
you  yesterday  from  Dumfries.  I  had 
not  time  then  to  tell  you  al!  I  wanted  to  say; 
and,  Heaven  knows,  at  present  I  have  not  cj 
paoity. 

know  an  air — I  am  sure  you  mu 
■'We'll  gang  nae  mair  to  yon  townl 
I  think,  in  slowish  time,  it  would  make  an  e: 
cellent  song.  I  am  highly  delighted  with  W 
and  if  jou  should  think  it  worthy  of  your  attet 
tion,  I  have  a  fair  dame  in  my  eye  to  whom  I 


)uld 


it. 
mjust  going  ti 


h  you  a  goo  3 


cccxn. 
TO   MR.    THOMSON. 
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high  ir 


Bed  few 


May.  1795. 
Oktat,  sweet  warMiag  wooiii ark,  ataj!' 
Let  mc  know,  jour  yery  first  leisure,  how 
rou  like  tliis  song. 

Long,  long  the  iiight.2 
How  3d  you  like  tlie  foregoing?  The  Irish 
lir,  "Humours  of  Glen,"  is  ft  great  favourite 
>f  mine,  and  aa,  except  the  silly  stuff  in  the 
'  Poor  Soldier,"  there  are  not  flay  decent  verses 
:or  it,  I  hare  written  for  it  as  follows : — 


Let  nie  hear  from  yon. 


TO   MR.    THOMSON. 


being  bestowed  on  a  man  who  has  not,  by  any 
means,  merited  such  an  instance  of  kindness. 
I  have  shown  it  to  two  or  throe  judges  of  the 
first  abilities  here,  and  they  all  agree  with  me 
in  classing  it  as  a  first-rate  production.  My 
phiz  JE  eae  kenspeokle,  that  the  yery  joiner's 
apprentice,  whom  Mrs.  Bums  employed  to  break 
up  tie  parcel  (I  was  out  of  town  that  day)  knew 
it  at  once,  Mj  most  grateful  compliments  to 
Allan,  who  has  honoured  mj  rustic  music  so 
much  with  his  masterly  peoeil.  One  strange 
coincidence  is,  that  the  little  one  who  is  making 
the  felonious  attempt  on  the  cat's  tail,  is  the 
strik    g     k  di      d — 

I,  rumb    g 


[Thapo 


Is  for  [ 


IS  of 


■eadj.] 


How  cruel  are  the  parents. 4 
Mark  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fashion.' 
Well,  this  is  not  amiss.  You  see  how  I  an- 
swer your  orders — your  tailor  could  not  be  more 
punctual.  I  am  just  now  in  a  high  fit  for  poet- 
iziag,  provided  that  the  strait-jacket  of  oriti- 
cism  don't  cure  me.  If  you  can,  in  a  post  or 
two,  administer  a  little  of  the  iatoxicatiog  po- 
tion of  your  applause,  it  will  raise  jour  bumble 
servant's  phrensy  to  any  height  you  want.  1 
am  at  this  moment  "holding  high  converse" 
with  the  mases,  and  have  not  a  word  to  throw 
away  on  such  a  prosaic  dog  as  you  are. 


CCCXIV. 

TO 

MK 

THOMSON. 

David  Al 
ay  Night:' 

ildj 

^^°'^''°^ 

rawing 

May,  1795. 
Tbb  thousand  thanks  for  your  elegant  pre- 
sent— though  I  am  ashamed  of  the  value  of  it. 


that  prop 
fu'  misch 
foresaw  w 
dispositio 


w       d 


known  m 
songs.     Are  tl 


TO   MR.   THOMSON. 


inpf  M 


:iddel,l 

0  yo,  my  lad," 


In  "  Whistle,  and  I'll  c 
the  iteration  of  that  line  is 
Here  goes  what  I  think  is  an  improvement  ;— 

Oh  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  ye,  my  lad; 
Oh  whistle,  and  Til  come  to  ye,  my  lad  ; 
Tho'  father  and  mother  and  a'  should  gae  mai 
Thy  Jeanie  will  venture  wi'  ye,  my  lad. 

In   fact,  a  fair  dame,  at  whose  shrine  I,  the 
priest  of  tlie  Nine,  offer  up  the  incense  of  Par- 
e  whom  the  Graces  hai 


LgCCLin. 


Lg  ccr.iv 
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.n  witchcraft,  and  whom  the  Loves  have  armei 
with  lightning— a  fair  one,  herself  tbe  heroim 
of  the  eong,  insists  on  the  amendment,  and  dis 
pute  her  commands  if  you  dare  ? 


This 


Do  you  know  that  you  have  roused  the  torpi- 
dity of  Clarie  at  last?  He  has  req^uested  me  to 
write  tlireo  or  four  Eongs  for  him,  which  he  is 
to  set  to  niiisie  himself.  The  encloeed  sheet 
contains  two  songs  for  him,  which  please  to  pre- 
sent to  my  valued  friend  Cunniagham, 

I  enclose  the  sheet  open,  both  for  yonr  inspec- 
tion, and  that  you  may  copy  the  song  "  Oh  hou- 
nie  was  yon  rosy  brier."  I  do  not  know  whether 
I  am  right,  but  that  song  pleases  me ;  and  as  it 
is  estremely  probable  that  Clarke's  newly- 
roused  celestial  spark  will  be  Eoon  smothered  in 
the  fogs  of  indolence,  if  yon  like  the  song,  it 
may  go  as  Scottish  verses  to  the  air  of  "  I  wish 
my  love  was  in  a  mire ;"  and  poor  Erskine's 
English  lines  may  follow. 

I  enclose  you  a  "  For  a'  that  and  a'  that," 
which  was  never  in  print ;  it  is  a  much  superior 
song  to  mine.  I  Lave  been  told  that  it  was 
composed  by  a  lady,  and  some  lines  written  oa 
the  blank  leaf  of  a  copy  of  the  last  edition  of 
my  poems,  presented  to  the  lady  whom,  in  so 
many  fictitious  reveries  of  passion,  but  with  the 
most  ardent  sentiments  of  real  friendship,  I 
have  so  often  sung  under  the  name  of  Chloris ; — 

To  Chloris.  = 
Une  bagalelle  de  VamilU.  Coila. 


TO  MK.  THOMSON. 


How  do  you  like  the  foregoing?  I  have  writ- 
ten it  within  this  hour  :  so  much  for  the  speed 
of  my  Pegasus;  hut  what  say  you  to  his  bottom  ? 


5niE,  No.  CXLVI. 


CCCXVII. 
TO   MR.    THOMSON. 


Last  May  a  braw  wooer,' 

Wliy,  why  tell  thy  lover.' 

Such  is  the  peculiarity  of  the  rhythm  of  t 

air,  that  I  find  it  impossible  to  malie  another 

I  am  at  present  quite  occupied  with  the  charm- 
ing sensations  of  the  toothache,  so  have  not  a 
word  to  spare.  R.  B. 


Supposes  himself  to  he  fcriting  from  the  dead  to  the 
living. 


a  to  the  c 


1  of  life,] 


Madam, 

I  DAKE  say  that  this  is  Qia  first  epistle  you 
ever  received  from  this  nether  world.  I  write 
you  from  the  regions  of  Hell,  amid  the  horr 
of  the  damned.  The  time  and  the  manner 
my  leaving  your  earth  I  do  not  eiactly  know 
I  took  my  departure  in  the  heat  of  a  fever  of 
intosication  contracted  at  your  too  hospitabia 
mansion  ;  but,  on  my  arrival  here,  I  was  fairly 
tried,  and  sentenced  to  endure  the  purgatorial 
tortures  of  this  infernal  confine  for  the  space  of 
ninety-nine  years,  eleven  months,  and  twenty- 
nine  days,  and  all  on  account  of  the  impropriety 
of  my  conduct  yesternight  under  your  roof. 
Here  am  I,  laid  on  a  bed  of  pitiless  fnne,  with 
my  aching  head  reclined  on  a  pillow  of  ever- 
piercing  thorn,  while  an  infernal  tormentor, 
wrinkled,  and  old,  and  cruel,  his  name  I  think 
is  Recollection,  with  a  whip  of  scorpions,  forbids 
peace  or  rest  to  approach  me,  and  keeps  anguish 
eternally  awake.  Still,  Madam,  if  I  could  in 
any  measure  be  reinstated  in  the  good  opinion 
of  the  fair  circle  whom  my  conduot  last  night 


i  Song  CCLIX. 
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mch  injured,  I  think  it  would  be  an  alleiia- 
to  my  torments.  For  tliis  reason  I  trouble 
you  with  this  letter.  Tothamenof  ilic  company 
will  make  no  apology.— Tour  husband,  who 
isisted  on  ray  driaking  more  tban  I  chose,  lias 
0  rigbt  to  blame  me  ;  and  the  other  gentlemen 
ere  partakers  of  my  gailt.  But  to  you,  Madam, 
I  have  maeh  to  apologize.  Tour  good  opinion  I 
valued  as  one  of  the  greatest  aoquisitioua  I  had 
made  on  earth,  audi  waa  truly  a  beast  to  forfeit 

There  was  a  Misa  I ,  too,  a  womaji  of 

e  sense,  gentle  and  unassuming  mannera — do 
make  on  my  part,  a  miserable  d-mned  wretch's 

beat  apology  to  her.   A  Mrs.  G ,  a  charming 

woman,  did  me  the  honour  to  be  prejudiced  in 
my  favour ;  this  makes  me  hope  that  I  have  not 
outraged  her  beyond  all  fo^venoss. — To  all  the 
other  ladies  please  present  my  humblest  contri- 
tion for  my  conduct,  and  my  petition  for  their 
gracious  pardon.  0  all  ye  powers  of  decency 
and  decorum  !  whisper  to  them  that  my  errora, 
though  great,  were  involuntary — that  an  intoxi- 
cated man  is  the  vilest  of  beasts — that  it  was 
not  in  my  nature  to  be  brutal  to  auy  one — that 
to  be  rude  to  a  woman,  when  in  my  senses  WM 
impossible  with  me^ — but — 

Regret !  Remorse !  Shame !  ye  three  hell 
hoaiids  that  ever  dog  my  steps  and  bay  at  my 
leels,  spare  me!  spare  me  I 

Forgive  the  offences,  and  pity  tlie  pe  lit  on 
)f.  Madam,  your  humble  slave. 


TO   MRS.   RIDDEL. 


i»  for  their  f 


m.J 


IhimfriM,  1795. 
Mb.  Bubne'b  compliments  to  Mrs.  Riildel — 
Is  much  obliged  to  her  for  her  polite  attention 
in  sending  him  the  book.  Owing  to  Mr.  B.'s 
being  at  present  acting  as  superyiaor  of  eicise, 
a  department  that  occupies  his  every  hour  of 
the  day,  be  has  not  that  time  to  spare  which  is 
necessary  for  any  belle-lettre  pursuit ;  1 
he  will,  in  a  week  or  two,  again  return 
-wonted  leisure,  be  will  then  pay  that 
to  Mrs.  R.'s  beautiful  song,   "To  thee,  loved 


Bith"— which  it  ao  well  deserves.  When  "Ana- 
charsis'  Travels"  come  to  hand,  which  Mrs. 
Riddel  mentioned  as  her  gift  to  the  public  li- 
brary, Mr.  B.  will  thank  her  for  a  reading  of  it 
previous  to  her  sending  it  to  the  library,  aa  it  is 
a  book  Mr.  B.  has  never  seen ;  be  wishes  to  have 
a  longer  perusal  of  them  than  the  regulations 
of  the  library  allow. 

Friday  Eve. 
P.  S.     Mr.  Burns  will  be  much  obliged  to 
Mra.  Kiddel  if  she  will  favour  him  with  a  peru- 
sal of  any  of  her  poetical  pieces  which  he  may 
not  have  seen.  R-  B 


!   LODISA   FONTENELLE. 


Duraf  es  Dec  mhr   1  95 
Madah 

In  such  a  bad  world  as  ours  those  who  add 
to  (ho  scanty  sum  of  ur  plea  u  es  are  pos 
lively  our  be  efactor  To  you  Madam  on 
our  humble  Bumfr  e  boar  is  I  have  been  more 
ndebted  for  enterta  nm  nt  tl  in  ever  I  wis  n 
prouder  theatres  Tour  diarms  as  a  w  man 
would  naure  applause  to  the  n  ost  nd  ffe  ent 
a  treas  anl  y  u  theatr  cal  talents  woull  n 
sure  adm  rati  n  to  the  pla  nest  figure  This 
Madam  n  t  the  nmean  g  or  n  d  ous  com 
pi  ment  of  the  fr  volous  or  ntere  ied  I  pay  t 
from  the  same  honest  impulse  that  the  sublime 
of  nature  excites  my  admiration,  or  her  beauties 
give  me  delight, 

WiU  the  foregoing  lines  be  of  any  service  to 
you  in  your  approaching  benefit-night  ?  If  tiiey 
will  I  shall  he  prouder  of  my  muse  than  ever. 
They  are  nearly  oitempore :  I  know  they  have 
no  great  merit ;  but  though  tliey  should  add  but 
little  to  the  entertainment  of  the  evening,  they 
give  me  the  happiness  of  an  opportunity  to  de- 
clare how  much  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &o. 
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TO  MRS.   DUNIOP. 


g  tbis 


■raly  on  hi 


Utk  Becembtr,  1795. 
Mt  dear  Frienb, 
As  I  am  in  a  complete  DecemTjerish  humonr, 
gloomj,  anllen,  stupid  as  even  the  Deity  of  Dul- 
cess  herself  could  wish,  I  shall  not  drawl  out  a 
heavy  letter  with  a  number  of  heavier  apologies 
for  my  late  silence.  Only  one  I  sliall  mention, 
because  I  know  you  will  sympathize  in  it;  these 
four  months,  a  sweet  little  girl,  my  youngest 
ehiliJ,  has  been  so  ill,  that  every  day,  a  week  or 
to  terminate  her  existence' 
need  lie  many  pleasures  an- 
nesed  to  the  states  of  husband  and  father,  for, 
God  knows,  they  have  many  peculiar  cares.  I 
cannot  describe  to  you  the  aniious,  sleepless 
hours  these  ties  frequently  give  me,  I  see  a 
train  of  helpless  little  folks ;  me  and  my  exer- 
tions all  their  stay:  and  on  what  a  brittle 
thread  does  lie  life  of  man  hang  !  If  I  am  nipt 
offatthe  command  of  fate!  even  in  all  the  vigour 
of  manhood  as  I  am — such  things  happen  every 
day — gracious  God !  what  would  become  of  my 
little  flock!  'Tis  here  that  I  envy  your  people 
of  fortune. ^A  father  on  his  death-bed,  taking 
an  everlasting  leave  of  his  children,  has  indeed 
woe  enough ;  bat  the  man  of  competent  fortune 
leaves  his  sons  and  daughters  independency  and 
friends ;  while  I — but  I  shall  run  distracted  if 
I  think  any  longer  on  the  subject  1 

To  leave  talking  of  the  matter  so  gravely,  I 
shall  sing  with  the  old  Scots  ballad — 
"  O  tlial  I  had  ne'er  been  ninTTiad, 


December  2iih. 
We  have  had  a  brilliant  theatre  here  this  sea- 
Hon;  only,  as  all  other  business  does,  it  eiperi- 
enoes  a  stagnation  of  trade  from  the  epidemical 
complaint  of  the  country,  jcant  of  cash.  I  men- 
tioned our  theatre  merely  to  lug  in  an  occasional 
Address  whioh  I  wrote  for  the  benefit-night  of 
one  of  t^e  actresses,  and  which  is  as  follows : — 


Still  ai 


■e  your  partial  favour,  &c. 


25(i,  Chrisimas-Moming. 

This,  my  much-loved  friend,  is  a  morning  of 
wishes — aocept  mine — so  heaven  hear  me  af 
they  are  sincere !  that  blessings  may  attend  you] 
steps,  and  affliction  know  you  not  1  In  thi 
charming  words  of  my  favourite  author,  "Thi 
Man  of  Feeling,"  "May  the  Great  Spirit  bear 
up  the  weight  of  thy  gray  hairs,  and  blunt  the 
arrow  that  brings  them  rest !" 

Now  that  I  talk  of  authors,  how  do  you  li 
Cowper  ?  Is  not  the  "  Task"  a  glorious  poei 
The  religion  of  the  "  Task,"  bating  a  few  scraps 
of  Calvinistio  divinity,  is  the  religion  of  God 
and  nature;  the  religion  that  exalts,  that  en- 
nobles man.  Were  not  you  to  send  me  your 
"  Zeluco,"  in  return  for  mine  ?  Tell  me  how 
you  like  my  marks  and  notes  through  the  book, 
I  would  not  give  a  farthing  for  a  book,  unless  I 
were  at  liberty  to  blot  it  with  my  criticisms. 

I  have  lately  collected,  for  a  friend's  perusal, 
all  my  letters ;  I  mean  those  which  I 
sketched,  in  a  rough  draught,  and  afterwards 
wrote  out  fair.  On  looking  over  some  old  musty 
papers,  which,  from  time  to  time,  I  had  par- 
celled by,  as  trash  that  were  scarce  worth  pre- 
serving, and  whioh  yet  at  the  same  time  I  did 
not  care  to  destroy ;  I  discovered  many  of  these 
rude  sketches,  and  Lave  written,  and  am  writ- 
ing them  out,  in  a  bound  MS.  for  my  friend's 
library.  As  I  wrote  always  to  you  the  rhap- 
sody of  the  moment,  I  cannot  find  a  single  scroll 
to  you,  esoept  one  about  the  commencement  of 
our  acquaintance.  If  there  were  any  possible 
conveyance,  I  would  send  you  a  perusal  of  my 
book.  B.  B. 


CCCXXII. 
TO   ME.  ALEXANDEE   PIKDLATER, 


Enclosed  are  the  two  schemes.     I  w 
lave  troubled  you  with  the  collector's 
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OF  EGBERT  BURNS. 


juspieion  lest  it  be  not  riglit,  Mr,  Erskine 
nised  me  to  make  it  right,  if  you  will  hare 
the  gooduess  to  show  him  how.  As  I  haye  no 
copj  of  the  scheme  for  mjaelf,  ami  the  altera- 
jons  being  tery  considerable  from  uhat  it  was 
brmerly,  I  hope  that  I  slioU  have  access  to  thia 
scheme  I  send  yon,  when  I  ecme  to  face  up  my 
w  books.  So  mucA  far  schemes. — And  that  no 
scheme  to  betray  a  fbiehd,  or  mislead  a  stkas- 


SlB, 


Dumftie. 


You  will  Bee  by  your  subscribers'  lis 
e  been  about  nine  montJia  cf  that  numb 
am  sorry  to  inform  you,  that  in  th     ti 
sa  or  eight  of  your  papers  either  ha 
n  Bent  me,  or  else  have  never  reaob 
To  be  deprived  of  any  one  number  of 
newspaper  in  Great  Britain   for  inform 
ability,  and   independence,  is  what   I 
brook  and  bear  ;  but  to  be  deprived  of  th     n 
admirable  oration  of  the  Marquis  of  Ian      vi 
when  he  made  the  great  though  ineffe 
tempt  (in  the  language  of  the  poet,  I  fear 
true),  "to  save  a  sinking  state" — thia  wa 
loas  that  I  neither  can  nor  will  forgive  yon.— 


That  paper,  Sir,  ) 
mand  it  of  you. 
interested  in  the 
MAN  ;  and  the  Eiic 
be  indifferent  to  i 
mislead  you :  1  ai 
of  life,  which,  as 
any  consequence  i 


t  r  de- 
!  am  a  Briton  ;  and  n 

ITS  of  HDMAN  MATDBB  Caunot 

le.  However, 
I  not  a  man  In  that  aituation 
your  suhscriher,  can  be  of 
3  you,  ia  the  cyea  of  those  to 


distant,  obscure  country  town :  but  that  humblo 
domicile  in  which  I  shelter  my  wife  and  children 
the  Castellcm  of  a  Bkitoh  ;  and  that  aoanty, 
hard-earned  income  which  supports  them  is  aa 
truly  my  property,  as  the  moat  magnificent 
fortune,  of  the  most  pnissAsr  member  of  your 


KOf  N. 


These,  Sir,  are  my  aentiments ;  and 
I  subscribe  my  name :  and  were  I  a  man  ol 
ability  and  oonsequence  enough  to  address  th 
FUEHC,  with  that  name  should  they  appear. 
I  am,  &c. 


ccoxxrv. 

To 

MB.    HERON, 

tttT. 

les  on  the  Ballads  which 

hi«g  ha» 

Durifrics,  1T94,  or 

1T95. 

DSB  yon  some  copies  of  a  couple  of  po- 
illads;    cne  of  which,  I  believe,  you 
;er   seen.     Would   to  Heaven  I  could 
[  master  of  as  many  votes  in  the  Stew- 

1  thia 


In  dec  to  bring  my  humble  efforts  to  bear 
w  h  m  re  effect  on  the  foe,  I  have  privately 
p  da  good  many  copies  of  both  ballads,  and 
h  nt  them  among  frienda   all  about  the 

T    p  lory  on  Parnassus  the  rank  reprobation 
ctcr,  the  utter  dereliction  of  all  prin- 
a  profligate  junto  which  has  not  only 
g  d  virtue,  but  violated  common  decency ; 
wL   h     puming  even  hypocrisy  as  paltry  ini- 
I         b  low  their  daring; — to  unmask   their 
flagiticusness  to  tlie  broadest  day — to  deliv' 
such  over  to  (heir  merited  fate,  ia  surely  n 
merely  innocent,  but  laudable ;  is  not  only  pro- 
priety, but  virtue.    You  have  already,  as  your 
ausiliary,  the  aober  detestation  of  mankind  o 
the  heads  of  your  opponents;  and  I  swear  by 
the  lyre  of  Thalia  to  muster  on  jour  side  all 
the  votaries  of  honest  laughter,  and  fair,  candid 

I  am  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  your  kind 
mention  of  my  interests  in  a  letter  which  Mr. 
Sjme  showed  me.  At  present  mj  situation  in 
life  must  be  in  a.  great  meaf 
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GENEKAL   CORREaPONDENCE 


least  for  two  or  three  years.  The  statement  ia 
this— I  am  on  the  supervisors'  list,  and  as  we 
eome  on  there  by  precedency,  in  two  or  tliree 
years  I  shall  be  at  the  head  of  that  list,  and  be 
a.ppointeii  of  course.  Then,  a  friend  might  be 
of  service  to  me  in  getting  me  into  a  place  of 
the  MngdoDi  which  I  would  like.  A  supervisor's 
income  varies  from  aboat  a  hundred  and  twenty 
to  two  hundred  a  year;  but  the  business  is  an 
incessant  drudgery,  and  would  be  nearly  a 
complete  liar  to  every  species  of  literary  pur- 
suit. The  moment  I  am  appointed  supervisor, 
in  the  common  routine,  I  may  be  nominated  on 
the  Bolleotoc's  list;  and  this  is  always  a  busi- 
ness parely  of  political  patronage.  A  cellcotor- 
ship  varies  much,  from  better  than  two  hundred 
a  year  to  near  a  thousand.  They  aJao  oomo 
forward  by  precedency  on  the  list;  and  have, 
besides  a  handsome  income,  ft  life  of  complete 
leisure.  A  life  of  literary  leisure  with  a  decent 
oompeteney,  is  the  sammit  of  my  wishes.  It 
would  be  the  prudish  aEFectation  of  silly  pride 
in  me  to  say  that  I  do  not  need,  or  would  not 
be  indebted  to  a  political  friend ;  at  the  same 
time.  Sir,  I  by  no  means  lay  my  affairs  before 
you  thus,  to  hook  my  dependent  situation  on 
TOiir  benevolence.  If,  in  my  progress  of  life, 
an  opening  should  occur  where  the  good  offices 
of  a  gentleman  of  your  public  character  and 
pohtioil  consequence  might  bring  me  forward, 
I  shall  petition  your  goodness  witi  the  same 
fr  xuliness  as  I  now  do  myself  the  honour  to  suh- 
acribe  myself  R.  B. 


CCCXXV. 
TO   MRS.   DUNLOP, 


Dumfries,  20<A  December,  1795. 
1  HAVE  been  prodigionsly  disappointed  in  this 
London  journey  of  yours.  In  the  first  place, 
when  your  last  to  me  reached  Dumfries,  I  was 
in  She  conntry,  and  did  not  return  until  too 
late  to  answer  your  letter  ;  in  the  nest  place,  I 
thought  you  would  certainly  take  this  route ; 
*nd  now  I  know  not  what  is  beaeme  of  you,  or 


whether  this  may  reach  you  at  all.  God  grani 
that  it  may  find  you  and  yours  in  prospering 
health  and  good  spirits  I  Do  let  me  hear  from 
you  the  soonest  possible. 

As  I  hope  to  get  a  frank  from  my  friend  Cap- 
tain Miller,  I  shall  every  leisure  hour,  take  up 
the  pen,  and  gossip  away  whatever  cornea  first, 
prose  or  poetry,  sermon  or  song.  In  this  last 
article  I  have  abounded  of  late.  I  have  often 
mentioned  to  you  a  superb  pnblication  of  Scot- 
tish songs  which  is  making  its  appearance  in 
your  great  metropolis,  and  where  I  have  the 
honour  to  preside  over  the  Scottish  verse,  as  no 
less  a  personage  than  Peter  Pindar  does  ove 
the  English. 

Decemher  29(S, 
Since  I  began  this  letter,  I  have  been  ap 
pointed  to  act  in  the  capacity  of  supervisoi 
here,  and  I  assure  you,  what  with  the  load  of 
business,  and  what  with  that  business  being 
new  to  me,  I  could  scarcely  have  commanded 
ten  minutes  to  have  spoken  to  you,  had  yon 
been  in  town,  much  less  to  have  written  yon 
an  epistle.  This  appointment  ia  only  temporary, 
and  during  the  illness  of  the  present  incumbent ; 
but  I  look  forward  to  an  early  period  when  I 
shall  bo  appointed  in  full  form:  a  consumma- 
tion devoutly  to  be  wished!  My  political  sina 
seem  to  be  forgiven  me. 

This  is  the  season  (New-year's- day  is  now  my 
date)  of  wishing ;  and  mine  are  most  fervently 
offered  up  for  you!  May  life  to  you  be  a  posi- 
tive blessing  while  it  lasts,  for  your  own  sake  ; 
and  that  it  may  yet  be  greatly  prolonged,  is  my 
wish  for  my  own  sake,  and  for  the  sake  of  the 
rest  of  your  friends  I  What  a  transient  business 
is  life!  Very  lately  I  was  a  boy;  but  t'other 
daylwas  a  young  man;  and  I  already  begin 
to  feel  the  rigid  fibre  and  stiffening  joints  of 
old  age  coming  fast  o'er  my  frame.  With  all 
my  follies  of  youth,  and  I  fear,  a  few  vices 
manhood,  atjll  I  congratulate  myself  on  having 
had  in  early  days  religion  strongly  impressed 
on  wj  mind.  I  have  nothing  to  say  to  any  one 
as  to  which  sect  he  belongs  to,  or  what  creed  he 
believes  ;  but  I  look  on  the  man,  who  is  firmly 
persuaded  of  infinite  wisdom  and  goodness,  su- 
perintending and  directing  every  circumstance 
can  happen  in  his  lot— I  felicitate  such  a 
as  having  a  solid  foundation  for  his  mental 
enjoyment ;  a  lirm  prop  and  sure  stay,  in  the 
hour  of  difficulty,  trouble,  and  distress;  and  a 
never-failing  anchor  of  hope,  when  he  looks  be- 
yond the  grave. 
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OF   ROBERT   BURNS. 


January  12th. 

You  will  hare  eeea  our  worthy  and  lEgenious 
rriead,  iie  Doctor,  long  ere  thia.  I  hope  he  is 
wall,  and  heg  to  he  remembereii  to  him.  I  have 
just  been  reading  over  again,  I  dare  sayfortho 
hundred  and  fiftieth  time,  his  Fiefc  of  Soaety  and 
Manneri ;  and  atill  I  read  it  with  delight  His 
our  is  perfectly  original— it'ie  neither  the 
humour  of  Addison,  nor  Swift,  nor  Sterne  nor 
of  acjbody  but  Dr.  Moore.  By  the  bye  you 
have  deprived  me  of  Zelaco,  remember  that 
when  you  are  disposed  to  rake  up  the  sina  of 
my  negleet  from  among  the  ashes  of  my  laiinesa 

He  has  paid  me  a  pretty  compliment,  by  quot 
ing  me  in  his  last  publication.' 

R.  B. 


TO  THE  BIGHT  HON.  WILLIAM  PITT. 


onj  the  [ 
Sir, 


urns,] 


While  pursy  burgesses  crowd  your  gatt,    w    t 
ing  under  the  weight  of  heavy  address      p 
mit  ua,  the  quondam  distillers  in  that  p    t    f 
Great  Britain  called  Sootland,  to  approa  hy 
not  with  venal  approbation,  but  with  fr  1 

oondolenee  ;  not  as  what  you  ace  just      w 

some  time  have  been ;  but  as  wha  11 

probability,  you  will  shortly  be. — We  sh  11  b 

merit  of  not  deserting  our  friends  th 
day  of  their  calamity,  and  yon  will  h  th 
btisfaotion  of  perusing  at  least  one  ho  t  d 
dress.  You  are  well  acquainted  with  th  d 
section  of  human  nature;  nor  do  you  n     1  th 

stance  of  a  fellow-creature's  boson   t 
form  you,  that  man  is  always  a  selfish,     f 
perfidious  being.— This  assertion,  howe        th 
hasty  conclusions  of  superficial  observat       m  j 
doubt  of  it,  or  the  raw  ineipericnoe  of  y     th 
may  deny  it,  those  who  make  the  fatal       p 
ment  we  have  done,  viill  feel. — Tou  are         t 
man,  and  consequently  are  not  ignorant    f  th 
traffic  of  these  corporation  complimen   — Th 
little  great   man  who  drives  the  bor    gl    t 
market,  and  the  very  great  man  who  b  j      1 
borough  in  that  martet,  they  two  do  th    wh  1 

inesa ;  and  you  well  inow  they,  1  k  w 


With  that  sullen  disdain 
which  you  can  so  well  assume,  rise,  illustrious 
Sir  and  spurn  these  hireling  efforts  of  venal 
stupidity  At  best  they  aie  the  compliments  of 
a  man  a  Mends  on  the  morning  of  his  execution: 
they  take  a  decent  farewell,  resign  you  to  your 
fate  and  hurry  away  from  your  approaching 

li  fame  say  true,  and  omens  be  not  very  much 
mistaken  you  are  about  to  mate  your  esit  from 
that  w  rid  where  the  sun  of  gladness  gilds  the 
paths  of  prosperous  man ;  permit  us,  great  Sir, 
with  the  sympathy  of  fellow-feeling  to  hail  your 
passage  to  the  realms  of  ruin. 

Whether  the  sentiment  proceed  from  the 
selfiihneas  or  cowardice  of  mankind  is  immate- 
rial ;  but  to  point  out  to  a  child  of  misfortune 
those  who  are  EtiH  more  unhappy,  is  to  ^re  him 
some  degree  of  positive  enjoyment.  In  this 
light,  Sir,  our  downfall  may  bo  again  useful  to 
you: — though  not  esactlj  in  the  same  way,  it 
is  not  perhaps  the  first  time  It  has  gratified 
your  feelings.  It  is  true,  the  triumph  of  your 
1  t  is  exceedingly  despiteful, — At  an  age 
wh  tiers  are  the  votaries  of  pleasure,  or  un- 
d    1    g     n  business,  you  had  attained  the  high- 

t       h  of  a  British  statesman  ;  and  with  the 

d  y  date  of  human  life,  what  a  prospect 
w  bf  reyoul  Deeply  rooted  in  floyni/aiwur, 
y  shadowed  the  land.     The  birds  of  paa- 

g     wh  ch  follow  ministerial  sunshine  through 

y    1  me   of   political   faith   and   manners, 

fl    k  d  0  your  branches ;  and  the  beasts  of  the 

Id  {  b  lordly  possessors  of  hills  and  valleys) 
wd  d  under  your  shade.  "But  behold  a 
w  t  b  a  holy  one,  came  down  from  heaven, 
1  d  aloud,  and  said  thus:  Hew  down  the 
t  d  out  ofi^  his  branches ;  shake  ofl'  his 

1  nd  scatter  his  fruit ;  let  the  beasts  get 

w  y  f  m  under  it,  and  the  fowls  from  his 
b  h  !"  Ablowfrom  anunthonght-of  quar- 
t  of  those  terrible  accidents  which  pecu- 

1  ly  m  rk  the  hand  of  Omnipotence,  overset 
y  eer,  and  laid  all  your  fancied  honours  in 

1  1  t  But  turn  your  eyes,  Sir,  to  the  tragic 
f  our  fate  :— an  ancient  nation,  that  for 
m  y  ges  had  gallantly  maintained  the  unequal 
t  g  I  for  independence  with  her  much  more 
p         f  1  neighbour,  at  last  agrees  to  a  union 

h  h  hould  ever  after  make  them  one  people. 
I  deration  of  certain   circumstances,  it 

w  nanted  that  the  former  should  enjoy  a 

t  p  1  t  d  alleviation  in  lier  share  of  the  public 
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burdens,  particularly  in  that  branch,  of  the  re- 
venue called  the  Eieiee,  This  just  ptmlcge  Las 
of  l9.te  given  great  umbrage  to  some  interested, 
powerful  indiTiduals  of  the  more  potent  part  of 
the  empire,  and  they  have  spared 'no  wioted 
pains,  under  insidious  pretests,  to  subTert  what 
they  dared  not  openly  to  a,ttack,  from  the  dread 
which  they  yet  entertained  of  the  spirit  of  their 


In  this 


e  fell; 


irdid  1 


conspiraej 

Buffer,  our  country  was  deeply  wounded.  A 
number  of  (we  will  say)  respectable  individuals, 
largely  engaged  in  trade,  where  we  were  not 
only  useful,  but  absolutely  uecessarj  to  our 
eouutry  in  her  dearest  interests ;  we,  with  all 
that  was  near  and  dear  to  us,  were  sacrificed 
without  remorse,  to  the  infernal  deity  of  politi- 
cal expediency  !  We  fell  to  gratify  the  wishes 
of  dark  ensy,  and  the  riews  of  unprincipled  am- 
biUon!  Your  foes,  Sir,  were  avowed;  were  too 
brave  to  talce  an  ungenerous  advantage ;  you 
fell  in  the  face  of  day.— On  the  contrary,  our 
enemies,  to  complete  our  overthrow,  contrived 
to  make  their  guilt  appear  the  villany  of  a 
nation.  —  Your  downfall  only  drags  with  you 
your  private  friends  and  partisans  ;  in  our  mi- 
sery are  more  or  less  involved  the  most  nume- 
rous and  most  valuable  part  of  the  community 
— all  those  who  immediately  depend  on  the  cul- 
tivation of  the  soil,  from  the  landlord  of  a  pro- 
vince, down  to  his  lowest  Mnd. 

Allow  us,  Sir,  yet  further,  just  to  hint  ct 
another  rich  vein  of  comfort  in  the  dreary 
regions  of  adversity ;— the  gratulations  of  an 
approving  oousoience.  In  a  certain  great  assem- 
bly, of  which  you  are  a,  disdnguished  member, 
panegyrics  on  your  private  virtues  have  90  often 
wounded  your  delicacy,  that  we  ahall  not  dis- 
tress you  with  anything  on  the  subject.  There 
is,  however,  one  part  of  your  public  conduct 
wh"  h  f  elings  will  not  permit  us  to  pass  in 

gratitude  must  trespass  on  your 
m  d  w    mean,  worthy  Sir,  your  wliole  be- 

h  to   he  Soots  Distillers. — In  evil  hours, 

W  ive  recollection  presses  bitterly  on 

ns       et  that.  Sir,  come  lilse  an  healing 
peak  the  peace  U)  your  soul  which 
m  neither  give  nor  take  away, 
e  tho  honour  to  be. 
Sir, 


the  world  c! 


Your  sympathizing  fellow- sufferers. 
And  grateful  humble  servants. 


foeling.l 

Gentlemen, 

The  literary  taste  and  Kberal  spirit  of  your 
good  town  has  so  ably  filled  the  various  depart- 
ments of  your  schools,  as  to  make  it  a  very 
great  object  for  a  parent  to  have  his  children 
educated  in  them.  Still,  to  me,  a  stranger, 
with  my  large  family,  and  very  stinted  income, 
to  give  my  young  ones  that  education  I  wish, 
at  the  high  school  fees  which  a  stranger  pays, 
will  bear  hard  upon  me. 

Some  years  ago  your  good  town  did  me  the 
honour  of  making  me  an  honorary  burgess.— 
Will  you  allow  me  to  request  that  this  mark  of 


iction  may  eitend  so  far,  ! 


a  footing  of  a  real  freeman  of  the  i 
schools  ? 

If  you  are  so  very  kind  as  to  grant  my  re- 
quest, it  will  certainly  be  a  constant  incentive 
to  me  to  strain  every  nerve  where  I  can  officially 
serve  you;  and  wiO,  if  possible,  increase  that 
grateful  respect  with  which  I  have  tie  honour 

Gentlemen, 
Your  devoted  humble  servant, 

R.  B. 


CCCXXVIff. 
TO   MRS.   RIDDEL. 


eiceEsea  of  the  French  ReviilQlion.] 

Dumfries,  20th  January,  1796. 

I  CANNOT  express  my  gratitude  to  you,  for 
allowing  me  a  longer  perusal  of  "  Anaeharsis." 
In  fact,  I  never  met  with  a  book  that  bewitched 
me  so  much  ;  and  I,  as  a  member  of  the  library, 
must  warmly  feel  the  obligation  you  have  laid 
us  under.  Indeed  to  me  the  obligation  is 
stronger  than  to  any  other  individual  of  our 
society;  as  "Anaeharsis"  is  an  indispensable 
desideratum  to  a  son  of  the  muses. 

The  health  you  wished  me  in  your  morning's 
card,  is,  I  think,  flown  from  me  for  ever,    I 
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hare  not  Leen  able  to  leave  ay  bed  to-daj  till 
about  an  hour  ago.  These  wickedly  unlucty 
advertisements  I  lent  (I  did  wrong)  to  a  friend, 

.  I  am  ill  able  to  go  in  quest  of  him. 

■he  muaea  have  not  quite  forsaken  me.     The 
following  detached  stanza  I  intend  to  interweave 

lome  disastrous  tale  of  a  shepherd. 

R.  B. 


TO   MRS.   DUHLOP. 


IE  that  Mrs,  Dunloj 


um..J 

Dumfria,  3Ut  January,  1796. 

These  many  months  yoa  haTe  been  two 
packets  ia  my  debt — what  sin  of  ignorance  I 
have  committed  against  so  highly-valued  a  friend 

a  utterly  at  a  loss  to  guess.    Alas  !  Madatn, 

lan  I  afford,  at  this  time,  to  be  deprived  of 
any  of  the  smaU  remnant  of  mj  pleasures.  I 
have  lately  drunk  deep  in  the  oup  of  affliction. 

!  autumn  robbed  me  of  my  only  daughter 
and  darling  child,  and  that  at  a  distance  too, 
BO  rapidly,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power  to 
pay  the  last  duties  to  her.     I  had  scarcely  be- 

!  to  recover  from  that  shock,  when  I  became 
myself  the  victim  of  a  most  severe  rheumatic 
fever,  and  long  tiie  die  spun  doubtful;  until, 
after  many  weeks  of   a  sick  bed,  it  seems  to 

e  turned  up  life,  and  I  am  be^nning  to  crawl 

Dss  my  room,  and  once  indeed  have  been  be- 

!  ray  own  door  in  the  street. 

AiSiction  purifies  the  vieusl  my, 
Relision  hails  Ehe  drsac,  Ilia  noitled  night, 


TO   MR.   THOMSON. 

ial  the  "hondaome,  elegant  present"  oiflnlioned  in  this 

FebTuary,  1796. 
Haht  thanks,  my  dear  Sir,  for  your  hand- 
li>me,  elegant  present  to  Mrs.  Burns,  and  for 


my  remaining  volume  of  P.  Pindar.  Peter  ia  a 
delightful  fellow,  and  a  first  favourite  of  mine. 
1  am  much  pleased  with  your  idea  of  publishing 
a  collection  of  our  songs  in  octavo,  with  etchings. 
I  am  extremely  willing  to  lenj^  every  assistance 
in  my  power.  The  Irish  airs  I  shall  cheerfHilly 
undertake  the  task  of  finding  verses  for. 

I  have  already,  you  know,  equipt  three  with 
words,  and  the  other  day  1  etrung  up  a  kind  of 
rhapsody  to  another  Hibernian  melody,  which 
I  admire  much. 
Awa'  wi'  your  witchcraft  o'  beauty's  alarms.' 

If  this  will  do,  you  have  now  four  of  my  Irisli 
engagement.  In  my  by-past  songs  I  dislike 
one  thing,  the  name  Chloris — I  meant  it  as  the 
fictitious  name  of  a  certain  lady  :  but,  on  second 
thoughts,  it  is  a  high  incongruity  to  have  a 
Greek  appellation  to  a  Scottish  pastoral  ballad. 
Of  this,  and  some  things  else,  in  my  nest :  1 
have  more  amendments  to  propose.  What  you 
once  mentioned  of  "  flaien  locks"  is  just :  they 

beauty.    Of  this  also  again— God  bless  you  V> 
R.  B. 


TO  MR.   THOMSON. 


iS.] 


April,  17D6, 
Al.^3  !  my  dear  Thomson,  I  fear  it  will  be 
some  time  ere  I  tune  my  lyre  again !  "  By 
Babel  streams  1  have  sat  and  wept"  almost  ever 
since  1  wrote  you  last ;  I  have  only  known  ex- 
istence by  the  pressure  of  the  heavy  hand  of 
sickness,  and  have  counted  time  by  the  reper- 
cussions of  pain !  Rheumatism,  cold,  and  fever 
have  formed  to  me  a  terrible  combination.  1 
close  my  eyes  in  misery,  and  open  them  withont 
hope.  I  look  on  the  vernal  day,  and  say  with 
poor  Fergusaon, 

"Say,  wherefora  hna  an  all-iiiiiulgent  heaven 

Light  to  the  comfortless  and  wtetchad  given  ♦'■ 

This  will  be  delivered  to  yon  by  Mrs.  Hyslop, 

landlady  of  the  Globe  Tavern  here,  which  for 

these  many  years  has  been  myhowff,  and  where 
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our  frieniJ  Clarke  and  I  have  Iiad  many  a  merry 
fiqueeie.  I  am  highly  delighted  with  Mr. 
Allan's  etchings.  "  Woo'd  an'  mftccieii  an'  a'," 
IB  admirable  I  The  grouping  is  beyond  all 
praise.  The  espresaion  of  the  figures,  conform- 
able to  the  story  In  the  ballad,  is  abeolntely 
faultless  perfection.  I  nest  admire  "  Turnim- 
Spike,"  What  I  like  least  is  "Jenny  said  to 
Jookey."  iSesidea  the  female  being  in  her  ap- 
pearance *■***,  if  yon  take  her  stooping  into 
the  account,  she  is  at  least  two  inches  taller 
than  her  lover.  Poor  Cleghoro !  I  sincerely 
sympathize  wll^  him.  Happy  1  am  to  think 
that  be  yet  has  a  ncll-grounded  hope  of  health 
and  enjoyment  in  this  world.  As  for  me— 
that  is  a  sad  subject  R.  ', 


CCCXXXII. 
TO   MB.   THOMSON. 


have  a  spare  half-hour  to  spend  wilh  him,  I 
shall  place  your  kindness  to  my  sr  !ount,  I 
have  no  copies  of  the  songs  I  have  Bent  yoa, 
and  I  have  taken  a  fancy  tp  review  them 
and  possibly  may  mend  some  af  them  ;  so  when 
yon  have  complete  leisure,  I  will  thank  you  for 
either  the  ori^nals  or  copies.^  I  had  rather  be 
the  author  of  five  well-written  songs  than  of  tc 
otherwise.  I  have  great  hopes  that  the  genial 
influence  of  the  approaching  summer  will  si 
me  to  rights,  but  aa  yet  I  cannot  boast  of  n 
turning  health.  I  have  now  reason  to  believe 
that  my  complaint  is  a  flying  gout— a  sad  bi 


Do  let  me  know  how  Cleghor 


This  should  have  been  delivered  to  you  a 
month  ago.  I  am  still  very  poorly,  but  should 
like  much  to  hear  from  you. 


Myd 


kSih, 


I  oNOH  mentioned  to  you  an  air  which  I  have 
long  admired—"  Here's  a  health  to  them  that's 
awa,  hiney,"  bat  I  forget  if  you  took  any  notice 
of  it,  I  have  jast  been  trying  to  suit  it  with 
versea,  and  I  beg  leave  to  recommend  the  air  to 
your  attention  once  more.     I  have  only  began 


[He« 


V  Iho  first 


•  fo 

rlh  won  fiiuud  among  the  poot'a  MS9.  afler  h 

R.  B. 

cccxxxni. 

TO   MR,   THOMSON. 

flo 

n  Lewars,  whom  the  poet  inlrnduceElo  Thomson 

ana 

biolher  gaugor,  and  a.  kind,  wntm-hoarted  Benlle 

cccxxxrv. 

TO   MKS.   RIDDEL, 

mo  had  desired  him  to  go  to  the  Birth-Day  Ai- 

sembly  on  that  day  to  show  his  loyalty. 


Dumfries,  4(A  June,  17S6. 
I  AM  in  such  miserable  health  as  to  be  utterly 
japable  of  showing  my  loyalty  in  any  way. 


Rackt  a! 


a  with  rhenmati 


1,  I  n 


This  will  be   delivered  by  Mr.   Lewi 
yoang  fellow  of  uncommon  merit.     As  he  will 
he  a  day  or  two  in  town,  you  will  ha* 
if  you  choose,  to  write  me  by  him  r  ond  if  yon 

1  Song  CCLXVII. 


with  a  greeting  like  that  of  Balak  ti 
laam— "  Come,  curse  me  Jacob ;  and  come,  defy 

!  Israel!"    So  say  I — Come,  c 

eaatwind;  and  come,  defy  me  the  north!  Would 

lou  have  me  in  such  eircnm stances  copy  you 

mt  a  love-aong! 

I  may  perhaps  see  you  on  Saturday,  but  I 

vill  not  be  at  the  ball Why  should  I  ?   ' 

delights  not  me,  nor  woman  either  !"  Can  you 
supply  me  with  the  song,  "Lotus  all  be  un- 
happy together  ?"— do  if  you  can,  and  oblige, 
uvre  miserable  B.  B. 
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cccxxxv, 
TO   ME.  CLARKE, 


jreat  poverty,] 

Dumfries,  26(A  June.  1796. 

Snii,  Btill  the  lictim  of  affliction !  Were  yov 
to  aee  the  emaciateij  figure  who  now  holila  the 
pen  to  you,  jou  would  not  know  your  old  friend. 
Whether  1  shall  ever  get  about  again,  is  only 
Ijnonn  to  Him,  the  Great  Unknown,  whose  orea- 
;ure  I  am.     Alas,  Clarke !  I  begin  to  fear  the 

Aa  to  my  inditidual  self,  I  am  tranquil,  and 
^ould  despise  myself,  if  1  were  not ;  but  Burns  s 
Door  widow,  and  half-a-doion  of  his  dear  little 
)nes— helpless  orphans !— Mere  I  am  weak  as  a 
soman's  tear.  Enough  of  this '  lis  hall  of  my 
lisease. 

I  duly  received  your  last,  eni-losing  the  nott 
[t  came  extremely  in  time,  and  I  am  much 
obliged  bj  your  punctuality  Again  I  must 
request  yon  te  do  me  the  sanie  kindness  Be 
BO  very  good,  as,  by  return  of  post,  to  enclose 
me  another  note.  I  trust  you  can  do  it  without 
inconYenienee,  and  it  will  seriously  oblige  me 
If  I  must  go,  I  shall  leave  a  few  friends  lebmd 
me,  whom  I  shall  regret  nhile  conseiouane-'a 
lains.  I  know  I  shall  live  in  their  remi.m 
branoe.   Adieu,  dear  Clarke.    That  I  shall  ever 

ie  you  again,  is,  I  am  afraid,  higlily  impr'ba 


TO   MB.  JAMES   JOHNSON, 


The- 


Dam/lies,  4lh  July,  1796. 

How  are  you,  my  dear  friend,  and  how  com 

ao  your  fifth  volame  !   You  may  probably  think 

that  for  some  time  past  I  have  neglected  you 

oad  your  work ;  but,  alas !  the  hand  of  pain,  and 


sorrow,  and  care,  has  these  many  months  Mn 
heavy  on  me!  Personal  and  domestic  affliction 
havo  almost  entirely  banished  that  alacrity  and 
life  with  which  I  used  to  woo  the  rural  muse  of 
Scotia.  In  the  meantime  lot  us  finish  what  we 
have  so  well  begun. 

You  are  a  good,  worthy,  honest  fellow,  and 
have  a  good  right  to  live  in  this  world — beoause 
you  deserve  it.  Many  a  merry  meedng  this 
publication  has  given  us,  and  possibly  it  may 
give  ua  more,  though,  alas  !  I  fear  it.  This  pro- 
tracting, slow,  consuming  illness  which  hangs 
over  me,  will,  I  doubt  much,  my  ever  dear 
friend,  arrest  my  sun  before  he  has  well  reached 
his  middle  career,  and  will  turn  over  tlia  poet 
to  other  and  far  more  important  concerns  than 
•itudying  the  brilliancy  of  wit,  or  the  pathos  of 
However,  li)pc  is  the  cordial  of  the 
heart,  and  I  endeavour  to  cherish  it  as 


well  a 


Let  me  hear  from  you 
— 1  our  work  is  a  great  o 
finished,  1  see,  if  we  wer 
or  three  things  that  mighl 
will  ventur. 


couTenient. 

>w  that  it  is 
begin  again,  two 
le  mended;  yet  I 
>t  to  future  ages 
a   teitrbook    and 


your  publication   will   I 

standard  of  Scottish  song  and  music. 

1  am  ashamed  to  ask  another  favour  of  you, 
beciuse  yon  have  been  so  very  good  already; 
but  my  wife  has  a  very  particular  friend  of  hers, 
a  young  lady  who  sings  well,  to  whom  she 
wishcj  to  present  the  "  Scots  Musical  Museum." 
If  you  have  a  spare  copy,  will  you  be  so  oblig- 
ing as  to  send  it  by  (he  very  first  fiy,  as  I  am 

The  geotieman,  Mr.  Lewacs,  a  particular 
fr  enl  of  mine,  will  bring  out  any  proofs  (if 
thej  are  ready)  or  any  message  you  may  have. 
I  am  eitremely  amicus  for  your  work,  as  in- 
deed I  am  for  everything  concerning  you,  and 
your  welfare. 

Farewell,  R.  B. 

P.  S.  You  should  have  had  this  when  Mr. 
Lewars  called  on  you,  but  his  saddle-bags  mis- 
carried. 


OCOXXXVII. 
TO   ME.  CUNNINGHAM. 


by  Google 


GENERAL   COUKESPONDENCE 


refused  the  c 


7-: 


',  Sea-bathing  quarters,  7th  July,  1796, 

EAR  CUNNINOHAU. 

D  yours  here  this  moment,  and  nm 
indeed  highly  flattered  with  the  approbation  of 
the  literary  circle  you  mention ;  a  literary 
circle  inferior  to  none  in  the  two  kingdoms. 
Alaa !  my  friend,  I  fear  the  yoice  of  the  bard 
will  Eoon  be  heard  among  you  no  more  I  For 
these  eight  or  ten  mooths  I  have  been  ailing, 
sometimeH  bedfast  and  aometimes  not ;  bnt  these 
last  three  months  I  have  been  tortured  'with  an 
eicruciaCing  rLoumatism,  which  Las  reduced 
me  to  nearly  the  last  stage.  Yon  actually  would 
not  know  me  if  you  saw  me— Pale,  emaciated, 
and  90  feeble,  as  occasionally  to  need  help  from 
my  chair. — mj  spirits  fled!  fled!  but  I  can  qo 
more  on  the  subject — only  the  medical  folks  tell 
me  that  my  last  only  chance  is  bathing  and 
country-quarters,  and  riding. — The  deuce  of  the 
matter  is  this ;  when  an  exciseman  is  off  duty, 

his  salary  la  reduced  to  352.  instead  of  502 

What  way,  in  the  name  of  thrift,  shall  I  main- 
tain myself,  and  keep  a  horse  in  country  quar- 
ters—with  a  wife  and  fire  children  at  home,  on 
Zhl.  1  I  mention  this,  because  I  had  intended  to 
beg  your  utmost  interest,  and  that  of  all  the 
friends  you  can  muster,  to  move  our  commis- 
sioners of  excise  to  grant  me  the  full  salary;  I 
dare  say  you  know  them  all  personally.  If  they 
do  not  grant  it  me,  I  must  lay  my  account  with 
an  exit  truly  en  poete-—it  I  die  not  of  disease, 
I  mast  perish  with  hunger. 

I  haye  sent  yon  one  of  the  songs  ;  the  other 
my  memory  does  not  serve  me  with,  and  I  have 
no  copy  here ;  hut  I  shall  be  at  bome  soon,  when 
I  will  send  it  you. ^Apropos  to  being  at  home, 
Mrs.  Bums  threatens,  in  a  week  or  two,  to  add 
ono  more  to  my  paternal  charge,  which,  if  of 
the  right  gender,  I  intend  shall  be  introduced 
to  the  world  by  the  respectable  designation  of 
Altxaixier  Cunningham  Barm.  My  last  was 
Jamet  Glencairn,  so  you  can  have  no  objection 
to  the  company  of  nobility. 


cooxxxvm. 
TO   MR.   GILBERT  BU 


1  all,  though  the  WDFBl.] 


lOlh  July,  17&6. 

DEAU  BBOTHEIt, 

It  will  he  no  very  pleasing  news  to  you  to  be 
told  that  I  am  dangerously  ill,  and  not  likely  to 
get  better.  An  inveterate  rheumatism  has  re- 
duced me  to  such  a  state  of  debility,  and  my 
appetite  is  so  totally  gone,  that  I  can  scarcely 
stand  on  my  legs.  I  have  been  a  week  at  s 
bathing,  and  I  will  continue  there,  or  ii 
friend's  house  in  the  country,  ^1  the  summ 
God  keep  my  wife  and  children  :  if  I  am  taken 
from  their  head,  they  will  be  poor  indeed, 
have  contracted  one  or  two  serious  debts,  partly 
from  my  illness  these  many  months,  partly  from 
too  much  thoughtlessness  as  to  expense,  when 
I  came  to  town,  that  will  cut  in  too  much  on  the 
little  1  leave  them  in  your  hands.  Kemember 
me  to  my  mother. 

Toots,  E.  B. 


TO   MR.   JAMES   ARMOUR, 


[The  original 


n,  Major  Jam 


iiat>-,  the 
iBuTn..] 

July  lOtk  [1796.] 
Fob  Heaven's  sake,  and  as  you  value  the 
we[l]farE  of  your  daughter  and  my  wife,  do, 
my  dearest  Sir,  write  to  Fife,  to  Mrs.  Armour 
to  come  if  possible.  My  wife  thinks  she  can 
yet  reckon  upon  a  fortnight.  The  medical  peoplu 
order  me,  as  I  value  my  existence,  to  fly  to  sea- 
bathing and  country-quarters,  so  it  is  ten  thou- 
sand chances  to  one  that  I  shall  not  he  within 
a  dozen  miles  of  her  when  her  hour  comes, 
What  a  situation  for  her,  poor  girl,  without  a 
single  friend  by  her  on  such  a  serious  moment. 
I  have  now  been  a  week  at  salt-water,  and 
though  I  think  I  have  got  some  good  by  it,  yet 
I  have  some  secret  fears  that  this  business  will 
be  dangerous  if  not  fatal. 

Your  most  affectionate  son, 


CCCXL. 

TO  MRS.   BURNS. 


by  Google 


OP    ROBERT   BURNS. 


Stow,  Thunday. 

ntil  I  could  tell  you  what 
effect  sea-bathing  was  likely  to  produce.  It 
would  iie  injustice  to  deny  that  it  haa  eased  my 
.,  and  I  think  has  streDgtheoed  me ;  but 
my  appetite  is  still  extremely  bad.  tfo  flesh 
n  I  swallow:  porridge  and  milk  are 
tie  only  things  I  can  taste.  I  am  very  happy 
0  hear,  by  Miss  Jess  Lenat-s,  that  you  are  all 
well.  My  Tery  best  and  kindest  eomplimenta 
o  her,  and  to  all  the  children.  I  will  see  you 
jn  Sunday. 

Tour  affeotionatu  husband, 

E.  B. 


TO   MltS.    DUNLOP. 


to  hiB  widow  and  children."] 

Broie,  Saturday,  12th  July,  1796. 
Madam, 
I  H.\TE  written  you  so  often,  without  receiv- 
ing any  answer,  that  I  would  not  trouble  you 
again,  but  for  the  cireumstanees  in  which  I  am. 
An  illness  which  haa  long  hung  about  me,  in  all 
probability  will  speedily  send  me  beyond  that 
loum  whence  no  iraeeller  retams.  Your  friend- 
ship, with  which  for  many  years  you  honoured 
me,  was  a  friendship,  dearest  to  my  soul.  Your 
conversation,  and  especially  your  correspon- 
dence, were  at  once  highly  entertiuning  and  in- 
structive. With  what  pleasure  did  I  use  to 
break  up  the  seal !  The  remembrance  yet  adds 
one  pulse  more  to  my  poor  palpitating  heart. 
Farewell  !  !  ! 

K.  B. 


™  all  diflod  of  Iho  poet's  indignalion.] 
Brow,  on  the  Soheay-firtli,  12th  July,  1799. 
Afteb  all   my  boasted  independence,  curst 
icessity  compels  me  to  implore  you  for  five 
lunds.     A  cruel  wretch  of  a  haberdasher,  to 
whom  lo  tikgtthtd 

that  I  am   dy    g    h  mm        dp 

and  will      f  Ihblj  ^   t  j    1      D     f 

s  sak        nd  m    th         m       d   h  t  by   e- 
ofptFgmhi  t  bt 

m  d  m  half  di 
11  tb  gr  tui  ly 
1th    I  b      b    p    m 


the  horrors    f 
traeted.    I  d 

and  engag  1 
:th  of  th  i 
■led  my  hand 


IV  th  fi 


mi 


ing.     The 


Bothemurche"  this  morn- 
.  so  difficult  that  it  is  im- 

nfuse  much  genius  into  the  lines ; 

1  the  other  side.     Forgive,  forgive 


Fairest  maid  on  Devon's  bants.' 


CCCSIJir. 
TO   MR.   JAMES   BURNESS, 


a  lh«  fninily,  and  offere 


II  this ' 


II  l=lely.] 

■>w,  Vlth  Jjily. 


ro   MR,   THOMSON. 

inatantly  complied  with  the  dying  poot^s 


,     Mr   I>BAB   CODBIN, 

When  you  offered  me  money  ai 
did  I  think  I  should  want  it  so  Boon.  A  rascal 
of  a  haberdasher,  to  whom  I  owe  a  considerable 
bill,  taking  it  iQlfl  Msheadtliat  I  am  dying,  haa 
commenced  process  against  me,  and  will  infalli- 
bly put  my  emaciated  body  into  jail.  Will  you 
be  so  good  as  to  accommodate  me,  and  that  by 
return  of  post,  with  ten  pounds?  0  James!  did 
you  know  the  pride  of  my  heart,  you  would  feel 
donblyforme!  AlasI  I  am  not  used  to  beg  I 
The  worst  of  it  ia,  my  health  was  coming  about 
finely;  you  know,  and  my  physician  assured  me, 
that  melancholy  and  low  spirits  are  half  my  dis- 
ease; guess  then  my  horrors  sicce  (his  business 
began.  If  I  had  it  settled,  I  would  be,  I  think, 
quite  well  in  a  manner.  How  shall  I  use  the 
I  Song  CCLXVIII. 
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language  to  jou,  0  do  not  ilisappoint  me!  but 

CCCXIIV. 

strong  necessitj'g  curet  command. 

I  have  been  thinking  over  and  over  my  bro- 

TO  JAMES   GRACIE,  ESQ. 

ther's  affairs,  andl  fear  I  must  out  him  up  ;  but 

IJames  Gmcie  W88,  for  eonie  time,  s  bantar  in  Dim 

on  this  I  will  correspond  at  another  time,  par- 

rues:  hiB  eldSBl  son,  a  fine,  high- spirited  youtli,  fell  bj 

ticularly  as  I  shall  [require]  jour  advice. 

a  tifle-ball  In  Ameriea,  when  !e«dii^  the  troopa  to  th« 

Forgive   me  for  once  more   mentioning  bj 

attack  on  Waahingion.J 

return  of  post ;— save  me  from  the  horrors  of  a 

Brow,  Wednesday  Momirtg,  16(A  July,  1796. 

jail! 

Mt  beau  Sih, 

It  would  [be]  doing  high  injustice  to  this 

all  the  rest     I  do  not  know  what  I  have  writ- 

place not  to  acknowledge  that  my  rheumatisms 

ten.     The  subject  is  so  horrible  I  flare  not  look 

have   derived  great  benefits  from  it  already ; 

it  oyer  again. 

but  alas!  my  loss  of  appetite  still  continues.     I 

Farewell. 

shall  not  need  joiir  kind  offer  this  mik,  and  I 

E.  B, 

return  to  town  the  beginning  of  neit  week,  it 

__„ 

not  being  a  tide-week.     I  am  detaining  a  man 

ia  a  burning  hurry. 

So  God  bless  you.              K.  B. 

REMARKS 

SCOTTISH   SONGS   AND   BALLADS. 


to  transcribe  end  pnbliah  them  in  the  Reliques.J 

THE  IIIGOLAND  QUEEN.  • 

This  Highland  Queen,  music  and  poetry,  was 
composed  by  Mr.  M'Vicar,  purser  of  the  Sole- 
bay  man-of-war.— -This  I  had  from  Dr.  Black- 


BESS  THE  GAWKIE. 
This  song  shows  that  the  Scottish  muses  did 
not  all  leave  us  wlien  we  lost  Ramsay  and  Os- 
wald, as  I  have  good  reason  to  believe  that  the 
verses  and  music  arc  both  posterior  to  the  days 
of  these  two  gentlemen.  It  ia  a  beautiful  song, 
and  in  the  genuine  Scots  taste.  We  have  few 
pastoral  compositions,  I  mean  the  pastoral  of 
nature,  that  are  equal  to  this. 


OH,  OPEN  THE  DOOR,  lOED  \ 
It  ia  somewhat  singular,  that  in  Lanark,  Ren- 
frew   Ayr   W  gt        Ki  k     db   ght,       d  Dum- 
fries  h  h  ly  Id        g  or 


very  f  w  th    b 

is  call  d   b  th  by 
leeti  Th    L 


THE  BANKS  OF  THE  TWEED. 

This  song  ia  one  of  the  many  attempts  that 

English  composers  have  made  to  imitate  tha 

Scottish  manner,  and  which  I  shall,  in  thesB 

leave  to  diatinguish  by  the  sp- 
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pellation  of  Anglo-Scottish,  productions.     The 
jio  is  pretty  good,  but  the  verses  are  just 
ikboTe  contempt. 

THE  BEDS  OF  SWEET  ROSES, 
This  song,  as  far  aa  I  know,  for  the  first  time 
appears  here  in  print.— When  1  was  a  boy,  it 
was  a  very  popular  song  in  Ayrshire.  I  re- 
member to  have  heard  those  fanatioe,  the  Bu- 
ohanites,  ang  some  of  their  nonsensical  rhymes, 
which  they  dignify  with  the  name  of  hymns,  t( 


KOSLIN  CASTLE. 
Teesb  beautiful  yerses  were  the  production 
of  a  Richard  Hewit,  a  young  man  that  Dr. 
BUclilock,  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  the  anec- 
dote, kept  for  some  years  as  an  amanuensis.  I 
not  know  who  is  the  author  of  the  second 
song  to  the  tnne.  Tytler,  in  his  amusing  his- 
tory of  Scots  music,  J^ves  the  air  to  Oswald; 
in  Oswald's  own  collection  of  Scots  tunes, 
ire  he  affiles  an  asterisk  to  those  ha  himself 
yposed,  he  does 


SAW  YE  MY  PEGGY. 

This  charming  song  is  much  older,  and  in- 
deed superior  to  Ramsay'syerses,  "The  Toast,'' 
as  he  calls  them.  There  is  another  set  of  the 
words,  much  older  still,  and  which  I  talje  to  be 
the  original  one,  but  though  it  has  a  very  great 
deal  of  merit,  it  is  not  quite  ladies'  j-eading. 

The  original  words,  for  they  can  Eoareely  be 
called  verses,  seem  to  be  as  follows ;  a  song  fa- 
miliar from  the  cradle  to  every  Scottish  ear. 


e  the  least  claim  to 


theti 


SAW  IB  JOHNNIE  CUMMIN  T  QUO'  SHE. 
This  song,  for  genuine  humour  in  the  verses, 
and  lively  originality  in  the  air,  is  unparalleled. 
I  take  it  to  be  yery  old. 


CLOUT  THE  OALDEON. 

IS  mentioned  in  the  "Bee,"  that 
;he  second  Bishop  Chisholm,  of  Dunblane,  used 
.0  say,  that  if  he  were  going  to  be  banged, 
aothing  would  soothe  his  mind  so  much  by  the 
way  as  to  hear  "  Clout  the  Caldron"  played. 

I  have  met  with  another  tradition,  that  the 
old  song  to  this  tune. 


was  composed  on  one  of  tlie  Kenmure  family,  in 
the  cavalier  Omes  ;  and  alluded  to  an  amour  he 
had,  while  under  hiding,  in  the  disguise  of  an 
,  tinker.     The  Mr  is  also  known  by  the 


leof 


.yMagfie, 


Though  it  by  no  means  follows  that  the  silliest 
verses  to  an  air  must,  for  that  reason,  be  the 
ori^al  Bong;  yet  I  take  this  ballad,  of  which 
I  hare  quoted  part,  to  he  old  verses.  The  two 
songs  in  Ramsay,  one  of  them  evidently  his  own, 
are  never  to  be  met  with  in  the  fire-side  circle 
of  our  peasantry ;  while  that  which  I  take  to 
be  the  old  song,  is  in  every  shepherd's  mouth. 
Ramsay,  I  suppose,  had  thought  the  old  yeraea 
rthy  of  a  place  in  his  collection. 


THE  FLOWERS  OP  EDINBURGH. 
This  song  is  one  of  the  many  effusions  of 
Scots  Jacobitism.— The  title  "  Flowers  of  Edin- 
burgh," has  no  manner  of  connexion  with  the 
present  verses,  so  I  suspect  there  has  been  an 
older  set  of  words,  of  which  the  title  is  all  that 

By  the  bye,  it  is  singular  enough  that  the 
Scottish  musea  were  all  Jacobites.— I  have  paid 


!   attention   to   every  a 


riptK 


1  of  Scots 


than  perhaps  anybody  living  has  done, 
and  I  do  not  recollect  one  single  stanza,  or  even 
the  title  of  the  moat  trifling  Soota  air,  which  has 
the  least  panegyrical  reference  to  the  famili 
of  Nasaau  or  Brnnswick  ;  while  there  are  hun- 
dreds satirizing  them.— This  may  be  thought  no 
panegyric  on  the  Scots  Poets,  but  I  mean  it 
such.     For  myself,  I  would  always  take  it  a; 
compliment  to  have  it  said,  that  my  heart  ran 
before  my  head,— and  surely  the  gallant  though 


by  Google 


REMARKS   ON   SCOTTISH    SONG. 


unfortnnate  house  of  Stewart,  the  Mugs  of  oi 
fiitiiers  for  bo  many  heroic  ages,  is  a  theme 


JAMIE  GAY. 
JiKiK  Gat  ia  another  and  a  tolerable  Anglo 
Scottish  piece. 


MT  DEAR  JOCKIE. 
Amother  Anglo-Scottish  production 


STE,  GAE  RtTB  HER  O'EK  WI'  STRAE. 
It  ie  self-evident  that  the  first  four  lines  of 
is  song  are  part  of  a  song  more  ancient  than 
Kamsay's  beautiful  verses  which  are  annexed 
to  them.  As  musio  ia  the  language  of  nature  ; 
and  poetry,  particularly  songs,  are  always  less 
"-  more  localized  (if  I  may  be  allowed  tho  verb) 
some  of  tho  modifications  of  time  and  place, 
is  is  the  reason  why  so  many  of  our  Scots 
■8  have  outlived  their  original,  and  perhaps 
many  subsequent  sets  of  verses ;  except  a  single 
name  or  phrase,  or  sometimes  one  or  two  lines, 
simply  to  distinguish  tie  tunes  by. 

To  this  day  among  people  who  know  nothing 
of  Ramsay's  verses,  the  following  is  the  song, 
and  all  the  song  that  ever  I  heard : 


THE  LASS  O'  LIVISTON. 
The  old  Eong,  in  three  eight-line 
well  known,   and   has    merit    aa   t 
humour;  but  it  is  rather  unfit  for 
It  begins, 

"The  Bonnie  1ms  o'Liviston, 


THE  LAST  TIME  I  CAME  O'ER  THE  MOOR. 

Rasisay  found  tho  first  line  of  tkis  song,  which 

h^d  been  preserved  as  the  title  of  the  charming 


air,  and  then  composed  the  rest  of  the  verse 
suit  ttat  line.  This  bas  always  a  finer  effect 
than  composing  English  words,  or  words  with  an 
idea  foreign  to  the  spirit  of  the  old  title,  Wliere 
old  titles  of  songs  convey  any  idea  at  all,  it  will 
generally  be  found  to  be  quite  in  Ihe  spirit  of 
the  air. 


Thoobh  this  has  certainly  every  evidence  of 
being  a  Scottish  air,  yet  there  is  a  well-known 
tune  and  song  in  the  north  of  Ireland,  called 
"  Tho  Weaver  and  his  Shuttle  0,"whicli,  though 
sung  much  quicker,  is  every  note  the  very  tune. 


THE  HAPPY  MARRIAGE, 
EH,   but   very    pretty  Anglo-Scottish 


THE  liAES  OF  PATIE'S  MIIL. 
In  Sinclair's  Statistical  Account  of  Scotland, 
this  song  is  localized  (a  Terb  I  must  use  for 
want  of  another  to  express  my  idea)  somewhere 
in  the  nortJi  of  Scotland,  and  likewise  is  claimed 
by  Ayrshire.  — The  following  anecdote  I  had 
from  the  present  Sir  William  Cunningham,  of 
Kobertlond,  who  had  it  from  the  last  John,  Earl 
of  Loudon.  The  then  Earl  of  Loudon,  and  father 
to  Earl  John  before  mentioned,  had  Eamsaj  at 
Loudon,  and  one  day  walking  together  by  the 
banks  of  Irvine  water,  near  New-Mills,  at  a 
place  called  PatJe's  Mill,  they  were  struck  with 
the  appearance  of  a,  beautiful  country  girl.  His 
lordship  observed  lliat  shewonld  beafine  theme 
for  a  song.— Allan  lagged  behind  in  returning 
to  Loudon  Castle,  and  at  dinner  produced  this 
identical  song. 


THE  TURNIMSPIKE. 
Theeb  is  a  stanza  of  this  eioellent  song  for 
local  humour,  omitted  in  this  set.- Where  I 
have  placed  the  astorisms. 


HIGHLAND  LADDIE, 
fas  a  favourite  theme  witl 
ises,  there  are  several  airt 
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of  that  name.  Thatuhicli  I  take  to  be  the  old- 
is  t^  be  found  in  the  "  Musiciil  Museum," 
beginning,  "  I  liae  been  at  Crooliie-den."  One 
Hon  for  m;  thinking  eo  is,  that  Oswald  has 
n  his  collection,  by  the  name  of  "  The  Auld 
Highland  Laddie."  It  is  also  known  bj  tlie 
IB  of  "Jinglan  Johnie,"  which  ia  a  well- 
wn  song  of  four  or  five  staEzas,  and  seems 
to  be  an  earlier  song  than  Jacobite  times.  As 
a  proof  of  this,  it  is  little  known  to  the  pea- 
fantrj  by  the  name  of  "Higblaud  Laddie;" 
ivhile  OTerybody  knows  "Jinglan  Johnie."  The 
ioug  begins 


tin,  Ihe  1 


Another  "Highland  Laddie"  is  also  in  the 
"Museum,"  vol,  v.,  which  I  taku  to  be  Kam- 
say's  original,  as  he  has  borrowed  the  chorus^ 
"0  my  bonie  Highland  lad,"  &,c.  It  consists 
of  three  stanzas,  besides  the  chorus ;  and  has 
r  in  its  composition — it  is  an  excellent, 
but  somewhat  licentious  song. — It  begins 


FAIREBI  or  THE  FAIR. 
It  is  too  barefaced  to  take  Dr.  Percy's  charm- 
ing song,  and  by  means  of  transposing  a  few 
English  words  into  Scots,  to  offer  to  pass  it  for 
a  Scots  song. — I  was  not  acquainted  with  the 
editor  until  the  first  Tolume  was  nearly  finished, 
else,  had  I  known  in  time,  I  would  have  pre- 
vented such  an  impudent  absurdity. 


THE  BLAITHRIE  O'T. 
The  following  ia  a  set  of  this  song,  which  was 
the  earliest  song  I  remember  to  have  got  by 
heart.  When  a  child,  an  old  woman  sung  it  to 
me,  and  I  picked  it  up,  erery  word,  at  first 
hearing. 


St  forgot 


It  you  called  it  the  gear  and  the  blsit 


AEdilc 


ig  heotlier 


This  air,  and  the  common  "  Higiiland  Laddie," 

eem  only  to  be  different  sets. 
Another   "  Highland   Laddie,"    also  in 

'  Museam,"  vol.  v.,  is  the  tune  of  several  Jaco- 
bite fragments.  One  of  these  old  songs  to  it, 
only  e^Eists,   as  far  as  I  know,  in  these 


me  is  Dr.  Arne's  beautiful 
"Highland  Laddie." 


leblflithriBo't.— 


le  not  the  gear  aad  the  blaithrie  o't.— 


E  SWAIN. 
To  sing  such  a  beautiful  air  to  such  e 
orable  verses,  is  downright  prostitution  of  cc 

!    The  Soots  verses  indeed  are  tole- 


nE  BTOLE  MY  TENDER  HEART  A 
This  ia  ao  Anglo-Scottish  productioi 


MAT  EVE,  OR  KATE  OP  ABERDEEN. 
"  Kate  of  Aberdeen"  is,  I  believe,  the  work 
of  poor  Cunningham  the  player;  of  whom  the 
following  anecdote,  though  told  before,  deserves 
a  recital.  A  fat  dignitary  of  the  church  com- 
ing past  Cunningham  one  Sunday,  as  the  poor 
;  was  busy  plying  a  fishing-rod  in  soma 
am  near  Durham,  his  native  country,  his 
'rence  reprimanded  Cunningham  very  S9 
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verely  for  such  an  occupation  on  sucli  a  day. 
The  poor  poet,  with  that  inoffensive  gentleness 
ofmannersnhich  was  Mb  peculiar  characteristic, 
replied,  that  he  hoped  God  and  his  rererence 
■would  forgive  bis  seeming  profanity  of  that 
sacred  day,  "as  he  had  no  dinner  to  eat,  but  what 
lay  at  the  bottom  of  that  pool !"  This,  Mr,  TVoode, 
the  player,  who  knew  Cunningham  well,  and 


TWEED  SIDE. 

Ib  Earasay's  Tea-table  Miscellany,  he  tells  us 
that  about  thirty  of  the  songs  in  that  puljliea- 
tion  were  the  works  of  some  young  gentlemen 
of  his  acquaintance;  which  songs  are  marked 
with  the  letters  D.  C.  &c.  — Old  Mr.  Tytler  of 
Woodhouselee,  the  worthy  and  able  defender  of 
the  beauteous  Queen  of  Scots,  told  me  that  the 
eonga  marked  C,  in  the  Tea-table,  were  tiie  com- 
posifion  of  a  Mr.  Crawfurd,  of  the  houae  of 
Aehnames,  who  was  afterwards  unfortunately 
drowned  coming  from  France.— As  Tytler  was 
most  intimately  acquainted  with  Allan  Kamsay, 
I  think  the  anecdote  may  be  depended  on.  Of 
consequence,  the  beautiful  song  of  Tweed  Side 
is  Mr.  Crawfurd's,  and  indeed  does  great  honour 
to  his  poetical  talents.  He  was  a  Robert  Craw- 
furd; the  Mary  he  celebrates  was  a  Mary 
Stewart,  of  the  Castle-Milk  family,  afterwards 
married  to  a  Mr.  John  Ritchie. 

I  bare  seen  a  song,  calling  itself  the  original 
Tweed  Side,  and  said  to  have  bee 
ft  Lord  tester.     It  consisted  of  t 
frhich  I  still  recollect  the  £rst— 


"  When  Ma^y  an 


noddle  I 


4nAl 

ntwhite  on  a 

thegree 

a  plain 

No 
uti 

^TZ'llo 

ae  happy 
air  and  1 

u'ed: 

•.s  far  frae  the  Tweoi 


THE  POSY. 
It  appears  evident  to  me  that  Oswald  com- 
posed his  Roslin  Castle  on  the  modulation  of  this 
air. — In  the  second  pact  of  Oswald's,  in  the 
three  first  bars,  he  has  either  hit  on  a  wonder- 
ful similarity  to,  or  else  he  has  entirely  horcowed 
the  three  first  bars  of  Uie  old  air;  and  the 
close  of  both  tunes  is  almost  eiactly  the  same. 
The  old  vereea  to  which  it  was  song,  when  I 


took   down   the   notes    ftom   a   country  girl's 
voice,  had  do  great  merit. — The  following  is  » 


vliere  are  ye  goin,  my  ain  pretly  May,    - 

10  the  yowes  a  milkin,  kmd  sii,  slie  says, 
Vilh  a  double  and  adieu  to  thee,  fair  May 


Whai  if  I  gong  along  wilh  thee, 
Wad  I  be  Buglil  the 


1,  fair  May 


MABY'S  DEE  AM. 
The  Mary  hero  alluded  to  is  generally  sup- 
posed to  he  Miss  Mary  Macghie,  daughter  I 
the  Laird  of  Airds,  in  Galloway.  The  poetw: 
a  Mr.  John  Lowe,  who  likewise  wrote  another 
beautiful  song,  called  Pompey's  Ghost. — I  have 
seen  a  poedo  epistle  from  him  in  North  America 
where  he  now  is,  or  lately  was,  to  a  lady  ii 
Scotland.— By  tie  strain  of  the  verses,  it  ap 
poared  that  they  allude  to  some  love  afiaJr. 


D  THAT  TENDS  THE  QOATS. 


I  WISH  MY  LOVE  WERE  IN  A  MIKE. 
I  NETEH.  heard  more  of  the  words  of  this  old 
song  than  the  title. 

ALLAN  WATER, 
Tnrs  Allan  Water,  which  the  composer  of  the 
music  has  honoured  with  the  name  of  the  air,  1 
have  been  told  is  Allan  Water,  in  Strathallan. 


THERE'S  NAE  LUCK  ABOOI  THE  HODSE. 
This  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  songs  in  the 
Scots,  or  any  other  language. — The  two  lines. 


as  well  as  the  two  preceding  onos,  an 
almost  by  anything  I  ever  heard  o 
the  lines. 


by  Google 


REMARKS    ON   SCOTTISH   SONG. 


■e  TTorthj  of  the  first  poet.  It  ia  long  posterior 
\d  Ramsay's  days.  Abont  the  year  1771,  or  72, 
Line  first  on  the  streets  as  a  ballad;  and  I 
suppose  the  compoeition  of  the  song  was  not 
ranch  anterior  to  that  period. 


TAItRY   WOO. 
This  ia  a  very  prettj  song  ;  but  I  fancy  that 
the  first  half  stania,  as  well  as  the  tune  itself, 
e  much  older  thaa  the  rest  of  the  words. 


GKAMACHEEE. 

Thk  song  of  Gramachree  was  composed  by  a 

Mr,  Poe,  a  counsellor  at  Ian  in  Dublin.     This 

anecdote  I  had  from  a  gentleman  who  knew  the 

lady,  the  "  MoUj,"  who  is  the  subject  of  the 

song,  and  to  whom  Mr.  Poa  sent  the  first  m 

iript  of  his  most  beautiful  Terses.     I  dc 

'member  any  single  line  that  has  more 

pathos  than 

Bat  as  tbe  song  is  Irish,  it  had  nothing  to  do 
in  this  collection. 


THE  COLLIEE'S   BONNIE  LASSIE. 
Ths  first  half  stanza  is  much  older  tlian  Ihi 
days  of  Ramsay. — Tbo  old  words  began  thus ; 
"Ths  collier 


MARY  SCOTT,  THE  FLOWER  OF  YARROW. 

Mft.  Kobertson,  in  bis  statistical  account  of 
the  parish  of  Selkirk,  .says,  that  Mary  Seott, 
the  Flower  of  Yarrow,  was  descended  from  the 
Dryhopo,  and  married  into  the  Harden  family. 
Her  danghter  was  married  to  a  predecessor  of 
the  present  Sir  Francis  Elliot,  of  Stobbs,  and 
of  tie  late  Lord  Heathfield. 

There  is  a  circumstance  in  their  contract  of 
marriage  that  merits  attention,  and  it  strongly 
marks  the  predatory  spirit  of  the  times.  The 
father-in-law  agrees  to  keep  his  daughter  for 
some  lime  after  the  marriage ;  for  which  the 
son-in-law  binds  himself  to  give  him  tbe  profita 
of  the  first  Michaelmas  moon ! 


DOWN  THE  BURN,  DAVIE. 
I  SAVE  been  informed,  that  the  tnne  of 
"  Down  tlie  bum,  Davie,"  was  the  composition 
of  David  Maigh,  keeper  of  the  blood  slough 
hounds,  belonging  to  the  Laird  of  Kiddel,  in 
Tweeddale. 

BLINK  o'er  TDE  burn,  SWEET  BETTIE. 
The  old  words,  all  that  I  remember,  are, — 
'•  Blink  over  the  bum,  sweet  Belly, 


ought  her, 


«ad  Blie 


a  lady, 


MY  AIN  KIND  DEARIE-O. 
Thb  old  words  of  (his  song  are  omitted  here, 
though  much  more  beautiful  than   these  in- 
serted; which  were  mostly  composed  by  poor 
Fergusaon,  in  one  of  his  merry  humonra. 
old  words  began  thus  ; 


;  I'll  ro 
Myai 


ethee 


B,  O, 


THE  BLITHSOME  BRIDAL, 
i  FIND  the  "  Blithsome  Bridal"  ia  James 
Watson's  collection  of  Scots  poems,  printed  at 
Edinburgh,  in  1706,  This  collection,  the  pub- 
lisher says,  is  the  first  of  its  nature  which  has 
been  published  in  our  own  native  Scots  dialect 
— it  is  now  extremely  scarce. 
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JOHN  HAT'S  BONNIE  lASSIE. 
JoHM  Hay's  "Bonnie  Lassie"  was  daughter 
of  Joint  May,  Earl  or  Slarquia  of  Tweeddale, 
and  late  Countess  Dowager  of  Roxburgb.— She 
died  at  Eroomlands,  near  Kelso,  some  time  be- 
twein  the  jears  1720  and  1740. 


THE  BONIE  BBUCKET  LASSIE. 
The  two  first  lines  of  this  soag  are  all  of  it 
that  is  old.  The  rest  of  the  song,  as  well  as 
tliose  songs  in  the  Museam  marked  T.,  are  the 
works  of  an  obscure,  tippling,  but  extraordinary 
body  of  the  name  of  Tytler,  commonly  known 
by  the  name  of  Balloon  Tytler,  from  bis  haying 
projected  a  balloon;  a  mortal,  who,  though  he 
drudges  about  Edinburgh  as  a  common  printer, 
with  leaky  shoes,  a  sky-lighted  hat,  and  knee- 
buckles  as  unlike  as  Georgc-by-the-grace-of- 
God,  and  Solomon-the-aon-of-David  i  yet  that 
same  unknown  drunken  mortal  is  author  and 
compiler  of  three-fourths  of  Elliot's  porapoua 
Encyclopedia  Britannica,  which  he  composed 
at  half  a  guinea  a  week  ! 


BAE  MERRY  AS  WE  TWA  EA'E  BEEN. 
This  soug  is  beautiful.— The  chorus  in  parti- 
cnlar  is  truly  pathetic, 
anything  of  its  author. 


r  could  learn 


THE  BUSH  ABO  ON  TKAQOAtB. 
This  is  another  beautiful  song  of  Mr.  Craw- 
furd's  composition.  In  the  neighbourhood  of 
Traquair,  tradition  still  shows  the  old  "Bush  ;" 
which,  when  I  saw  it,  in  the  year  1787,  was 
composed  of  eight  or  nine  ragged  birches.  The 
Earl  of  Traquair  has  planted  a  clump  of  trees 
near  by,  which  he  calls  "  The  New  Bush." 


CROM  LET'S  LILT. 
The   following  interesting   account  of  thii 
plaintive  dirge  was  communicated  to  Mr.  Rid- 
del by  Alexander  Fraser  Tytler,  Esq.,  of  Wood- 
houselee. 

"  In  the  latter  end  of  the  aisteenth  oei 
the  Chisolms  were  proprietors  of  the  estate  of 
Cromlecks  (now  possessed  by  the  Drummonds). 
The  eldest  son  of  that  family  was  very  much 
attached  to  a  daughter  of  Sterling  of  Ardoch, 
commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Fair  Helen  of 
Ardoch. 

"At  flat  time  the  opportunities  of  meeting 
botwist  the  seies  were  more  rare,  consequently 
more  sought  after  than  now ;  and  the  Scottish 
ladles,  far  from  priding  themselves  on  estensive 
literature,  wore  thought  sufficiently  book-learned 
if  they  could  make  out  the  Scriptures  in  their 
mother-tongue.  Writing  was  entirely  out  of 
tho  line  of  female  education.  At  that  period 
the  most  of  our  young  men  of  family  sought  a 
fortune,  or  foond  a  grave,  in  France.  Cromlua, 
when  he  went  abroad  to  the  war,  was  obliged 
to  leave  the  management  of  his  oorrespondence 
with  his  mistress  to  a  lay-brother  of  the  monas- 
tery of  Dumblain,  in  the  immediate  neighbour- 
hood of  Cromleck,  and  near  Ardoch.  This 
man,  unfortunately,  was  deeply  sensible  of 
Helen's  charms.  He  artfully  prepossessed  her 
with  stories  to  the  disadvantage  of  Cromlua ; 
and,  by  misinterpreting  or  keeping  up  the  letters 
and  messages  intrusted  to  his  care,  he  entirely 
irritated  both.  All  conneilon  was  broken  off 
betwist  them;  Helen  was  inconsolable,  and 
Cromlus  has  left  behind  him,  in  the  ballad 
illed  'Cromlet's  Lilt,'  a  proof  of  the  elegance 
'  his  genius,  as  well  as  the  steadiness  of  his 


■  When  the  artful  monk  thought  time  had 
sufficiently  softened  Helen's  sorrow,  he  pro- 
posed himself  as  a  lover:  Helen  was  obdurate: 

it  last,  overcome  by  the  persuasions  of  her 

brother,  with  whom  she  lived,  and  who,  having 

family  of  thirty-one  children,  was  probably 

very  well  pleased  to  get  her  off  his  hands — she 

submitted,  rather  than  consented  to  the  cere- 

7;  but  there  her  compliance  ended;  and, 

I  forcibly  put  into  bed,  she  started  quite 
frantic  from  it,  screaming  out,  that  after  three 
gentle  taps  on  the  wainscot,  at  the  bed-head, 
she  heard  Cromlus's  voice,  crying,  '  Helen, 
Helen,  mind  me  i'    Cromlus  soon  after  coming 

;,  the  treachery  of  the  confidant  was  diB- 


_l 
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covered,— her  marriage  disannulled, — and  Helen 
became  Lady  Croraleeks." 

K.  B.  Marg.  Murray,  mother  to  these  thirtj- 
jne  children,  was  daughter  to  Murray  of  Strewn, 
one  of  the  seventeen  sons  of  TuUybardine,  and 
Ifhose  youngest  son,  commonly  called  the  Tutor 
of  Ardoch,  died  in  the  year  1T15,  aged  111 

MT  DEAEIE,  IF  XHOIT  DIE. 
Anothbe  beautiful  song  of  CrawfUrd's. 


SHE  ROSE  AND  LOOT  ME  IN. 
The  old  Bet  of  this  song,  which  ia  still  to  bo 
found  in  printed  collections,  ia  much  prettier 
than  this  ;  but  somebody,  I  believe  it  was  Ram- 
say, took  it  into  bis  he^  to  clear  it  of  some 
seeming  indelicacies,  and  made  it  at  once  more 
chaste  and  more  dull. 


00  TO  THE  EWB-BUGHTS, 
Au  not  sure  if  this  old  and  charming  air  be 
of  the  South,  as  is  commonly  said,  or  of  the 
North  of  Scotland.  There  is  a  Bong,  apparently 
ancient  as  "  Ewe-bughts,  Marion,"  which 
rg  to  the  same  tune,  and  is  evidently  of  lie 
North. — It  begins  thus ; 

'■  The  Ijird  o'  Oordon  hud  three  dothters, 


They 


Iniget, 


iBteyatb 


iBEtle  Gi 


LEWIS  GOEDON. 
This  wr  is  a  proof  how  one  of  our  Soots  t\ 
conies  to  be  composed  out  of  another.     1 1 
one  of  the  earliest  copies  of  the  song,  and  it 
has  prefixed, 

"  Tune  of  Tarry  Woo."— 
Of  which  tune  a  difi'erent  set  has  insensibly 
varied  into  a  difi'erent  air. — To  a  Scots  critic, 
the  pathos  of  the  line, 

■  Tho'  his  back  be  at  thews'," 
— must  be  very  striking.     It  needs  not  a  Ja- 
cobite prejudice  to  be  affected  with  this  song. 
The   supposed   author   of  "Lewis  Gordon' 
was  a  Mr.  Geddes,  priest,  at  Shenval,  in  the 


O  HONE  A  KIE. 
De.  Blacklock  informed  me  that  this  songwoi 
imposed  on  the  infamous  massacre  of  Glencoe. 


I'LL  NEVER  LEAVE  THEE. 

This  is  another  of  Crawfurd's  songs,  but  I 

do  not  think  in  his  happiest  manner. — What  an 

absurdity,   to  join  such  names   as  Adonis  and 

Mary  together ! 

CORN  RIGS  ARE  BONIE. 
A  1,1,  the  old  words  that  ever  1  could  meet  to 
lis  air  were  the  following,  which  seem  to  have 
een  an  old  chorus : 


THE   MUCKING   OF  GEORDIE  S 
The  chorus  of  this  song  ia  old ; 
the  work  of  Balloon  Tytler. 


BIDE  YS  YET. 

Tbbbe  is  a  beautJfol  song  to  th 
ning, 


■WAUKIN  O'  THE  FAULD. 

Theee  are  two  stanzas  still  sung  to  this  tune, 

which  I  take  to  be  the  original  song  whence 

Ramsay  composed  his  beautiful  song   of  that 

name  in  flie  Gentle  Shepherd.— It  be^na 


Laye< 


<  speak  at  ou 
me  ftsfl  the  I 


I  regret  that,  as  in  many  of  our  ol 
the  delicacy  of  this  old  fragment  is  n 
to  its  wit  and  Lumoxir. 


TRANENT-MUIR. 
"  Tranest-Mdi»," 
Skirting,  a  very  worthy  respectable  farmer  nes 
Haddington.  I  have  heard  the  anecdote  oftei 
that  Lieut  Smith,  whom  he  mentions  in  th 
ninth   stanza,  came  to   Haddington   after  t' 


Mr. 
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publiciiion  of  the  song,  and  sent  a  challenge 
Sldrving  to  meet  him  at  HaddicgtoD,  and  a 
Bner  for  the  unnorthj  manner  in  which 
noticed  Mm  in  his  eong.  "  Gang  away  back," 
Biid  the  Iionest  farmer,  "  and  tell  Mr.  Smith 
that  I  hae  nao  leisure  to  come  to  Haddington ; 
but  tell  him  to  come  here,  and  Til  tak  a  look  o' 
him,  and  if  I  think  I'm  fit  to  fecht  him,  I'll 
fecht  him;  and  if  no,  I'll  do  as  he  did— PK  Ha 


TO  THE  WEAVERS  GIN  YE  GO. 
Thb  chorus  of  this  song  is  old,  the  rest  of  it 
is  mine.  Here,  once  for  all,  let  me  apologiie 
for  many  silly  compositions  of  mine  in  this 
work.  Many  beautiful  aira  wanted  words  ;  in 
the  hurry  of  other  avocations,  if  I  could  siring 
a  parcel  of  rhymes  together  anything  near  tole- 
rable, I  was  fain  to  let  them  pass.  He  must  be 
an  eicellent  poet  indeed  whoso  every  perform- 
ance is  excellent. 


POLWARTH  ON  TBE  GItBBN. 
The  author  of  "  Folwarth  on  the  Green"  is 
Capt.  John  Drummond  M'Gregor,  of  the  family 
of  Eochaldie. 


STREPHON  AND  lYDIA. 

The  following  account  of  this  song  I  had 
from  Dr.  Blaokicck. 

The  Strephon  and  Lydia  mentioned  in  the 
Bong  were  perhaps  the  loveliest  couple  of  their 
time.  The  gentieraan  was  commonly  known  by 
the  name  of  Beau  Gibson.  The  lady  was  the 
"  Gentle  Jean,"  celebrated  somewhere  in  Ha- 
milton of  Baiigour's  poems. — Having  frequently 
met  at  public  places,  they  had  formed  a  recipro- 
cal attachment,  which  their  friends  thought 
dangeroae,  as  their  resources  were  by  no  means 
adequate  to  their  tastes  and  habits  of  life.  To 
elude  the  bad  consequences  of  such  a  connexion, 
Strephon  was  sent  abroad  with  a  commission, 
and  perished  in  Admiral  Vernon's  expedition  to 
Carthagena. 

The  author  of  this  song  was  William  Wallace, 
Esq.  of  Cairnhill,  in  Ayrshire. 


M'PHEBSON  S  JP  ARE  WELL. 
M'Pherson,  a  daring  robher,  in  the  begin- 
Imd  ]  ning   of  this   century,  was  condemned   to  be 


of  Inverness, 
when  under  sentence  of  death,  to  have  composed 
this  tone,  which  he  called  his  own  lament  or 
farewell 

Gow  has  published  a  variatiin  of  this  fins 
tune  as  hia  own  ijompoiiititn,  which  he  calls 
"  The  Princess  Augusta  ' 


MY  JO,  JANET. 
Johnson,  the  pa&lisher,  with  a 
cacy,  refused  to  insert  the  last  a 
humorous  ballad. 


THE  SHEPHERD'S  COMPLAINT. 
The  words  by  a  Mr.  R.  Scott,  from  the  tofln 
r  neighbourhood  of  Biggar. 


THE  BIRKS  OP 


falls  of  Aberfeldy,  s 


tanding  under  the 


THE  HIGHLAND  LASSIE  O. 
This  was  a  composition  of  mine  in  very  early 
life,  before  I  was  known  at  all  in  the  world.  My 
Highland  lassie  was  a  warm-hearted,  charming  . 
young  creature  as  ever  blessed  a  man  with 
generous  love.  After  a  pretty  long  tract  of  the 
ardent  reciprocal  attachment,  we  met  by 
appointment  on  the  second  Sunday  of  May,  in 
equestered  spot  by  the  banks  of  Ayr,  where 
spent  the  day  in  taking  a  farewell  before  she 
should  embark  for  the  West  Highlands,  to  ar- 
■Buge  matters  among  her  friends  for  our  pro- 
jected change  of  life.  At  the  close  of  autuniQ 
following  she  crossed  the  sea  to  meet  me  at 
Greenock,  where  she  had  scarce  landed  when 
vas  seized  with  a  malignant  fever,  which 
hurried  my  dear  girl  to  the  grave  in  a  few  days, 
before  I  could  even  hear  of  her  last  illness. 


I'M  O'EE  YOUNG  TO  MARRY  TET. 
The  chorus  of  this  song  is  old.     The  rest  of 
it,  such  as  it  is,  is  mine 


FIFE,  AND  A'  THE  LANDS  ABOUT  IT. 

This  song  is  Dr.  Blacklock's.    He,  as  well  as 

I,  often  gave  Johnson  versos,  trifling  enough 
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perhaps,  but  Oiey  served  a 


WEEE  NA  MT  HEAET  LIGHT  I  WAD  DIE. 

Lord  Hailes,  in  the  notes  to  his  collection  of 

ancient  Scots  poems,  says  that  this  song  waa 

:    eoinpoEition  of   a    Lady   Grissel   Baillie, 

■iaughter  of  the  tirst  Earl  of  Marehmont,  and 

wife  of  George  Baillie,  of  Jerviswood. 


THE  TOUMG  MAN'S  DREAM. 
This  soog  is  Uie  compositien  of  Balloon  Tjtier 


STRATHALtAN'S  LAMEST. 
'his  air  is  the  composition  of  one     f  th 
worthiest  and  best-hearted  men  living — AD 
Masterton,  sehoolmaster  in  Edinburgh.    A   h 
md  I  were  both  sprouts  of  Ja.cobitism  we    gr    d 
to  dedicate  the  words  and  air  to  that  can 

To  tell  the  matter-of-fai;t,  eieept  wh      my 
passions  were  heated  by  some  accidental 
my  Jacobitism  was  merely  by  way  of  la 


THE  TEARS  OF  SCOTLAND. 
Dr.  Blacelock  told  me  that  Smollet,  wh 
i,i  the  bottom  a  great  Jacobite,  composed 
beautiful  and  pathetic  yerses  on  the  in  aj 
depredations  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland  after 
the  battle  of  CuUoden. 


t  was  called  "  What  wiU  I  do  gin  my  Hog- 
2ie  die  ?"  No  person,  except  a  few  females  at 
Piatt,  knew  this  fine  old  tune,  which  in  all 
probability  would  have  been  lost  had  not  one 
of  the  gentlemen,  who  happened  to  have  a  flut* 
with  him,  taken  it  down. 


I  DBEAM'D  I  LAY  WHERE  IT.0WER8  WERE 

ePEINGINQ. 

Thess  two  stanzas  I  composed  when  I  was 

seventeen,  ajid  are  among   the  oldest  of  my 

printed  pieces. 

AH  !   THE  POOR  SHEPHERD'S  MOUaNEUL 


Id  title,  "  Sour  Plums  o  Gallashiels, ' 
bly  was  the  beginning  of  a  long  to  this 
whi  h  is  now  lost. 

I    tune  of  Gallashiels  was  eoniptsed  about 
1         ning  of  the  present  century  by  the 
L  ird    f  Gallashiel's  piper. 


THE  BANKS  01  THE  DEVO^f. 

The  e    erses  were  composed  on  a  charming 

gi       a  J  iss  Charlotte  Hamilton,  who  is  now 

m         do  James  M'Kitrick  Adair,  Esq.,  pby- 

n      She  is  sister  to  my  worthy  friend  Gavin 

H  mi     n   of  Mauchline,  and  was  bom  on  the 

nk         he  Ayr,  but  was,  at  the  time  I  wrote 

n  s,  residing  at  Herveyston,  in  Claok- 

mannnn    ire,  on  the  romantic  banks  of  thelitUo 

D     on.     1  first  heard  the  air  from  a  lady 

in  Inverness,  and  got  the  notes  taken  down  for 

this  work. 


WHAT  WILL  I  DO  GIN  MY  HOGGIE  DIE. 

Vb..  Walker,  who  was  minister  at  Mofi'at  ii 
1772,  and  is  now  (1791)  Professor  of  Natural 
History  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  told 
the  following  anecdote  concerning  this  a 
Hp  said,  that  some  gentlemen,  riding  a  few 
years  ago  through  Liddesdale,  stopped 
hamlet  consisting  of  a  few  houses,  called  '. 
Piatt,  when  they  were  struck  with  this  i 
wliich  an  old  woman,  spinning  on  a  rock  a 
door,  was  singing.  All  she  could  tell  com 
ing  it  wai,  that  she  was  taught  it  when  a  child, 


MILL,  MILL  0. 

The  original,   or  at  least  a  song  evidently 

prior  to  Kamsay's  is  sdll  extant It  runs  thus, 

"  The  mill,  mill  O,  and  Ihe  kill,  kill  O, 
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WE  RAN  AND  THEY  KAN. 
The  author  of  "  We  ran  and  they  ran" — tte 
a  KeT.  Mr.   Murdooii   M'lennan,  minister  i 
Crathie,  De^-side. 


WALY,  WALY. 

In  the  west  country  I  have  heard  a  different 

edition  of  the   second  etanz a.— Instead  of  the 

four  lines,  beginning  with,  "  When  cockle-shells, 

&c,,"  the  other  way  ran  thus  ;— 


bfl„fo„ 


DUNCAN  GRJ 
De.  Blaoelook  informed  m 
heard  the  tradition,  that  this 
by  a  carman  in  Glasgow. 


that  he  had  often 
air  was  composed 


This  is  the  last  of  the  West-Highland  airs; 
and  from  it  over  the  whole  tract  of  country  to 
the  confines  of  Tweed-side,  there  is  hardly  a 
tune  or  song  that  one  can  say  has  taken  its 
origin  from  anyplace  or  transaction  in  that  part 
of  Scotland.— The  oldest  Ayrshire  reel,  is  Stew- 
arton  Lasses,  which  waa  made  by  the  father  of 
the  present  Sir  Walter  Montgomery  Caaning- 
ham,  alias  Lord  Ljsle ;  since  which  period  there 
has  indeed  been  local  mnsic  in  that  country  in 
great  plenty.— Jo hnie  Faa  is  the  only  old  song 
which  I  could  ever  trace  as  belonging  to  the  ex- 
tensive county  of  Ayr. 


FOR  lAKE  OP  GOI.D. 
The  country  girls  in  Ayrshire,  instead  of  the 

"  For  Athole's  duke  she  me  forsoot;" 
which  I  take  to  be  the  original  reading. 

These  were  composed  by  the  late  Dr.  Austin, 
phyaioan  atEdinbnrgh. — He  had  courted  a  lady, 
to  whom  he  was  shortly  to  have  been  married  ; 
hut  the  Duke  of  Afhole  having  seen  her,  became 
BO  much  in  love  with  her,  that  he  made  pro- 
posals of  marriage,  which  were  accepted  of,  and 
she  jilted  the  doctor. 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  MY  TRUE  LOVE,  Ic. 

This  song  is  Dr,  Eiacklock's.    He  told  me  that 

tradition  gives  the  air  to  our  James  IV.  of  Scot- 


HEY  TUTTI  TAITI, 

I  HATE  met  the   tradition   universally  r 

Scotland,  and  particularly  about  Stirling,  in  the 

neighbourhood  of  the  scene,  that  this  air  was 

Eobert  Bcuce's  march  at  the  battle  of  Bannock- 


SAVING  WINDS  AROUND  HER  BLOWING. 

I  COMPOSED  these  verses  on  Miss  Isabella 
M'Leod,  of  Raia,  alluding  to  her  feelings  on 
the  death  of  her  Eister,  and  the  still  niore  me- 
lancholy death  of  her  sister's  husband,  the  late 
Earl  of  Loudon ;  who  shot  himself  out  of  sheer 
heart-break  at  some  mortifications  he  suffered, 
owing  to  the  deranged  state  of  hia  finances. 


TAK  YOUR  AULD  CLOAK  ABOUT  Yl 
A  PABT  of  this  old   song,  according   t 


YE  GODS,  WAS  STREPHON'S  PICTURE 

Tune— 'I  Fontleenth  of  October." 
The  title  of  this  air  ehows  that  it  alludes  to 
the  famous  king  Crispian,  the  patron  of  the  ho- 
nourable corporation  of  shoemakera.- St.  Cris- 
pian's  day  falls  on  the  fourteenth  of  October 
old  atyle,  as  the  old  proverb  tells : 

"  On  the  fourteenlh  of  October 
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SINCE  ROBB'D  OF  AtL  THAT  CHABM'D  MY 

VIEWS. 

Thb  old  name  of  this  aii  is,  "the  BloBsom  o' 

the  Raspberry."    The  song  is  Dr.  Blacklook's. 


YOUNG  DAMON. 
This  air  is  by  Oswald. 


KIRK  WAD  LET  ME  BE. 
Tradition  in,  the  western  parts  of  Scotland 
tells  that  this  old  aong,  of  which  tiere  are  still 
ee  ataniaa  oitant,  once  saved  a  covenanting 
clergyman  out  of  a  scrape.  It  was  a  little  prior 
he  rerolution,  a  period  when  being  a  Scots 
enanter  was  being  a  felon,  that  one  of  their 
clergy,  whb  was  at  that  very  time  hunted  by 
the  merciless  soldiery,  fell  in,  by  accident,  with 
a  party  of  the  military.  The  soldiers  were  not 
esacfly  acquainted  wUh  the  person  of  the  reve- 
rend gentleman  of  whom  they  were  in  search; 
but  from  auspicious  circumstances,  they  fancied 
that  they  had  got  one  of  that  cloth  and  oppro- 
brious persuasion  among  them  in  the  person  of 
this  stranger.  "Mass  John"  to  eitrieate  him- 
self, assumed  a  freedom  of  manners,  very  unlike 
the  gloomy  strietnnas  of  his  sect;  and  among 
other  convivial  oxhibitiong,  sung  {and  some  tra- 
ditions say,  composed  on  the  spur  of  the  occa- 
sion) "  Kirk  wad  let  mo  be,"  with  such  effect, 

that  the  scli'iers  Bwore  he  was  a  d d  honest 

fellow,  f.nii  'bat  it  was  impossible  he  could  be- 
long to  thoso  hellish  conventicles  ;  and  so  gave 
bim  bis  liberty. 

The  first  stania  of  this  song,  a  little  altered, 
is  a  favourite  kind  of  dramatic  interlude  acted 
at  ccnnfry  weddings,  in  the  soath-west  parta 
of  the  iingdom.  A  young  fellow  is  dressed  up 
like  an  old  beggpj;  a  peruke,  commonly  made 
of  carded  tow,  represents  hoary  looks ;  an  old 
bonnet ;  a  ragged  plaid,  or  surtout,  bound  with 
a  straw  rope  for  a  girdle  ;  a  pair  of  old  shoes, 
with  straw  ropes  twisted  round  his  ankles,  as  is 
done  by  shepherds  in  snowy  weaiher  :  his  face 
they  disguise  as  like  wretched  old  age  as  they 
can :  in  this  plight  he  is  brought  into  the  wed- 
ding-house, frequently  to  lie  astonishment  of 
Ptrangers,  wlio  are  not  in  the  secret,  and  begins 
to  sing— 

"O,  lama  Blllfsuld  man, 

My  name  it  is  aulil  GlBnae,"  kc 


He  is  asked  to  drink,  and  by  and  bye  to 
dance,  which  after  some  nneouth  esousos  he  is 
!  prevailed  on  to  do,  the  fiddler  playing  the  tnne. 
]  which  here  is  commonly  called  "Anld  Glenae  ;" 
I  in  short  he  is  all  the  time  so  plied  with  liquor 
that  he  is  understood  to  get  intoxicated,  and 
with  all  the  ridiculous  gesticulations  of  an 
old  drunken  beggar,  he  dances  and  staggei-a 
until  he  falls  on  the  floor;  yet  still  in  all  b\-i 
riot,  nay,  in  his  rolling  and  tumbling  on  the 
floor,  with  some  Or  other  drunken  motion  of  his 
body,  he  beats  time  to  the  music,  till  at  last 
he  is  supposed  to  be  carried  out  dead  drunk. 


1  ON  THE  ROAItINO  OCEAN. 

e  verses  out  of  compliment  to 
a  Mrs.  M'Lacblan,  whose  husband  is  an  ofiicer 
in  the  East  Indies. 

BLYTIIE  WAS  8HB. 
I  COMPOSED  these  verses  while  I  stayed  at 
Ochtertyre  with  Sir  William  Murray — Thelady, 
who  was  also  at  Ochtectyre  at  the  same  time, 
was  the  well-known  toast.  Miss  Euphemia  Mur- 
ray, of  Lentrose;  sho  was  called,  and  very  justly, 
"The  Flower  of  Strathmore." 


JOHNNIE  PAA,  OR  THE  OTPBIE  EADDIE. 

The  people  in  Ayrsliire  be^n  this  song — 

"  The  gypsies  earn  to  my  Lord  CasBiiis'  yelt."— 

They  have  a  great  many  more  stanzas  in  thii 

song  than  I  ever  yet  saw  in  any  printed  copy.— 

The  castle  is  still  remaining  at  Maybole,  wher. 

lordship  shut  up  his  wayward  spouse,  am 


jt  her  for  life. 
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THE  BONNIE  LASS  MADE  THE  BED  TO  ME. 
"The  Bonnie  La,s3  made  the  Bed  to  me," 
was  composed  on  an  amour  of  Charies  II.  when 
BituISing  in  the  North,  aboat  Aberdeen,  in  the 
time  of  the  usurpatioQ.  He  formed  une  petite 
affaire  wiUi  a  daughter  of  the  house  of  Portle- 
tham,  who  was  the  "lass  that  made  the  hed  to 


I  HAD  A  HORSE  AKD  I  UAD  NAE  MAIK. 

This  story  ia  founded  ou  fact.  A  John  Hun- 
ter, accestor  to  a  very  reapectahlo  farming  fa- 
mily, Tito  live  in  a  place  in  the  parish,  I  thinlt, 
of  Galaton,  called  Bar-mill,  was  the  luckleae 
hero  that  "  had  a  horse  and  had  nae  mair." — 
For  Bome  little  youthful  follies  he  found  it  ne- 
cessary to  make  a  retreat  to  the  West-High- 
lands, where  "he  feed  himself  to  a,  Highland 
Laird,"  for  that  ia  the  expression  of  all  the  Oral 
editions  of  the  song  I  ever  heard. — The  preaent 
Mr.  Huuter,  who  told  me  the  anecdote,  is  the 
gveat^grandohild  of  our  hero. 


merchant,  and  now  schoolmaater  in  Irvine.  He 
is  the  Dttvii  to  whom  I  address  my  printed  poet- 
ical epistle  in  the  measure  of  the  Cherry  and 
the  Slae. 


AUIJ)  ROB  MORRIS, 

It  is  remark-worthy  that  the  song  of  "  Holy 

and  Fairly,"  in   all  the   old  editions  of  it, 

called  "The  Drunken  Wifeo' Galloway,"  which 

localizes  it  to  that  country. 


BATTLIfi,  EOARIN  WILLIE. 
The  last  stanza  of  this  song  is  mine ;  it  i 
composed  out  of  compliment  to  one  of  the  w 
thiest  fellows  in  the  world,  William  Dunbar, 
Esq.,  writer  to  the  signet,  Edinburgh,  and  Co- 
lonel of  the  Croehallan  Corps,  a  olnb  of  wits 
who  took  that  title  at  the  time  of  raising  the 
fencible  regiments. 


IBY  WINTER  STORMS. 
This  song  I  composed  on  one  of  the  most  ac- 
complished of  women,  Mias  Peggy  Chalmers, 
that  was,  now  Mrs.  Lewis  Hay,  of  Forbes  and 
Co. 'a  bank,  Edinburgh. 


TIBBIE,  I  HAE  SEEN  THE  DAY. 
This  song  X  composed  about  the  age  of  seven 


NANCY'S  GHOST, 
is  by  Dr.  Blaclflook. 


OP  AND  WARN  A'  WILLIE. 
This  edition  of  the  song  I  got  from  Tom  Niol, 
of  facelioua  fame,  in  Edinburgh.  The  eipres- 
Bion  "  Up  and  warn  a'  Willie,"  alludes  to  the 
Crantara,  or  warning  of  a  Highland  clan  to 
arms.  Not  understanding  thia,  the  Lowlanders 
in  the  west  and  south  say,  "  Up  and  waur  fliem 


A  ROSE-BCD  BY  MY  EARLY  WALK. 
This  song  I  composed  on  Miss  Jenny  Cruik- 
shank,  only  child  of  my  worthy  friend  Mr.  Wil- 
liam Cniikshank,   of  tie   High-School,   Edin- 
burgh.    This  air  is  by  a  David  Sillar,  quondam 


TUNE  YODR  FIDDLES,  ] 


This  song  wa, 
Skinner,  nonjuro 
Peterhead.  He  i 
gorum,"  "  Ewie 
o'  Badenyond,"  i 


composed  by  ttie  Rev.  John 
clergyman  at  Linshart,  near 
.  likewise  author  of  '■  TuUoch- 
fi'  the  crooked  Horn,"  "John 
c,  and  what  is  of  Still  m 


!  of  the  worthiest  of  man- 
'  kind.  He  ia  the  author  of  an  ecclesiastical  his- 
I  tory  of  Scotland.  The  air  ia  by  Mr.  Marshall, 
■  butler  to  the  Duke  of  Gordon ;  the  first  com- 
!  poser  of  strathspeys  of  ihe  age.  I  hare  been 
told  by  somebody,  who  had  it  of  Marshall  him 
self,  that  he  toolt  the  idea  of  hia  three  most 
eelebrafed  pieces,  "The  Marquis  of  Huutle 
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GILL  MOEICE. 
This  plaintive  ballad  ought  to  huve  been 
called  Child  Maurice,  and  not  Gil  Maurice.  In 
its  present  dress,  it  has  gained  immortal  honour 
from  Mr.  Home's  taking  from  it  the  ground- 
work of  bis  fine  tragedy  of  Douglas.  But  I  am 
of  opinion  that  the  present  ballad  is  a  modern 
composition ;  perhaps  not  much  above  the  age 
of  the  middle  of  the  last  century ;  at  least  1 
should  be  glad  to  see  or  hear  of  a  copy  of  the 
present  wocds  prior  to  1650.  That  it  was  taken 
from  an  old  ballad,  called  "Child  Maurice,' 
now  lost,  I  am  inclined  to  believe;  but  the  pre 
sent  one  may  be  classed  with  "  Hardyknute,' 
"Kenneth,"  "Duncan,  tlie  Laird  of  Wood 
houaelie,"  "Lord  Livingston,"  "  Einnorie,' 
"  The  Death  of  Monteith,"  and  many  otber  mo- 
dern productions,  which  have  been  swallowed  by 
many  readers  as  ancient  fragments  of  old  poems. 
This  beautiilil  plaintive  tune  was  composed  by 
Mr.  M'GIbbon,  the  eelector  of  a  collection  of 
Scots  tunes.  H.  B. 

In  addition  to  the  observations  on  Gil  Morice, 
I  add,  that  of  the  songs  which  Captain  Biddel 
mentions,  "Kenneth"  and  "Duncan"  are  juve- 
nile compositions  of  Mr.  M'Keniie,  "The Man  of 
Feeling."— M'Kenzie's  father  showed  them  in 
MS.  to  Dr.  Blaoklock,  as  the  productions  of  his 
son,  from  which  the  Doctor  rightly  prognosti- 
cated that  the  young  poet  would  make,  in  his 
more  advanced  years,  a  respectable  figure  ia 
the  world  of  letters. 

This  I  had  from  Blaoklock. 


This 

John  M'Gill,  fiddler,  ii 
after  his  own  name. 


IBBIB  DUNBAR. 

said  to  be  the  composition  of 


WHEN  I  UPON  THY  BOSOM  LEAN. 
This  song  was  the  work  of  a  very  worthy 
^etioas  old  fellow,  John  Lapraik,  late  of  Dal- 
fram,  near  Muirkirk  ;  which  little  property  he 
was  obliged  to  aelZ  in  consequence  of  some  con- 
nexion as  security  for  Some  persons  concerned 
In  that  vill.moui  bubhle  thb  aye  bank.     He 


has  often  told  me  that  he  composed  tliis  song 
one  day  when  bis  wife  had  been  fretting  o'er 
tlieir  misfortunes. 


MY  HAKRY  WAS  A  G 

Tnna— 'I  Highlander's  Lainenl." 

The  oldest  title  I  ever  heard  to  this  air,  was, 

"  The  Highland  Watch's  Farewell  to  Ireland." 

The  chorus  I  picked  up  fi'om  an  old  woman  in 

Dumblane ;  the  rest  of  the  song  is  mine. 


THE  HIGHLAND  CHAEACTER. 

This  tune  was  the  composition  of  Gen.  Beid, 

and   called   by  him   "The  Highland,   or   42d 

Regiment's   March."     The   words   are   by  Sir 

Harry  Erskine. 


LEADER-HACOHS  AND  YARROW. 
These  is  in  several  collections,  the  old  song 
of  "  Leader-Haughs  and  Yarrow."  It  seems  to 
have  been  the  work  of  one  of  our  itinerant  min- 
strels, as  he  calls  himself,  at  the  conclusion  of 
his  song,   "  Minstrel  Burn." 


BEWARE  O'  BONNIE  ANN, 

song  out  of  compliment  b 
Miss  Ann  Masterton,  the  daughter  of  my  friend 
Allan  Masterton,  the  author  of  the  air  of  S  trath- 
allan's  Lament,  and  two  or  three  others  in  this 


THIS  IS  NO  MINE  AIN  HODSE. 
The  first  half  stanza  is  old,  the  rest  is 
lay's.     The  old  words  are— 
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The   tune   is   an  old    Highland   air,   called 
"Shuan  truish  williglian," 


THE  GARDENER  AND  HIS  PAIDIE 

Tnis  air  is  the  "Gardener's  March." 

title  of  the  song  onlj  is  old  ;  the  reat  ia  ni 


THE  DAY  RETURNS,  MY  BOSOM  BURNS. 


J  this  song  out  of  compliment  to 
one  of  the  happiest  and  worthiest  married  cou- 
ples in  the  world.  Robert  Riddel,  Esq.,  of  Gleii- 
riddel,  and  his  ladj.  At  their  fire-side  I  hare 
enjojed  more  pleasant  evenings  than  at  all  the 
houses  of  fashionable  people  in  this  country  put 
together  ;  and  to  their  kindness  and  liospitality 
I  am  indebted  for  many  of  the  happiest  lioura 
of  my  life. 


TEE  GABEBLUNZIE  MAN. 
The  "  Oaherluniie  Man"  is  supposed  to  com- 
memorate an  intrigue  of  James  the  Fifth.  Mr. 
Callander,  of  Craigforth,  published  some  years 
ago  an  edition  of  "  Christ's  Kirk  on  the  Green," 
and  the  "  Gaberlnnzie  Man,"  with  notes  critical 
and  historical.  James  the  Fifth  is  said  to  have 
been  fond  of  Gosford,  in  Aberlady  parish,  and 
that  it  was  Enspected  by  hia  contemporaries,  that 
in  his  frequent  escnrsions  to  that  part  of  the 
country,  he  had  other  parposes  in  view  besides 
golfing  and  archery.  Three  favourite  ladies, 
Sandilanda,  Weir,  and  Oliphant  (one  of  them 
resided  at  Gosford,  and  the  others  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood), were  occasionally  visited  by  their 
royal  and  gallant  admirer,  which  gave  rise  to 
the  following  advice  to  his  majesty,  from  Sir 
David  Lindsay,  of  the  Mount,  Lord  Lyon. 
'  Sow  not  your  seed  on  Ssnilj-lnndB, 


MY  BONNIE  MAKY. 
This  air  is  Oswald's ;  the  first  half  si 
the  song  is  old,  the  rest  mine. 


THE  BLACK  EAGLE. 
This  song  is  by  Dr.  Fordyce,  whoa 
.  prose  writer  are  well  known. 


THE  LAZY  MIST. 


JOHN  IE  COPE. 

This  satirical  song  was  composed  to  comm 
morate  General  Cope's  defeat  at  Preston  Pan 
in  17'ia,  when  he  marched  against  the  Clans. 

The  air  was  the  tune  of  an  old  song,  of  whieh 
I  have  heard  some  verses,  but  now  only  rem 
bee  the  title,  which  was, 


I  LOVE  MY  JEAN. 
This  air  is  by  Marshall ;  the  song  I  composed 
ut  of  oonipUment  to  Mrs.  Burns. 


IS  during  the  honeymoo 


CEASE,  CEASE,  MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  TO 

EXPLORE. 

Tek  song  is  by  Dr.  Blacklock  ;  I  believe,  ha 

m  not  quite  certain,  that  the  air  is  his  too. 


AULD  ROBIN  GRAY. 
This  air  was  formerly  called,  "  The  bride- 
groom greets  when  the  sun  gangs  dovm."     The 
words  are  by  Lady  Ann  Lindsay,  of  the  Bal- 
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DONALD  AND  FLOKA. 
This  is  one  of  those  fine  Gaelic  tunes,  pre- 
Berved  from  time  immemorial  in  the  Ilebrides; 
they  seem  to  be  tho  ground-work  of  many  of 
our  SneBt  Soots  pastoral  tunes.  The  words  of 
this  song  Tvere  written  to  commemorate  the  un- 
fortunate espedition  of  General  Burgojne  iu 
America,  in  1777. 


O  WERE  I  ON  PARNASSUS'  HILL. 
This  air  is  Oewald'e  ;  the  eong  I  madeoi 
1  Mrs.  Burns. 


there's  A  yOTIIH  IN  THIS  CITY. 
Tnis  air  is  claimed  by  Neil  Gow,  who  calls  i 
his  lament  for  his  brother.    The  first  Iialf-stanzi 
(if  the  song  is  old  ;  the  rest  mine. 


MY  nEAKT'S  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS, 
ho  first  half-stanza,  of  this  song  is  old  ;  tht 


CA'  THE  EWES  AND  THE  KNOWES. 
Phis  beautiful  song  is  in  true   old   Scotch 
te,  yet  1  do  not  know  that  eitlier  air  or  words 
re  in  print  before. 


THE  BKIDAL  O'T. 

This  Bong  is  the  work  of  a,  Mr.  Alexander 

Boss,  late  schoolmaster  at  Lochlee;  and  author 

of  a  beautiful  Soots  poem,  called  "The  Fortu- 


Afora  it  comes  is  fidgin- 


The  pirsrs 

and 

the 

fiddle  ta  oU, 

ThB  pipe 

hr 

d,il 

flf 

emiddlerBo'l; 

FanilMck 

vie 

e  tiUim  o'l, 

And  wiEhe 

ap 

thero't- 

Feu  they  h 

e 

on 

wi'  entipg  o't, 

Fan  Ihey 

Jia 

do 

e  wi'  eating  o't, 

And  iiibl 

n. 

01 

ebeattngo't: 

TODLEN  hame. 
Thjs  is  perhaps  the  first  bottle  song  thatei 
ras  composed. 


THE  BRAES  O'  B 
This  air  is  the  composition  of  my  friend 
Allan  Masterton,  ia  Edinburgh.  I  composed  the 
yerses  on  the  amiable  and  eicellent  family  of 
Whitefoords  leaTing  Ballooiimyle,  when  Sir 
John's  misfortunes  had  obliged  him  to  sell  the 


TEE  RANTIN'  DOG,  THE  I 

_  this  song  pretty  early  in  life,  and 
young  girl,  a  Tery  particular  ac- 
quaintance of  mine,  who  was  at  that  time  under 
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TUE  SHEPHEIID'S  PKEIEREXCE. 

And  uow,  whatever  mighf  betide, 

This  song  ia  Dr.  Blaeklock'a.— I  don't  know 

A  happy  man  wae  1, 

how  it  came  by  the  naine,  hut  the  oldest  appel- 

I freely  mighl  apply; 

lation  of  the  air  was,  "Whistle  and  ril  come  to 

you,  my  lad." 

He  heard,  and  spnrn'd  my  moan 

It  has  little  affinity  to  the  timo  commonly 

I  hy'd  me  home,  and  tua'd  my  pipe 

iinown  hj  that  name. 

Melhought  I  should  he  wiser  neit, 



And  would  a  pafriol  turn, 
Began  to  doat  on  Johnny  Wilte, 

THE  BONIE  BANKS  OP  AYR. 

Aud  cry  ap  Parson  Home. 

I  COMPOSED  this  song  as  I  conyejed  my  chest 

Their  manly  spirit  I  admir'd, 

BO  far  «i  i'o'-  road  to  Greenock,  where  I  was  to 

Who  had  with  flaming  tongue' and 

embark  in  a  few  days  for  Jamaica. 

Maintain'd  the  public  weal ; 

I  meant  it  as  my  farewell  dirge  to  my  natiTC 

Bat  e'er  a  month  or  two  had  past. 

land. 

I  found  myself  belray'd, 

■TwaaSEj/andporly  after  all, 

Fota' the  stir  IbBymadei 

JOHN  0-  BADENYON. 

This  esoellent  song  ia  the  composition  of  my 

r  oure'd  them  a',  and  Inn'd  my  pipe 

worthy  friend,  old  Skinner,  at  Linshart. 

To  John  0'  Badenyon." 

"  When  fir«t  I  cam  lo  be  a  man 

A  WAUK.RIFB  MINNIE. 

Aiid  fuin  the  world  would  kDOWi 

I  PICKED  up  this  old  song   and  t 

ne  from  a 

'"w'h''"'™ 'l  ri^C'd"*^' 

country  girl  in  Sithadale.— I  ncTer 

net  with  it 

And  hsra  nnd  there  and  everywhere, 

elsewhere  in  Scotland, 

Warlike  a  mom  in  Moy; 

'■  Whnro  are  you  gaun,  my  honie  la 

No  core  hadlnu-- fear  of  want. 

Whare  are  you  gaun,  my  liinni 

Bui  rambled  up  and  down, 

And  for  a  beiiu  I  might  base  paWd 

AneirandformymiuDie. 

I  sliiUvaa  pleaB'd  wliere'er  I  wenl, 

Owl,areliyeye,mybonielass, 

Aud  when  I  WU8  alone, 

I  tun'd  my  pipe  and  pleas'd  myaelf 

By  yon  barn-side,  gin  ye  maaa  t 

Wi'  John  o'  Badenyon. 

In  a  wee  bouse  wi'  ray  minnie. 

Now  in  the  days  of  youtjiful  prime 

Butirooruptheglenatc'eu, 

And  lang  bEf,.re  the  gray  morn  ca 

m. 

And  ev'n  improved  the  mmd : 

On  Phillie  fair  above  Ihe  rest 

0  weary  fa' the  waukrife  cock. 

And  the  foumart  lay  his  crawin 

Her  piercing  beauty  etracit  niy  henrl. 

He  wauken'd  Che  anld  wife  frae  h 

er  sleep, 

To  Cupid  now  With  liearty  prayer 

Aud  dene'd,  and  sang,  and  .Igh'd,  and  ewora. 

And  wi'  a  miekle  hazie  rung 

But,  when  at  laat  [  breath'd  my  flame. 

She  made  her  a  weel  pay'd  dochler.                  | 

I  found  her  cold  aeetoue; 

1  left  the  jJll,  aud  tun'd  my  pipe 

O  fare  thee  weel,  my  bonie  lass  1 

O  fare  thee  weel,  my  hinnie! 

Wlien  lolw  had  thus  my  heart  bcguilM 

Butthoubastawaukfifeniinni 

To/iiMiifsiip'j  port  I  ateer'd  my  Course, 



AndlBUgh'datlover'apaiu 

A  friend  I  got  by  lucky  chance 

TULLOCKGORtlM. 

Anlrn^slfHend'lV'reciou'rift 

This  first  of  songs,  ia  the  maeter-pieoe  of  mj 

rdtchTgrnwa'/mC:"   ' 

old  friend  Skinner.     lie  was  passing  the  day, 
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Jie  town  of  CulUn,  I  think  it  was,  in  a 
friend's  house  whose  name  waa  Montgomery. 
Mrs.  Montgomery  observing,  en  jiassanl,  that  the 
beantiful  reel  of  Tullochgomm  wanted  worda, 
e  begged  them  of  Mr.  Skinne-  who  gratified 
her  wisheB,   and  the  wishes  of  eTory  Scottish 

J,  in  this  most  excellent  ballad. 

hese    particulars  I  had  from  the    author's 

,  Bishop  Skinner,  at  Aberdeen. 


J  THAT  AND  A'  THAT, 
mine,  all  eicept  the  clioruB. 


ATJLD  LANG  SYNE. 

Bambay  here,  as  usual  with  him,  has  taken 

the  idea  of  the  soag,  and  the  first  line,  from 

the  old   fragment  which   may  be  seen  in  tie 

"  Museum,"  vol,  t. 

WILLIE  BBBIV'D  A  PECK  O'  MAUT. 
This  air  is  Masterton's ;  the  song  mine.— 
The  occasion  of  it  was  this :— Mr.  W.  Niool,  of 
the  High-School,  Edinburgh,  during  the  autumn 
vacation  being  at  Moffat,  honest  Allan,  who  was 
at  that  time  on  a  visit  to  Dalswinton,  and  I, 
went  to  pay  Nicol  a  visit. — We  had  such  a 
joyous  meeting  that  Mc.  Masterton  and  I  agreed, 
each  in  our  own  way,  that  we  should  celebrate 
the  business. 

KIELIECEANKIE. 
The  battic  of  KillieoranWe  was  the  last  stand 
made  by  the  clans  for  James,  after  his  abdica- 
tion. Here  the  gallant  Lord  Dundee  fell  in  the 
moment  of  victory,  and  with  him  fell  the  hopes 
of  the  party.  General  Maoltay,when  he  found 
the  Highlanders  did  not  pursue  his  flying  army, 
i,  "Dundee  must  be  killed,  or  be  never 
wouid  have  overlooked  iiis  advantage."  A 
great  stone  marks  the  spot  where  Dundee  fell. 


THE  EWIE  "ffl'  THE  CttOOKED  HORN. 
AsoiHea  eicellent  song  of  old  Skinner's. 


CRAIGIE-BUIIN  WOOD. 
It  is  remarkable  of  this  air  that  it  is  the  eon- 
fine  of  that  country  where  the  greatest  fart  of 


Lowland  maaio  (so  far  as  from  the  title, 
lis,  &c.,  we  can  localize  it)  has  been  com- 
Craigie-burn,  near  Moffat,  nntil 
the  West   Highlands,   we    have 
nreely  one  slow  air  of  any  antiquity. 
Tiie  song  was  composed  on  a  passion  which 
Mr.  Gillespie,  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  had 
r  a  Miss  Lorimer,  afterwards  a  Mrs.  Whelp- 
dale.    This  young  lady  was  born  at  Craigia-burn 
Wood,— The  chorus  is  part  of  an  old  foolish 
ballad. 

AE  THE  FEIBNDS  AND  I-AND  I  LOVE. 
DDKD  the  four  last  lines,  by  way  of  ^ring 
u  to  the  theme  of  the  poem,  snob  as  it  is. 


This,  here  inserted,  is  from  oral  tradition  in 
Ayrshire,  where,  when  I  was  a  boy,  it  was  a 
popular  song. — It  originally  had  a  simple  old 
tune,  which  I  have  forgotten. 

"  Our  lorilB  are  to  the  mountains  gane, 
A  hunling  o'  the  fallow  deer, 
And  Ihey  have  gtipct  Haehie  Graham, 


■right  hand  free,  he  says, 

itirJliig  town  this  day, 
IhotaLBtoHughisGrahai 


Hughia  Graham  this  day  shall  die 

AHshesatbytliebiBhop'Bknea; 

If  ye'll  BieHughis  Graham  to  me 

O  haod  your  tongas  now,  lady  fair 

And  wi'  your  pleading  let  It  be ; 

It's  for  my  honour  he  maun  d.a. 

They've  «'ea  him  lo  the  gallows  k 

owe. 

He  looked  to  tlie  gallowa  tree, 

Yet  nevar  colour  left  hia  cheek. 

Noreverdidbebl,ukhiae'a 
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iS  THOn  ART  SAE  FAIH. 

i  soQg  IB  altered  from  a  poem  by  Sir 
Eobert  Ayton,  private  secretary  to  Mary  and 
Aqp,  Queens  of  SootlaQd. — The  poem  is  to  its 
found  in  James  Wntaoii's  Colleolion  of  Scots 

i,  the  earliest  colleotion  printed  in  Scot- 
land. 1  think  that  I  h9,Te  improved  the  simpli- 
city of  the  sentiments,  by  giving  them  a  Sootg 
dress. 


is  brother  Hugh  ouldoH-B. 

me  to  Maggy  my  wife, 
time  ye  gang  o'er  the  moor, 
B  smw  Ihe  hiah,>p'B  mare, 


THE  SODGER  LADDIE. 
BE  first  verse  of  this  is  old;  the  rest  is  by 
Ramsay.  The  tune  seems  to  be  the  same  with 
a  slow  air,  called  "  Jackey  Hume's  Lament"- 
or,  "The  Hollia  Buss"— or  '  ■  Een  ye  what  Meg 
o'  the  Mill  has  gotten?" 


,B  mny  tell  my  kith  anil  kin, 
ivar  am  di^tace  thoir  blood; 
n>hen  ili^y  meet  the  bisbop's  clo 
niak  it  Biictrter  by  the  hood,'* 


A  SOUTHLAND  JENNY. 
This  is  a  popular  Ayrshire  song,  though  the 
notes  mere  never  taken  down  before.      It 
well  as  many  of  the  ballad  tunes  in  this  collec- 
tion, was  written  from  Mrs.  Bums'a  Toice. 


A  silly  old  stansa  of  it  rnns  thus — 


MY  TOCHER'S  THE  JEWEL. 
Thi9  tune  is  claimed  by  Nathaniel  Gow. — It 
is  notorionsly  taken  fVom  "The  muckin  o'  Gor- 
die's  byre."— It  is  also  to  be  found  long  prior 
to  Nathaniel  Qow's  era,  in  Aird's  Selection  of 
Aira  and  Marches,  the  first  edition  under  the 
name  of  "  The  Highway  to  Edinburgh." 


GALLOWAY  TAM. 
I  HAVE  seen  an  interlude  (acted  at  ft  wedding) 
tjjfhia  tune,  called  "The  Wooing  of  the  Maiden." 
These  entertainments  are  now  much  worn 
in  this  part  of  Scotland.  Two  are  still  retained 
in  Nithadale,  viz.  "Silly  Pure  Auld  Qlenae, 
and  this  one,  "The  Wooing  of  the  Maiden." 


THEN,  QDID  WIFE,  COUNT  THE  L 
Thb  chorus  of  this  is  part  of  an  old 
!taoia  of  which  I  recollect. 


AS  I  CAM  DOWN  BY  YON  CASTLE  W 
Tnia  ia  a  very  popular  Ayrshire  song. 


LORD  RONALD  MY  SON. 

This  air,  a  very  favourite  one  in  ^TTihire 

evidently  the    original  of  Lochabcr       In   this 


THEEE'tL  NEVER  BE  PEACE  TILL  J. 

COMES  HA.ME. 
This  tune  is  sometimes  called  "  There's  few 
gudc  fellows  when  Willie's  awa."— But 

Lave  been  able  to  meet  with  anything  else  of     have  had  their  origin.     Some  early  mins 
the  song  tJian  the  title.  .  nusical  shepherd,  composed  the  simple 

!  original    air;    wliich    being  picked    up   bj   the 
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cian,  took  the  improyed  form 


O'EK  THE  MOOR  AMANG  THE  HEATHER. 
Thie  aong  is  the  oompoBition  of  a  Jean  Glover, 
a  girl  who  was  not  only  a  whore,  but  also  a 
thief;  and  in  one  or  other  character  has  visited 
nost  of  the  Correction  Houses  in  the  West, 
ihe  was  bom  I  believe  in  Kilmarnoot, — I  tflok 
he  song  down  from  her  singing,  as  she  was 
itrolling  through  the  country,  with  a  aleight-of- 
hand  blaekguaril. 

TO  THE  KOBE-BTJD. 
This  song  13  the  composition  of  a John- 
son, a  joiner  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Belfast. 
The  tune  is  by  Oswald,  altered,  cTidentlj,  from 
"  JocMe's  Graj  Breeks." 


YON  ^Vll.^>  MOSSY  MOUNTAINS. 

Thi3  tune  is  by  Oswald.    The  song  alludes  to 

a  part  of  my  private  history,  whicb  it  is  of  no 


IT  IS  NA,  JEAN,  THY  BONNIE  PACE. 
These   were   originally  English  verses  :- 
gave  them  the  Scots  dress. 


WHA  IS  THAT  AT  MT  BOWER  BOOK. 
This  tune  is  also  known  by  the  name  of  "Lass 
an  I  come  near  thee."     The  words  are  mine. 


THOU  ART  G 


THE  TEARS  I  SHED  MUST  EVER  FALL. 

This  song  of  genius  was  composed  by  a  Miss 
Cranston.  It  wanted  four  lines,  to  make  all  the 
iizas  suit  the  masic,  which  I  added,  and  are 
(he  four  Srst  of  the  last  stanza. 


THE  BONIE  WEE  THING. 
Composed  on  my  little  idol  "the  oharmin 
lovely  Davie  B." 


THE  TITHER  MORN. 

This  tune  is  originally  from  the  Highlands. 

I  have  heard  a  Gaelic  song  to  it,  which  1  was 

told  waa  very  clever,  but  not  by  any  means  a 

lady's  song, 

A  MOTHER'S  LAMENT  TOR  THE  DEATH  OP 
UER  SON. 
This  most  beautiful  tune  is,  I  think,  the  hap- 
piest composition  of  that  bard-bom  genius, 
John  Eiddel,  of  the  family  of  Glencatnock,  at 
Ayr.  The  words  were  composed  to  oommedo- 
rat«  the  mnch-lamented  and  premature  death 
of  James  Ferguson,  Esq.,  jun.  of  Craigdarroch. 


DAINTIE  DAVIE, 
This  song,  tradition  says,  and  the  composition 
itself  confirms  it,  was  composed  on  the  Rev. 
David  Williamson's  begetting  the  daughter  of 
Lady  Cherrytrees  with  child,  while  a  party  of 
dragoons  were  searching  her  house  to  appre- 
hend him  for  heing  an  adherent  to  the  solemn 
league  and  covenant  The  pious  woman  bad 
put  a  lady's  night-cap  on  him,  and  had  laid  him 
a-bed  with  her  own  daughter,  and  passed  him 
to  the  soldiery  as  a  lady,  her  daughter's  bed- 
fellow. A  mutilated  stanza  or  two  are  to  be 
found  in  Herd's  collection,  but  the  original  song 


e  Uiei; 


ddicary    1 


to  their  ml  and   humour,   they 
n  place  in  any  collection.      The 


id  by  the  dragoons. 


Ramsay's  song,  "Luckie  Nansy,"  though  he 
calls  it  an  old  song  with  additions,  seems  to  he 
all  his  own  except  the  chorus: 
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■WMch  I  should  conjecture  to  be  part  of  a  song 
prior  to  tiie  aSair  of  Williamson. 


RiMBAY,  us  usual,  his  moderuizBd  this  song. 
The  original,  nhith  I  leoraed  on  the  spot,  from 
mj  old  hostess  in  the  priaeipal  inn  there,  is— 


I  insert  this  song  to  introduce  the  follow 
anecdote,  which  I  hare  heard  well  authei 
cated.  In  the  evening  of  the  day  of  the  battlo 
of  Dumhiane,  [Sheriff  Muir.)  when  the  ac 
was  over,  a  Scots  ofSoer  in  Argjll's  ar 
observed  to  His  Grace,  that  he  was  afraid 
rebels  would  give  out  to  the  world  that  . 
had  gotten  the  victory. — "Weel,  wee!,"  returned 
his  Grace,  allnding  tfl  the  foregoing  ballad,  "if 
they  think  it  be  nae  weel  bobbit,  we'll  bob  ii 
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Left  Edinburgh  (May  fS.  1787) — Lanimor- 
muir-hills  miserably  dreary,  hat  at  times  very 
pieturesque.  Lantoo-edge,  a  glorious  view  of 
the  Merse — Reach  Berrywell — old  Mr.  Ainslie 
an  uncommon  character ; — his  hobbies,  agricul- 
ture, natural  philsopohy,  and  politics, — In  the 
first  he  is  nnesoeptioaably  the  clearest-headed. 


best-inforn 


I    I    ( 


with; 


1  the 


other  two,  very  intelligent :— As  a  man  of  busi- 
ness he  has  uncommon  merit,  and  by  fairly  de- 
serving it  has  made  a  very  decent  independence. 
Mrs.  Ainslie,  an  excellent,  sensible,  cheerful, 
amiable  old  woman, — Miss  Ainslie — bcr  person 
a  little  embonpoint,  but  handsome;  her  face,  par 
ticularly  her  eyes,  full  of  sweetaess  and  good 
humour — she  unites  three  qualities  rarely  to  be 
found  together;  keen,  solid  penetration;  sly, 
ivitty  observation  and  remark ;  and  the  gentlest, 
most  unaffected  female  modesty — Douglas,  a 
clever,  fine,  promising  young  fellow.  — The 
family-meeting  with    their   brother;    my   oum- 


pagncm  de  iioijagf.  very  charming;  particularly 
the  sister.  The  whole  family  remarkably  a 
tached  to  thoir  menials— ^Mrs.  A.  full  of  etorii 
of  the  sagacity  and  sense  of  the  little  girl  in  the 
kitchen. — Mr,  A.  high  in  the  praises  of  an  A 
can,  his  house-servant — all  his  people  old  in 
service — Douglas's  old  nurse  came  to  Berrywell 
yesterday  to  remind  them  of  its  being  his  birth- 
day. 

A  Mr,  Dudgeon,  a  poet  at  times,'  a  worthy 
remarkable  character— -natural  penetration,  a 
great  deal  of  information,  some  genius,  and  ex- 
treme modo'ty. 

liunday — Went  to  church  at  Dunse' — Dr. 
Howmaker  a  man  of  strong  lungs  and  pretty 
judicious  remark  ;  but  ill  skilled  in  propriety, 
and  altogether  unconscious  of  his  want  of  it. 


Monday  — Coldstream — 
—Cornhill— glorious  rive 
majestic — fine  bridge,   Dii 


o  England 
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Mr.  Ainslie  and  Mr   Foreman — beat  Mr.  F 

A  dispute   about   Voltaiie      Tea   at  Lenel 
House  with  Mr.  Brydone— Mr   Brjdon       m    t 
ejoellent  heart,  kind,  loyoua    and  hen 
but  a  good  deal  of  the  French  indiscr  m 
oomplaiaance — from  his  situaticn  past 
sent,  an   admirer  of  eTerything   that 
splendid  title,  or  that  possesses  a  large  — 

Mrs.  Brydone  a  moat  elegant  woman  in 
n  and  manners:   the  tones  of  her  t 
arkahly  sweet — my  reception  extrem 
tering — sleep  at  Coldstream, 

Tuesday. — Breakfast  at  Kelso — charm 
itioQ  of  Kelso— fine  bridge  over  the  — 

enohanting  Tiews  and  prospects  on.  ho 
of  the  river,  particularly  the  Scotch  a 
reduced  to  Mr.  SooH  of  the  Eojal  B       — 
eicelleni,  modest  fellow — fine  situation  ■ — 

IB  of  Roxburgh  Castle— a  holly-bus 
ing  where  James  II.  of  Scotland  was 
tally  killed  by  the  bursting  of  a  can 
small  old  religious  ruin,  and  a  fine  old 
planted  bjtliereligious,rooted  out  and  d 
by  an  English  hottentot,  a  maitre  d'hot 
duke's,  a  Mr.  Cole — climate  and  soil  of  B 

re,  and  eyen  Boiburgh  shire,  sup 
Ayrshire— bad  roads.  Turnip  and  sh 
bandry,  their  groat  improTements- — 
Dowal,  at  Cayerton  Mill,  a  ftiend  of  i 
lie's,  with  whom  I  dined  to-d  y      Id  hi     h    p 

B  ajid  lamb  together,  at  tw    g  p 

— wash  Uieir  sheep  before  sh         g— 
eight  pounds  of  washen  wool  fl        —1  w 

markets,  consequently  low  t  — fi  1  d 
not  above  sixteen  shillings  a  &  h  — m  g 
nificence  uf  farmers  and  farm  h  ^  m  p 
Teviot  and  up  Jed  to  Jedbi  gh        1  d 

wish  myself  a  good  night. 


I  M 


J  d 


Wednesday. — Ere 
burgh— a  squabble  between  M 
talkatiie  slattern,  and  a  sist 
maid,  respecting  a  relief  min 
Madam  thelie;  and  Madam,  1 
upbraids  her  that  she  laid 
the  said  minister,  then  a  w  l 
of  matrimony — go  about  two  '■ 
bnrgh  to  a  roup  of  parka — n: 
dier-like  gentleman,  a  Capta 
had  been  many  years  thro  gh  th     w  11      f 
America,  a  prisoner  among  th   Id       —  h  rm 
ing,  romantic  situation  of  J  db    gh   with  g 
dens,  orchards,  &o„  interm    fel  d     m     g  th 


BS — fine  old  ruins — a  once  magnificent  ca- 
thedral, and  slrong  castle.     All  the  towns  here 
h    appearance  of  old,  rude  grandeur,  but 
le  extremely  idle — Jed  a  fine  romantic 

with  Capt.  Rutherford— the  Captain  a 
llow,  fond  of  money  in  his  farming 
owed  a  particular  respect  to  my  bard- 
—  13  lady  exactly  a  proper  matrimonial 
atf  hm  M  Rl  fd  b 
,  b  tt      f      g  m      t       p 

h        w  111  g  b      m— h  y 

urn  to  J  db    gh— w  Ik    p  J  dw  th     m 


■   1 


1    I 


f  11  w 
f  th    pi 


1  M     S  m 


f  J  d 


L  th    f    d  wl 


ma      b  t      dly     dd    I 

k    g  p    ty     f  1  1         M       1 

h  t      b  f        m     t        1  — N  B 

w      pr  11  m  mf    1  lly    fcly 

pi       db       mmthkglyT 

,  tolerably  agreeable.     Miss  Hope,  a 

V  pretty  girl,  fond  of  laughing  and  fun. 
idsay,  a  good-humoured,  amiable  girl; 
hort  et  embonpoint,  but  handsome,  and 
m  ly  graceful — beaniiful  haiel  eyea,  full 
,  and  sparkling  with  delicious  moisture 

gaging  face — un  tout  maetnhie  that  speaks 

a        f  the  first  order  of  female  minds  —  her 

t       a  bonnie,  sfrappan,  rosy,   sonsie  lass. 

5h  L    myself  loose,  after  seyecal  unsuccessful 

£f    ts   of  Mrs. and  Miss ,  and  some- 

li  w  other,  get  hold  of  Miss  Lindsay's  arm. 
My  h  art  is  thawed  into  melting  pleasure  after 
b  long  frozen  up  in  the  Greenland  bay 

f  d  fi'erenee,  amid  the  noise  and  nonsense  of 
Ed  b  gh.  Miss  seems  very  well  pleased  with 
my  I  dship'a  distinguishing  her,  and  after 
m  I  ght  qualms,  which  I  could  easily  mark, 
h  t  the  titter  round  at  defiance,  and  kindly 
11  w  me  to  keep  my  hold ;  and  when  parted 
bj  th  ceremony  of  my  introduction  to  Mr. 
S  m      ille,  she  met  me  half,  to  resume  wj  situ- 

t       Nota  Bene— The  poet  within  a  point 

d       half  of  being  d-mnably  in  love- 1  am 
f     d  my  bosom  is  still  nearly  as  much  tinder 

Th    old  oross-gr^ned,  whiggish,  ugly,  alan- 

j  Miss ,  with  all  the  poisonous  spleen 

f     d   appointed,  ancient  maid,  stops  me  very 
nably  to  ease  her  bursting  breast,  by 
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faUJng  abusively  foul  on  the  Miss  Lindsays,  par- 
ticularly on  my  Duleinea  ;  —  I  hardly  refrain 
from  cursing  her  to  her  face  for  daring  to  mouth 
her  cttlumaious  slander  on  one  of  the  finest 
pieces  of  the  workmanship  of  Almighty  Esoel- 

lenoe!      Sup    at    Mr,    's ;    yesed    that    the 

Miss  Lindsaya  are  not  of  the  supper-party,  as 

they  only   aro  wanting.      Mra.  and  Miss 

still  improve  infernally  on  my  hands. 

Set  out  nest  morning  for  Wauchope,  the  seat 
of  ray  correspondent,  Mrs.  Scott — breakfast  by 
tiio  way  with  Dr.  Elliot,  an  agreeable,  goi 
hearted,    climate-beaten    old   veteran,   in   I 
medical  line;  now  retired  to  a  romantic,  1 
rather  moorish  place,  on  the  banks  of  the  lUiole 
^he  accompanies  ua  almost  to  Wanohope— we 
traverse  the  country  to  the  top  of  Bochester, 
(he  scene  of  an  old  encampment,  and  Woolee 
Hill. 


Waucliope — Mr. 


sactly  the  figure  and 
lace  commonly  given  to  Sanoho  Panca — very 
shrewd  in  his  farming  matters,  and  not  unfre- 
quently  stumbles  on  what  may  be  called  a 
strong  thing  rather  than  a  good  thing.  Mrs. 
Scott  all  the  sense,  taste,  intrepidity  of  face, 
and  bold,  critical  decision,  which  usually  dis- 
tinguish female  authors.— Sup  with  Mr.  Potts 
—agreeable  party— Breakfast  next  morning 
with  Mr.  Somerville — the  bruit  of  Miss  Lindsay 
and,  my  hardship,  by  meaog  of  the  invention 

and  malice  of  Miss .    Mr.  Somerville  sends 

to  Dr.  Lindsay,  begging  him  and  family  to 
breakfast  if  convenient,  but  at  all  events  to 
send  Miss  Lindsay;  accordingly  Miss  Lindsay 
only  comes. ^I  find  Miss  IJndsay  would  soon 
play  the  devil  with  me — I  met  with  some  little 
flattering  attentions  from  her.  Mrs,  Somerville 
an  eioellent,  motherly,  agreeable  woman,  and  a 
finefamily. — Mr.  Ainslic,  andMrs.S— ,  junrs., 

with  Mr. ,  Miss  Lindsay,  and  myself,  go  to 

see  Esther,  a  very  remarkable  woman  for  recit- 
ing poetry  of  all  kinds,  and  sometimes  making 
Scotch  doggerel  herself — she  can  repeat  by 
heart  almost  everything  she  has  ever  read, 
particularly  Pope's  Homer  from  end  to  end- 
has  Ktadied  Euclid  by  herself,  and  in  short,  is 
a  woman  of  very  extraordinary  abilities.— On 
conversing  with  her  I  find  her  fully  equal  to 
the  character  given  of  her,  '—She  is  very  much 


Sattered  that  1  send  for  her,  and  that  sJie  si 
a  poet  who  has  put  out  a  hook,  as  she  says. 
She  is,  among  other  things,  a  great  florist— and 
is  ratlior  past  the  meridian  of  once  celebrated 
beauty. 

I  walk  in  Eaiher'a  garden  with  Miss  Lindsay, 
and  after  some  little  chit-chat  of  the  tender 
kind,  I  presented  her  witli  a  proof  print  of  my 
Nob,  which  she  accepted  with  something  more 
tender  than  gratitude.  She  told  me  many  little 
stories  which  Miss  — ~  had  retailed  concerning 
her  and  me,  with  prolonging  pleasure — God 
bless  her!  Was  waited  on  by  the  magistrates, 
and  presented  with  the  freedom  of  the  burgh. 

Took  farewell  of  Jedburgh,  with  some  melan- 
choly, disagreeable  sensations.  —  Jed,  pure  be 
thy  crystal  streams,  and  hallowed  tiiy  sylvan 
bants !  Sweet  Isabella  Lindsay,  may  peace 
dwell  in  thy  bosom,  umnterrupted,  eicept  by 
the  tumultuous  throbbings  of  rapturous  love  ! 
That  love-kindling  eye  must  beam  on  another, 
not  on  me  ;  that  graceful  form  must  bless  an- 
other's arms;  not  mine  I 

Kelso.  Dine  with  the  farmers'  club— all 
gentlemen,  talking  of  high  matters— each  of 
them  keeps  a  hunter  from  thirty  to  fifty  pounds 
value,  and  attends  the  fos-huntings  in  the  coun- 
try—go out  with  Mr.  Ker,  one  of  the  club,  and 
a  friend  of  Mr.  Ainslie's,  to  lie — Mr,  Ker  a  moat 
gentlemanly,  clever,  handsome  fellow,  a  widower 
with  some  fine  children — his  mind  and  manner 
aatfluishingly  like  my  dear  old  friend  Eobert 
Muir,  in  Kilmarnock— everything  in  Mr.  Ker'a 
most  elegant — he  offers  to  accompany  me  in  my 
English  tour.  Dine  with  Sir  Alexander  Don— 
a  pretty  clever  fellow,  but  far  from  being  a 
match  for  his  divine  lady. — A  very  wet  day 
*  *  * — Sleep  at  Stodrig  again  ;  and  set  out  foi 
Melrose — visit  Dryburgh,  a  fine  old  ruined  ab- 
bey— still  bad  weather — cross  Leader,  and  come 
op  Tweed  to  Melrose — dine  there,  and  visit  that 
far-famed,  glorious  ruin- come  to  Selkirk,  up 
Ettriek  ;  the  whole  country  hereabout,  both  o: 
Tweed  and  Ettriek,  remarkably  stony. 


to  Inverieithing,  a  famous 
sliaw,  and  in  the  vicinity  of  the  palace  of  Tra- 
quair,  where  having  dined,  and  drank  some 
Galloway- whey,  I  hero  remain  till  to-morrow— 
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wElibanks  and  Elibraes,  on  the  other  side  of 
tbe  Tweed. 

JWiiioy.— Drank  Ma  yeatemiglit  at  Pirn,  with 
Mr.  Horaeburgh. ^Breakfasted  to-day  with  Mr. 
Ballantjne  of  Hollowlee — Proposal  for  a  four- 
horge  team  to  consist  of  Mr.  Seottof  Wauchope, 
Fittieland;  Logan  of  Logan,  Fittiefurr;  Ballan- 
tyne  of  Hollowlee,  Forewjnd :  Horsburgh  of 
Horaburgh. — Dine  at  a  country  inn,  kept  by  a 
miller,  in  Earleton,  the  birth-place  and  residence 
of  the  celebrated  Thomas  a  Rhymer — saw  the 
■nins  of  Ms  castle — eome  to  Berrywell. 

Wednesday. — Dine  at  Dunse  with  the  farmers' 
olnb-companj — impossible  to  do  them  justice — 
Rev,  Mr.  Smith  a  famous  punster,  and  Mr, 
a  celebrated  mechanic,  and  inventor  of 
the  threshing-mills. — Thursday,  breakfast  at 
Berry  well,  and  walk  intoDunse  to  see  a  famous 
lade  by  a  cutler  there  and  to  be  pre- 
to         I    1        p  —4  pi  I 

with   mjf        IMRltAili  dh 

,0  M    Th  m  m      wh    h  !y 

lolfm  dhm         clM 

Patty  Gr         f    m    ly       8  m      f  M     R  b 
AJnslie'a.— C  mp        — M         J     ky  G 
amiable  a  f  M      Th  m  IM    H    d 

aa   hone  t,  w    thy    f      t  f    m  th 

neighboo  h    d 

Friday  — R  d  t  B  wi  k— An  11  w 
rudely  pi  t  q  — M  L  d  B  1  w  Ik 
ing  round    h    w  11   — H     1    dhp     flttrig 


)    of  E 


Clir 


chant — n  th    g  p  rt  1                  p     y 

veraation— C  ra      p  b  Id    h             1 

wild  count  y  t    Ey  m     th —    p       dipt 
Mr.  Orie 

Salurd     — Sp     J  th     1  y    t  M     G  — 

made  a  r  y  1        h  m  f  St  Abb     L  dg 

—Mr.   W  II    m   G  th       Id    t   b    th 

joyous,   wmh      tdjily      1  fll  w — 

Ukes  ahtgl  d       g       gi        g  — 

Mr.  Robert,  his  brother,  and  partner  in  trade, 
a  good  fellow,  but  says  little.    Take  a  sail  after 


dinner.  Fiahbg  of  aH  kinds  pays  tithes  at 
Eyemouth. 

Sunday. — A  Mr.  Robinson,  brewer  atEdnam, 
Beta  out  with  us  to  Dunbar. 

The  Miss  Grieves  very  good  girls.— My  bard- 
ahip's  heart  got  a  brush  from  Miss  Betsey. 

Mr.  William  Grieve's  attachment  to  the  fa- 
mily-circle, so  fond,  that  when  he  is  out,  which 
by  the  bye  is  often  the  case,  he  cannot  go  to 
bed  till  he  see  if  all  his  sisters  are  sleeping 

well Pass  the  famous  Abbey  of  Colding- 

ham,  and  Pease-bridge. — Call  at  Mr.  Sheriff's 
where  Mr.  A.  aiid  1  dine. — Mr.  S.  talkative  and 
conceited.  I  talk  of  love  to  Hanoy  the  whole 
evening,  while  her  brother  escorts  home  some 
companions  like  himself — Sir  James  l!all  of 
Dunglass,  haviDg  hearH  of  my  being  in  the 
neighbourhood,  comes  to  Mr.  Sheriff's  to  break- 
fast— takes  me  to  see  his  fine  scenery  on  the 
t  ni  f  D  gla's — Dunglasa  the  most  roman- 
w  t  pi  I  ever  saw~Sir  James  and  his 
1   ly      pi  happy  couple. — lie  points  out 

w  IL  f        h    h  he  has  an  uncominon  respect, 
m  d     by  an  aunt  of  his,  to  whom  he 
m     h 
M      —  .      11  accompany  me  to  Dunbar,  by 
w  y    f  mak    g     parade  of  me  as  a  sweetheart 
f  h  m     ^  her  relations.     She  mounts  an 

Id       t  h  r»  huge  and  as  lean  as  a  house  ; 

uaty    H      d     addle  without  gii'lh,  or  stir- 
p  b  t  f    t       1  on  with  an  old  pillion-girth— 
h       If        fi  hands  could  make  her,   in 

m-e  1  1  ding  clothes,  hat  and  feather, 
&  — I  h  m  d  of  my  situation,  ride  like  tbe 
d  vjl  d  Im  t  shake  her  to  pieces  on  old 
J  lly — g  t  d  f  her  by  refusing  to  call  at  her 
1  rnhh 
P  t  th  gh  the  moat  glorious  oom-coiuitcy 
I  w   1 11  I  reach  Dunbar,  a  neat  little 

w    — D        w  h   Provost    Tall,   an    eminent 
m      h     t       d  most  respectable  character,  but 
d         h  bl  he  exhibits  no  marked  traits. 

M  F  11  g  nius  in  painting;  fully  more 
clever  id  the  fine  arts  and  sciences  than  my 
friend  Lady  Wauchope,  without  her  ci 
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er  own  abilities.— Call  with  Mr. 
Robinaou  (who,  by  the  bye,  I  find  to  be  a 
worthy,  much  respected  man,  very  modest ; 
warm,  social  beart,  wbich  with  less  good  sense 
than  his  would  be  perhaps  with  the  children  of 
prim  precision  and  pride,  rather  inimical  ta  that 
respect  which  ia  man's  due  from  man)  with  him 
I  call  on  W\ss  Clarke,  a  maiijen  in  the  Scotch 
phcase,  "  Gaid  enough,  bulnohrent  new:"  acl 
woman,  with  tolerable  pretensions  to  remark 
and  wit  i  while  time  had  blown  the  blushing 
bud  of  bashful  modesty  into  the  flower  of  easy 
confidence.  She  wanted  to  see  what  sort  of 
TOree  shoie  an  author  was  ;  and  to  let  him  k 
that  though  Dunbar  was  but  a  little  town,  yet 
it  was  not  destitute  of  people  of  parts. 

Breakfast  uest  morning  at  Stateraw,  at  IC 
Lee's,  a  farmer  of  great  note. — Mr.  Lee,  an  < 
cellent,  hospitable,  social  fellow,  raiier  oldis 
warm-hearted   and   chatty — a  most  judicioi 
sensible  farmer,     Mr.  Lee  detains  me  till  no 
morning. — Company  at  dinner. — My  Eev.   s 
quatntance  Dr.  Bowmaker,  a  reverend,  rattli 
old  fellow. ^ — Two  sea  lieutenants;  a  cousin 
the  landlord's,  a  fellow  whose  looks  are  of  that 
kind   which   deceiTed   ma  in   a   gentleman  at 
Kelso,   and  has  often  deceived  me :  a  goodly 
handsome  figure  and  face,  which  incline  one  to 
give  them  credit  for  parts  which  they  have  not. 
Mr.  Clarke,  a  much  cleverer  fellow,  but  wliose 
looks  a  little  cloudy,  and  his  appearance  rather 
ungainly,  with  an  every-day  observer  may  pre- 
judice the  opinion  against  him. — Dr.  Brown,  a 
medical  young  gentleman  from  Duubar,  a  fellow 
whose  face  and  manners  are  open  and  engaging. 
— Leave  Skateraw  for  Dunso  neit  day,  along 

with  colleotof  ,  a  lad  of  slender  abilities 

and  bashfully  diffident  to  an  extreme. 

Found  Miss  Ainslie,  the  amiable,  the  sen- 
sible, the  good-humoured,  the  sweet  Miss  Ains- 
lie, all  alone  at  Berrywell. — Heavenly  powers, 
who  know  the  weakness  of  human  hoarte,  sup- 
port mine !  What  happiness  must  I  see  only  to 
remind  me  that  I  cannot  enjoy  it ! 

Lammer-muir  Hills,  from  East  Lothian  to 
Dunee,  vary  wild. — Dine  with  the  farmer's  club 
at  Kelso.  Sir  John  Hume  and  Mr.  Lumsden 
there,  but  nothing  worth  remembrance  when 
the  following  circumstance  is  considered — I 
walk  into  Dunse  before  dinner,  and  out  to 
Berrywell  in  the  evening  with  Miss  -Ainslie — 
how  well-bred,  how  frank,  how  good  she  is ! 
Charming  Kachael !  may  tliy  bosom  never  be  , 


wrung  by  the  evils  of  this  life  of  sorrows,  or  by 
the  villany  of  this  world's  sons ! 

Thursday, — Mr.  Ker  and  I  set  out  to  dine  at 
Mr.  Hood's  on  our  way  to  England. 

I  am  taken  extremely  ill  witi  strong  feverish 
symptoms,  and  take  a  servant  of  Mr.  Hood's  to 
watch  me  all  night— embittering  remorse  scares 
my  fancy  at  the  gloomy  forebodings  of  death. — 
I  am  determined  to  live  for  the  future  in  such  a 
manner  as  not  to  be  Scared  at  lie  approach  of 
death— t  am  sure  I  could  meet  him  with  indif- 
ference, but  for  "The  something  beyond  the 
grave."— Mr.  Hood  agrees  to  accompany  u 
England  if  we  will  wait  till  Sunday. 

Friday.— I  go  with  Mr.  Hood  to  see  a  rou] 
an  unfortunate  farmer's  stock — rigid  economy, 
and  decent  industry,  do  you  preserve  me  from 
being  the  principal  dramatis  persona  in  snch  a 

Meet  my  good  old  friend  Mr.  Ainslie,  who 
calls  on  Mr.  Hood  in  the  evening  to  take  fare- 
well of  my  hardship.  This  day  I  feel  myself 
warm  with  sentiments  of  gratitude  to  the  Qrei 
Preserver  of  men,  who  has  kindly  restored  n 
to  health  and  strength  onco  more. 

A  pleasant  walk  with  my  young  friend  Dou- 
glas Ainslie,  a  sweet,  modest,  clever  young 
fellow, 

Sunday,  27l!tMay.— Cross  Tweed,  and  traverse 
the  moors  through  a  wild  country  till  I  reach 
Alnwick — Alnwick  Castle  a  seat  of  the  Duke  of 
Northumberland,  furnished  in  a  most  princely 
manner— A  Mr.  Wilkin,  agent  of  His  Grace's, 
shows  us  tlie  house  and  policies.     Mr.  Wilkin, 


isiblc, 


ngeniou 


Monday. — Como,  still  through  by-ways,  to 
Warkwortli,  where  we  dine, — Hermitage  and 
old  castlo.  Warkworth  situated  very  pictu- 
resque, with  Coquet  Island,  a  small  rocky  spot, 
the  seat  of  an  old  monastery,  facing  it  a  little 
in  the  sea ;  and  the  small  but  romantic  river 
Coquet,  running  through  it.— Sleep  at  Morpeth, 
a  pleasant  enough  little  town,  and  on  neit  day 
to  Newcastle, — Meet  with  a  very  agreeable,  st 
Bible  fellow,  a  Mr.  Chattos,  who  shows  us 
great  many  civilities,  and  who  dines  and  sn 

HMiiBjioy.- LeftNewcastleearlyinlhemor 
!,  and  rode  over  a  fine  country  to  Hesham  to 
breakfast— from  Hexham  to  Wardrue,  the  cele- 
brated Spa,  where  we  slept. — Thursday — reach 
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jtown  to  dine,  and  part  there  -with  mj  good 
friends  Messrs.  Houd  and  Ker— A  hiring  day  in 
Locgtown— I  am  uncommonly  happy  to  sec  so 
many  young  folks  enjoying  life.  — I  come  to 
Carlihle.— (Meet  a  strange  enough  romantic  ad- 
venture l)y  the  way,  in  falling  in  nith  a  girl  and 
her  married  sist«r — the  girl,  after  some  over- 
tures of  gallantry  on  my  aide,  sees  me  a  little 
cut  with  the  bottle,  and  offers  to  take  me  in  for 
a  Gretna-Green  affair. — I,  not  being  such  a  gull, 
as  she  imagines,  make  an  appointaent  with 
her,  by  way  of  vive  la  bagatelle,  to  hold  a  con- 
ference on  it  when  we  reach  town.— I  meet  her 


in  town  and  give  her  a  brush  of  caressing,  and 
a  bottle  of  cider ;  bnt  finding  herself  un  pea 
trompS  in  her  man  she  sheers  off.)  Nest  day  1 
meet  my  good  friend,  Mr.  Mitchell,  and  walk 
with  him  round  the  town  and  ita  environs,  and 
through  his  printing-worlts,  &o. — four  or  five 
hundrLd  people  employed,  many  of  them  women 
and  children  —Dine  with  Mv,  Mitchell,  and 
leave  Carlisle  — Come  by  the  coast  to  Annan. 
— Overtaken  on  the  way  by  a  curious  old  £gh 
of  a  shoemaker,  and  miner,  from  Cumberland 
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i,&th  Augxi^i,  1787. 
I  Edinburgh  for  a  northern  tour,  in 

m  ith  my  good  friend  Mr.  Niool,  whose 

m         — Linlithgow  —  a     fertile    improved 
—  Vest   Lothian.     The   more   elegance 
d  y  among  the  farmers,  I  always  obserre 

in  equal  proportion,  tho  rudeness  and  stupidity 
of  the  peasantry.  This  remark  I  have  made  all 
over  the  Lothiana,  Merse,  Roxburgh,  &e.  For 
th'  am  ng  other  reasons,  I  think  that  a  man 
ni  n  taste,  a  "Man  of  Feeling,"  will  be 
b  p      sed  with  the  poverty,  bat  intelligent 

m  he  peasantry  in  Ayrshire  (peasantry 

h  y  11  below  the  justice  of  peace)  than 

h  n  e  of  a  club  of  Merse  fanners,  when 

ah  me  time,  he  considers  the  Tandalism 
of  their  plough-folks,  &o.  I  cari-y  this  idea  so 
far,  that  an  unenclosed,  half  improven  country 
is  to  me  actually  more  agreeable,  and  gives  me 
more  pleasure  as  a  prospect,  than  a  country 
cult  ated  like  a  garden. — Soil  about  Linlith- 
gow 1  ght  and  thin. — The  town  carries  the  ap- 
peara  ceof  rude,  decayed  grandeur — charming- 
ly ru  1  etired  situation.  The  old  royal  palace 
a  lole  ahly  fine,  but  melancholy  ruin — sweetly 
B  uatel  n  a  small  elevation,  by  the  brink  of  a 
1  h  Sh  wn  the  room  where  tJio  beautiful, 
Djur  d  Mary  Queen  of  Scots  was  bom — a  pretty 
fio  d  old  Gothic  cburcb.     The  infamous  stool 


of  repentance  standing,  in  the  old  Romish  way, 
on  a  lofty  situation. 

What  a  poor  pimping  business  is  a  Presbyte- 
rian place  of  worship ;  dirty,  narrow,  and 
squalid ;  stuck  in  a  corner  of  old  popish  gran- 
dear  such  as  l4inlithgow,  and  much  more, 
rose!  Ceremony  and  show,  if  judiciously  thi 
in,  absolutely  necessary  for  the  bulk  of  i 
kind,  both  in  religious  and  civil  matters. — Dine, 
—Co  to  my  friend  Smith's  at  Avon  printfield— 
find  nobody  but  Mrs.  Miller,  an  agreeabli 
sible,  modest,  good  body  ;  as  useful,  but 
ornamental  as  Fielding's  Miss  Western 
rigidly  polite  &  la  Fran^aiethaX  e 
and  housewifely. 

An  old  lady  from  Paisley,  a  Mrs,  Lawson, 
whom  I  promised  to  call  for  in  Paisley — like  old 

lady  W ,  and   still  more  like  Mrs.   C , 

her  conversation  is  pregnant  with  strong  sense 
and  just  remark,  bnt  like  them,  a  certain  air  of 
self-importance  and  a  duresse  in  the  eye,  seem 
to  indicate,  as  the  Ayrshire  wife  observed  of  her 
cow,  that  "  she  had  a  mind  o'  her  ain." 

Pleasant  view  of  Dunfermline  and  the  rest  of 
the  fertile  coast  of  Fife,  as  we  go  down  to  that 
dirty,  ugly  place,  Borrowstonea^see  a  horse- 
race and  call  on  a  friend  of  Mr.  Nicol's,  a  Bailie 
Cowan,  of  whom  I  know  too  little  to  attempt 
his  portrait — Come  through  the  rich  earse  of 
Falkirk  to   pass  the  night.     Falkirk  nothing 
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remarkable  except  the  tomb  of  Sir  John  the 
Graham,  oTer  wliioh,  in  the  soooession  of  time, 
fonr  atones  have  been  placed, — Camelon,  the 
ancient  metropolis  of  the  Picts,  now  a  small  vil- 
lage in  the  neighbourhood  of  Falkirk.  ^Crosa  the 
grand  canal  to  Carron. — Come  past  Larbert  and 
admire  a  fine  monument  of  cast-iron  erected  by 
Mr.  Bruce,  the  Aftioan  traTeller,  to  his  wife. 

Pass  Duuipace,  a  place  laid  out  with  iine 
taste  —  a  charming  amphitheatre  bounded  by 
Denny  Tillage,  and  pleaaaot  eeata  down  the 
to  Dunnipaoe, — The  Carron  rnnning  down  the 
boBom  of  the  whole  makes  it  one  of  the  most 
charming  little  prospects  I  have  seen. 

Dine  at  Anchinbowie — Mr.  Monro  an  eicel 
lent,  worthy  old  man— Miss  Monro  an  ami  ibk, 
sensible,  sweet  young  woman,  much  resembling 
Mrs.  Grierson.  Come  to  Banuockbum — Shown 
the  old  house  where  James  III.  finished  so  tra- 
^oally  hia  unfortunate  life.  The  field  of  Ban- 
nookbnrn — tba  hole  where  glorious  Bruce  set 
Mb  standard.  Here  no  Scut  can  pass  unin- 
terested.—  I  fancy  to  myself  that  I  see  my 
gallant,  heroic  cunntrymen  coining  o'er  the  hill 
and  down  upon  the  plunderers  of  their  coun- 
try, the  murderers  of  Iheic  faihera ;  noble  re- 
venge, and  just  hate,  glowing  in  every  vein, 
Etridicg  more  and  more  eagerly  as  they  approach 
the  oppresaive,  insulting,  blood-thirsty  foe !  I 
see  them  meet  in  gloriously  triumphant  congra- 
tulation on  the  viotorious  field,  esulting  in  their 
heroic  royal  leader,  and  rescued  libeity  ind  in 
dependence!  Come  to  Stirling — Itondiy  go  to 
Harvieston.  Go  to  see  Caodron  linn,  and 
Eumbling  brig,  oJid  Diel  s  null  Return  in  the 
evening.  Supper — Messrs  Doig  the  soh))l 
master;  Bell;  and  Captim  Forriiitcr  of  the 
castle — Doig  a  queerish  figure,  and  something 
of  a  pedant — Bell  a  joyouo  fellow,  who  aings  i 
good  aong. ^Forrester  a  menv,  swearing  kinl 
of  man,  with  a  daah  of  the  sodger 

Tuesday  Morning.  —  BreaU'aat  with  Captain 
Forrester— Oohel  Hills— Devon  River— Forth 

1  Another  norlhern  banl  has  skBtched  IJiis  eminent 


and  Tieth — Allan  River — Strathallan,  a  fini 
country,  but  little  improved — Cross  Barn  ti 
Crieff — DineandgotoArbruchil — coldreoeptio: 
at  Arbruchil — a  most  romantically  pleasant  ridi 
up  Earn,  by  Auchtertjre  and  Comrie  to  Arbru- 
chil— Sup  at  Crieff. 

Wednesday  Morning.  —  Leave  Crieff —  ( 
Amend — Amond  river — Ossian's  grave — Loch 
Fruoch — Glenquaach— Landlord  and  landlady 
lemaikalle  charaotera — Taymouth  described  in 
rhyme^Meet  the  Hon.  Charles  Townshend. 

T/nirsdaff  —Come  down  Tay  to  Dunkeld — 
Gknljon  House — Lyon  Kiver — DruiTsT  mple 
— (hree  tirolea  of  stones — the  outer  m  it  unk 
— the  second  haa  fbirteen  stones  rema  n  ng — 
the  innermost  has  eight — two  laise  letichod 
ones  like  a  gate,  to  the  south-east— Say  pr  j 
in  it— Pass  Tay  bridge — Aberfeldy — described 
in  rhyme— Castle  Meniies — Inver— Ir  Stewart 

Friday — Walk  with  Mrs.  Stewart  and  Beard 
to  Birnam  top — fine  prospect  down  Tn — ■ 
Craigieburn  hills — Hermitage  on  ti  e  Branwater 
with  a  picture  of  Oasian— Breal>fast  with  Dr 
Stewart — Neil  Gow'  plays — a  short  stout  Vu  It 
honest  Highland  figure,  with  his  grajiah  haii 
shed  on  his  honest  social  brow — ^n  intereatin" 
face,  marking  strong  sense,  kind  openheirtel 
jiess,  mijed  with  unmistrusting  simpl  city — visit 
Ma  houae — Marget  Gow. 

Eide  up  Tummel  River  to  Blair — Fasoally  a 
beautiful  romantic  neat — wild  grandeur  of  the 
pais   of  Gilliecrankie — visit  the   gallant  Lord 

tlair — Sup  with  theDucheas^easy  and  happy 
frtm  the  manners  of  the  family — confirmed 
my  good  opinion  of  my  friend  Walker. 

Saiufdij — Visit  the  scenes  round  Blaii 
fine  but  spoiled  with  bad  taste — Tilt  and  Gai 
rivers— Falls  on  the  Tilt— Heather  seal^-Ride 
m  company  with  Sir  William  Murray  and  Mr. 
Walker  to  Looh  Tummel — meanderinga  of  the 

MflllifiunuB,  strojis,  enilwranlly  rich  ! 
Xo  moTS,  amid  the  pauses  of  the  danoe, 
Shat]  he  repeat  those  measuns,  Chat  in  days 

Ailff  light  hie  visage  with  a  transient  smile 
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Kmnach  wl  h  runo  thr  ugh  qnondxm  Stman 
Pobertxon  "  e  tate  from  Looh  P  jnmn,h  to  Looli 
Tummel  — Dine  at  Blair —Comianj— General 
Murray  — Captain  Muvraj  an  li  neat  tar— ■ 
Sir  ■William  Murray  an  licncst  w  rthy  mao 
but  tormented  with  the  hypochondria — Mrs 
G  aham  bplU  et  aimabls — M  si  Catchoart  — 
Mrs  Murray  a  pointer — Mrs  King — Dnohess 
and  fine  timilj  the  MirquiB  Lords  Jamea  lid 
ward.anlRobert— LadieaCharlotte  Emilii  and 
children  dance— Sup— Mr.  Gr^nm  of  Tintray. 
Come  up  the  Garrie — Falls  of  Braar — Dalde- 
cairooh — Dalwhimiie — Dine— Snow  on  the  hills 
17  feet  deep — No  corn  from  Loch-Gairie  to  Dal- 
whinnio— Cross  the  Spej,  and  come  down  the 
stream  to  Pitnin— Straths  rich — les  environs  pic- 
turesque— Craigow  hill — Ruthven  of  Badenooh 
—  Barracks  —  wild  and  magnificent  ~  Rothe- 
murchc  on  the  other  aide,  and  Glenmore^ 
Grant  of  Rothemurehe's  poetry— told  me  bj 
the  Duke  of  Gordon — Strathspey,  rich  and  ro- 
mantic— Breakfast  at  ATiemore,  a  wild  spot — 
dine  at  Sir  Jamea  Grant's — Lady  Grant,  a  sweet, 
pleasant  body — come  through  mist  and  dark- 
ness to  Dulsie,  to  lie. 

Tuesday  — Findhom  river — rocky  banks — 
come  on  to  Castle  Cawdor,  where  Macbeth 
murdered  King  Duncan — ^saw  the  bed  in  which 
King  Duncan  was  stabbed—dine  at  Kilravock 

-Mis.  Rose,  sen.,  a  true  chieftain's  wife — Fort 

George- Inverne  as. 

Weditesdtiy. — Loch  Ness — Braes  of  Ness — Ge- 
neral's hut— Falls  of  Fjers— tirquhart  Castle 
and  Strath. 

Thursday.— Com^  oyerCulIodenMuir — refleo- 
tiojia  on  the  field  of  battle— breakfast  at  Kilra- 
vock—old  Mra.  Rose,  sterling  senao,  warm 
heart,  strong  passiona,  and  honest  pride,  all  in 
an  uncommon  degree — Mrs.  Rose,  jun.,  a  little 
milder  than  the  mother — this  perhaps  owing  to 
her  being  yonngcr- Mr.  Grant,  minister  a( 
Calder,  resembles  Mr.  Seott  at  Inverleithing— 
Mrs.  Rose  and  Mra.  Grant  accompany  us  to 
Kildrummie — two  young  ladies — Miss  Rose, 
wbo  sung  two  Gaelic  songs,  beaniiful  and  lovely 
— Miss  Sophia  Brodie.most  agreeable  and  ami- 
ahle— both  of  them  gentle,  mild ;  the  sweetest 
creatures  on  earth,  and  happiness  be  with  them  1 
—Dine  at  Nairn— fall  in  with  a  pleasant  enough 
gentleman,  Dr.  Stewart,  who  had  been  long 
abroad  with  his  father  in  the  forty-five,  and 
Mr.  Falconer,  a  spare,  irascible,  warm-hearted 
Norland,  and  a  nonjuror — Brodie-houae  to  he 


^Hrfoy.— Forres— famous  stone  at  Forres— 
Mr.  Brodie  tells  me  that  the  muir  where  Shak- 
■jpeare  lays  Macbeth's  witch-meeting  ia  still 
haunted — that  the  country  folks  won't  pass  it  by 

Venerable  ruins  of  El^n  Abbey — A  grander 
efteot  at  firat  glance  than  Melrose,  but  not  near 
so  beautiful- Crosa  Spey  to  Fochabers— fine 
palace,  worthy  of  the  generous  proprietor — Dine 
— company,  Dute  and  Duchess,  Ladles  Char- 
lotte  and  Magdeline,  Col.   Aberorombie,    and 

tady,  Mr.  Gordon  and  Mr. ,  a  clergyman, 

a,  venerable,  aged  figure — the  Duke  makes  nie 


happier    than    eve 

r    great   man    did  —  noble, 

princely;  yet  mild. 

condescending,  and  afi'ablc  ; 

gay  and  kind— the  Duchess  witty  and  sensible 

—God  bless  th  m 

Come  to  C  U 

1    — h  th  rt    th            try 

is  sadly  poor      d 

mp 

PjlTVlJfc    tl\     flTl             1 

— m    t      thM    Ch  Im 

kjomif  to  rt-o      1 
printer,  a  fa    t 

f  11  w— M      P             fi 

fellow,   like    P    f 

Tytl     — M       M      h  1 

one  of  the  i           m        es-M      bh      fi^           h 

of  "  Jamie  a  d  B 

1  tU    d        p  d   b   iy 

with  some  ab  lit 

-B   h  t  Sk                   J 

son  of  the  a  th 

f      T  H    hg      m 

whose  mild, 

bl      m  nn            th     m 

marked  of  any 

y                m     -P    f 

Gordon,  a  go  d 

1  ]  11    1     k     g  p    f 

—Aberdeen,      1 

y  t  wn-           St     1           th 

coast  a  good  d    1 

m     t   -m    tmy     11 

—Robert  Bu 

wr  t       in  St  nh                  f 

those  who  lo      fun 

gll       d      p     m  gj  k 

and  have  not       h 

d  h    rt— hj        t          w    t 

hospitable  body 

th           y   ff    t  ti       f  wh  t 

is  called  tow    b 

J    g 

T»f»day.—B      kf    t       h  Mr    B      'i— I       t 

Lawrence  Ki  k-llb  ml  V      y— M      —— 

jolly,  frank 

bl      1       in  p       g  w  d  w— 

HowooftheM 

h       1          d  b  t  till 

nnenclosed  0        try 

Wednesday  — C 

N    th  E  k                 d 

rich  country  t    C 

g  w 

thatfi    ly   "      t  lb     d    m 
town— breakfast  at  Mu  hi         d       light 
wild  rocky  coast,  and         tl      f  m 
particularly  the  Gariep  t^l     d       d  d  t 

Arbroath— ft ately  rum      f  *  b      th  Ahb  y— 
come  to  Dundee  thro  gh       f    1 1  y — 

Dundee  a  low  lying,  b  t  pi  t  t  wn—  Id 

Steeple— Tai  tilth  — B      ghty  C    tl      a  fi    Ij 
situated  rum,  lutting  i  t    tl     1  j 
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JVWay.— Breikfaat  with  the  MUsSootts— Miss 

Tatod  Sti-ali- th                 f      B      y  B  U    and 

Bess  Scott  like  Mre.  Greeofield— my  tardship 

Mary  Gray,'    n        V    th— fin         n    y    n  th 

almost  in  love  with  her— eome  through  the  rich 

banks   of   th      M  y— M        B  1  h        g  w 

harrests  and  fine  hedge-rows  of  the  Carse  of 

frank,  affabl     f  nl    f          I    p    (      Ji  n  in 

Gowrie,   along  tie   rommUo    margin   of   the 

&e.— Lie  at  Km      —    flti        inafitfth 

Grampian  hills,  to  Perth— fine,  fruitful,  hilly, 

colic. 

woody  oountry  round  Perth. 

Sunday.— Va&s  through  a  cold,  barren  country 

SatUTday  Jtfbrain?,— LEaso   Pertli— come   up 

Btrathearn  to  End erm ay— fine,  fruitful,   culti- 

Edinhurgh. 

THE  POET'S  ASSIGNMENT  OP  HIS  WORKS. 


Ekow  all  men  by  these  presents  that  I  Rohert 
Burns  of  Mossgiel :  whereas  I  intend  to  leave 
Scotlimd  and  go  abroad,  and  hiiing  acljiow 
ledged  myself  (he  father  of  a  child  named  tli 
zabeth,  begot  upon  Elizabeth  Paton  m  Largie 
side;  and  whereas  Gilbert  Bums  in  Mco'Jgvd, 
my  brother,  has  become  bound,  and  hereby 
binds  and  obliges  himself  to  aliment  clothe,  and 
educate  my  said  natural  child  in  a  suitable 


i  in  the  premises  that  I  could  have  dons  myself 

;  before  granting  hereof,  bat  always  with  and 

under  the  conditions  before  expressed.    And  I 

oblige  mytlf  to  warrant  this  disposition  and 

aSBiguatiun  from  my  own  proper  fact  and  deed 

allenarly    Consenting  to  tho  registration  hereof 

in  the  books  of  Council  and  Session,  or  any 

other  Judges  books  competent,  therein  to  remain 

for  prchervation  and  constitute. 

P  rs,  &c.     In  witness  whereof  I  have 

igned  these  presents,  consisting  of 

preceding  page,  on  stamped  paper, 

Q  hand,  at  the  Mossgiel,  the  twenty- 

of  July,  one  thousand  scvon  hundred 


K    g    m,  g         myp 

of  the  conjunct  debts  due  by  the  said  Gilbert 
Bums  and  me  as  joint  tacksmen  of  the  farm  of 
Mossgiel.  And  partionlarly  without  prejudice 
of  the  foresaid  generality,  the  profits  that  may 
arise  from  the  publication  of  my  poems  pre- 
sently in  the  press.  And  also,  I  hereby  dispone 
and  conyeyto  him  in  trust  for  behoof  of  my  said 
natural  daughter,  the  copyright  of  said  poems 
in  so  far  as  I  can  dispose  of  the  same  by  law, 
after  she  arrives  at  the  above  age  of  fifteen 
years  complete.  Surrogating  and  substituting 
the  said  Gilbert  Burns  my  brother  and  his  fore- 
saids in  my  full  right,  title,  room  and  place  of 
the  whole  premises,  with  power  to  him  to 
with,  and  dispose  upon  the  same  at 
and  in  general  to  do  every  other  thing 


(  ) 


j:ycar 


ROBEET  BURNS. 


U  twenty-fourth  day  of  July,  one  thou- 

hundred  and   eighty-six  years,  I, 
m       aimer,  Notary  Publick,  past  to  the 
3  of  Ayr  head  Bnrgh  of  the  Sheriff- 
f,  and  thereat  I  made  due  and  law- 
f  m     on  of  the  foregoing  disposition  and 

assignation  to  his  Majesties  lieges,  that  they 
might  not  pretend  ignorance  thereof  by  reading 
the  same  over  in  presence  of  a  number  of  people 
assembled.  Whereupon  William  Crooks,  writer, 
in  Ayr,  as  attorney  for  the  before  designed 
Gilbert  Burns,  protested  that  the  same  was  law- 
fully intimated,  and  asked  and  took  instruments 
in  my  hands.  These  things  were  done  betwiit 
the  hours  of  ten  and  eleven  forenoon,  before 
and  in  presence  of  William  M'Cubbin,  and  Wil- 
liam  Eaton,  apprentices  to  the  Sheriff  Clerk 
of  Ayr,  witnesses  to  the  premises. 
(Signed) 

William  Chalmeb,  N.  P. 
William  M'Cubbin,  Witness. 
William  Evtok,  Witness, 


by  Google 


GLOSSARY. 


"The  c^  and  gh  have  always  the  guttnral  Bonnd.  The  sound  of  the  English  diphthong  oo  is  sommo 
■lelled  o«.  The  Prench  u,  a,  aonnd  which  often  occurs  io  the  Soottish  language,  ia  marked  oo  or  ui.  Th 
1  genuine  Scottish  words,  cscept  when  forming  a  diphthong,  or  followed  by  an  b  muto  after  a  single  ( 
>i,aut,  sonnds  generaJlj  like  the  broad  English  a  in  wall  The  Scottish  diphthong  ae  always,  and  sa  ^ 
ftcn,  sound  like  the  French  e  nmaculine.     The  Seotlish  diphthong  cy  sounds  like  the  LaUn  ei." 


.nay,  aloof,  haekwaids. 
at  a  shy  distance. 

abroad,  in  sight,  to  publish. 


(,  off  the  right  line,  wrong 
iwrj. 

,  iron,  a  tool  of  that  metal. 


[ii-l-peniy,  a.  silver  penny  gi 

as  erles  or  hiring  money. 

liVl,  qnartec  of  the  heaven,  point 


moreover,  beyond,  besides. 


\zh,  a  hot  cinder,  an  ember  ot 
Alake,  alas. 

tart,  awkward,  athwart 


Aqueesh,  betwi 
Aaght,  possess 
aught,"  ir 
Auld,  old. 


hU-M, 


luld  farrant,  saga- 


.s,  prudent,  ov 
Ava,  at  aU. 
Axna,  away,  begone. ' 
Avjfu',  awful. 

Auld-shMTi,  old  shoes  literally, 
discarded    lover    metapbori 

Asmas,  gift  to  a  beggar. 
A\tmiis-dish,   a  beggar's  dish    i 
which  tho  aumoa  is  reteivec 
j4i™,the  beard  of  barley,  oats,  ill 

Ayont,  beyond. 


,  child's  first  clothes. 


,  if. 


hes  of  wood,  remains  of 

arth  fire. 

abroad,  stirring  in  a  lively 


aekliJit 


ing    back. 


Bach-yeit,  private  gate. 

Baide,  endured,  did  stay. 

Baggie,  the  belly. 

Bairn,  a  child. 

Bairn-time,  a  family  of  ehildren, 

Baith,  both. 

Balteti,  ballanls,  ballads. 

Ban,  to  swear. 


Barep,  barefooted. 

Barleg-lH'ee,  barley-broo,  blood  of 

barley,  malt  liquor. 
Bonnie,  of,  or  like  barm,  jeaaty. 


bristly  hi 
■MHe,  dimij 
:et,  bcek,  to 


Belyte,    by    and    by,    presently, 

Ben,  into  the  spenee  or  parlour. 
Benmott-bore,  the  remotest  hole, 

the  innermost  recess, 
BetharHdl,  grace  after  meat 
Bevk,  a  book. 
Bicker,  a  kind  of  wooden  dish,  a 

short  rapid  ra. .. 
Bickering,     careering,  _   hnrrying 

with  quarrclsomf  --■--■ 


9  gronnd    i 


thick  heath  has  been  bomt, 

sumed    slaJks,    standing    i 
sharp  and  stnbley. 
Is,  Of  bidd,  shelter,  a  sheltered 
place,  the  sunny  nook  of  a 

!eu,  wealthy,  plentiM. 


BiUie,  a  brother,  a  young  fellow, 
Bing,  a  heap  of  grain,  potatoes, 
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Blate,  bashful,  sheepish. 

Slathtr,  bladder. 

BUtxid,  u  flttt  piece  of  anjlhin; 


SUfff  my  een,  dim  mj  eje:^. 
Bleeiing,  bleeze,  biasing,  flame. 
Bldtum,  idle  talking  fellow. 
Bleiho;  to  talk  idiy. 
Blelh'rin,  talking  idly. 
Blink,  a  little   while,  a  smilii 

look,  to  look  kindly,  to  shit 

by  fits. 
Bltnker,  a   ■ ■■ 


s,  too,  a  lively  engaging 


ilrkbg. 


billing 


Uie  eyes,  look...^ ^__. 

Biir(  oBrf  McnrtV,  out-bnrat  of  grie  f, 

wiOi  wet  eyes. 
BiHe-joHjn,  one  of  those  beggars 

who    get    annually,    on    the 

king's  birth-day,  B  blue  cloak 

Blmd,  blood.  ^°' 

Blype,  a  shred,  a  large  piece. 
Bobbil,  the  obeieance  made  by  a 

Bock,  to  Tomit,  to  gash  intermit- 
tently. 
Boched,  gushed,  i 
Bodie,  a  copper  Oi 

Bogie,  a  small  maniss. 

Botmie,  or  bcrany,  handaome,  bean- 

tituL 
Botami^k,  a  kind  of  thiok  cake  of 

bread,  a  small  jannoi 


nade  of  oi 

lOtk. 

Board,  a  board. 


See  Baa- 


Bore,  a,  hole  in  a  wall,  a  orannA 
Booi-lret,  the  shmb  alder,  pU^d 

much  of  old  in  hedges  of  birtn- 

yards  and  gardens. 
Kit,  behoved,  muat  needs,  wil- 


Boio*,  body. 
Bom-kail,  cabbage. 
Bow-JtoKoht,  ont-kueed,  er ooked 


iw-JtoKoht,  ont-kuee 
the  knee  joint 


GLOSSARY. 


a  instrument  for 

fing  flas. 

to  mn  rashly  forw 


Brankie,  gaudy. 


illne 


!,  burry,  fury. 
•  raw,  une,  handsome. 
irawiys,   or   bravrlie,   very  well, 

f  nely,  heartily,  bravely. 
troxtH,  diseased  sheep. 
Ireaitie,  diminutive  of  breast 
Iremlit,  did  spring  np  or  forward; 

the  act  of  mounting  a  horse. 
Irechame,  a  horse-collar. 
tnekmti,  fem. 
tree/,  an  invnlnerable  or  iiresisti- 


Bj  him, 

Sid 

Byke,a. 


Breeka,  hi 


I  spell. 


i     brow    high 


Ilree,iu,:    .      . 
BHg,  a  bridge. 
Brimataiie,  brimstone. 
Briakel,  tbe  breast,  ths  bosom. 
Brilher,  a  brother. 
Broek,  a  badger. 


Oiiian,  a 
Caller,  fri 
Callel,  a  1 


ahum, 
0,  broth,  liquid,  w 


Br«yh,  a  burgh. 

Bntiiffie,  a  broil,  cumuusaon. 

Br««l,  did  bum,  burnt 

Bnal,  to  burst  burst. 

Bvchan-htdlere,  the  boiling  of  the 


Ba#  ™rf  blae,  the  colours  of  the 

Whigs. 
Stiirdl//,  stent  made,  broad  built. 
9um-ctock,   the  hnmming  beetle 

that  flies  in  the  siunmer  evcn- 

3iimmis,  humming  as  bees,  ba- 
sing. 

3«mmle,  to  blonder,  a  drone,  aa 
Idle  fellow. 

Gummier,  a  blunderer,  one  wh> 
nobe  is  greater  than  bis  wo 

hmker,  a  window-seat 


a  follower 


Cannie,  gentle,  mild,  dexterous. 
Cannilie,  dexterously,  gently. 
Gantje,  or  eanty,  cheerflil,  merry. 
Cantraip,  a  charm,  a  epell. 
Cap-etane,     cape-stone,     topmost 

atone  of  the  building. 
Car,  a  mstie  eart  with  or  withont 

cabbage. 


CasUKk,  the  stalk 
Carl,  an  old  man. 
CaH-temp,  the  mal 


stalk  of 


C'mdro!.,  a  cauldron. 
Catik  and  keel,  chalk 
Caitld,  cold. 


Chixnter,  drone  of  a  bagpipe- 
Chap,  a  person,  a  fellow. 
Ckaup,  a  stroke,  a  blow. 
Cheek  far  eJoHj,  close  and  nnited, 

brotherly,  side  by  side. 
Cixeldt,  ehectied. 
Cheep,  a  chirp,  to  ohirp. 
Okiel,  or  tktal.  a  yonng  fellow. 


Ohimla,  0 


diintlie,  a  fire-gi 


Chimla4«g,  the  fire-side. 
Chirpg,  cries  of  a  young  bird. 
CMUering,  shlTering,  trembling, 
Chichin,  choking. 
Ghotn,  to  chew;  a  quid  of  tobttootk 
i  Ckaekie,  a  brood-hen. 
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ehurel  , 

CTaise,  or  daea,  olothea 

0/aith,  eloth. 

CiaitUng,  elothmg 

ers  and  kaiert  agreeable  ui 
sense,  W  talk  foolifihlj 
iper-chpt,  the   clapper  of 
mill;  it  is  now  silenced 


deed,  to  clothe. 
Cleek,  hook,  snatch. 

rood  of  oWcien''    or 

CTeys  thegadfle' 

■"    '  ol  nk  ng  down  ■■  e  tt  ng 

_...n  hastily 
fflmJ       h^l  the  church  bell    he 
10  ringsit    a  sorb  of  beadle 


01  h 


ad    . 


idlei 


Clt,  I  to  hatth  a  beetle 
VI      bnlfll  ng  > 

Inot   the  hoot  of  a  cow    eheep 


Cio  r 


swell  ng  after 


repair  ng  w  th  clotii 
;   h  clouds 
luak,  the  sound  m  aettjng  down 

an  empty  bottle. 
aaxin,  wheedUng. 
Coble,  a  fiahing-boat. 
Cod,  a  pillow. 
Cofi,  bonghl. 

Cog,  and  eogg!e,  a  WBoden  dish. 
laita,   from  Kyle,   a   district  in 
Ayrshire,  ao  called,  eaith  tra- 
diUon,  from  Coil,  or  Coilua,  a 


Canvoved,  accompanied  lovingly. 
CooVdia  her  lineal,  cool'd  in  her 

death-shiil. 
Ciad,  the  cud. 

Uoohii,  appeared  and  disappeared 

'uowf,  a  stallion. 


,  apeci 


tWrtie,  kind,  lom 
Coce,  a  cave. 
Cowt,  to  territy,  ti 


C»tp  ac  c; 
Co«^'  a  col 


,17-i-lng,  murmuring,  a  slight 
nmbUng  noiae. 
Curpin,  the  crupper,  the  rump. 

Oaehat,  the  doce,  or  wood-pigeon. 
Cwttg,  abort,  a  spoon  broken  in  th« 

middle. 
Ctoiy  Slooi,  or,  Creepie  Choir,  tha 

seat  of  shame,  stool  of  ra- 


conTersed. 
Craft,  or  crofi,e.6e\a-a( 

in  old  husbandry. 
Craig,  craigif,  neok. 
Cr  '*»  cries  or  ealla  incessantly,  a 

brd  the  corn-rail. 
Crambo-cUnli,    or    eravibo^vagle, 

rhymea,  doggrel  venee. 
Craak  tlie  noise  of  an  ongreased 

wheel — niotaphorioaUy  inhar- 

mon  ous  Terse. 
0  a  hi  I  fretful,  captious. 


0  be  erased,  to  be 


f  o   /  or  CVoMd,  to  coo 

C  0  n    a  hollow   and  continued 

moan;  to  make  a  noise  like 

the   low  roar  of  a  bull;   to 

hum  a  tune. 
Crooning,  humming. 
Croackic,  crook-backed. 
Oroiae,  cheerful,  conrageous. 
frous/y,  cheerfully,  courageously. 
Croijdie,  a  composition  of  oatmeal, 

boiled    water    and     butler; 

sometimes    made    from    4b  e 

broib  of  beef,  mntton,  Ac  Ac. 
Croadie  (me,  breakfast  time. 
CroaUn,    erawling,    a    deformed 

oreeping  thing. 


pentanoe. 


ather. 


Daft,  merry,  giddy,  foolish ;  Daft- 

i)ai»i«i,  rare,  now  and  tlien;  DaU 
men  icker,  an  ear  of  .corn  oo- 
casionaliy. 

Baivlg,  pleasant,  good-hnmoured, 

Dandered,  wandered. 

DarMita,  darkling,  without  light. 

flo»i,  to  thrush,  to  abuse;  Da„diK. 

thatpen,  rain  urged  by  wind. 
Baur,  to  iiae ;  I>aiir(,  dared. 
Daurg,  or  Saurk,  a  day's  labour. 
Saur,  daama,  dare,  dare  not. 
J>oi»c,  diminutive  of  Davie,   as 

Davie  is  of  Oarid. 
Damd,  e,  large  piece. 
Dmcin,  dawning  of  the  day. 
Davait,  da,i:tet,  fondled,  caressed. 
Dearies,     diminutive     of     dears, 

sweethearts. 
DmrSlifa',  dear,  expensive. 
Diave,  to  deafen. 
DeH^a-ean,   no  matter  for  all 


BeUerit,  delirious. 

riiK,  to  describe,  to  perceive. 
Bevka,  ducka. 
Sight,  to  wipe,  to  clean  com  from 

Ding,  to  worst,  to  push,  to  surpaaa. 

Dink,  neat,  lady-Uke. 

Diana,  do  not. 

Dirl,  a  slight  tremulous  stioke  oi 


Crummifk,  Crummel,  a  cow  with 

crooked  boms. 
Crammock  dn'ddle,   walk  . 

leaning    on    a    staff 

crooked  head. 
Crump-rrumpin,  liard  and  brittle, 

spoken  of  bread;  froienanow 

yielding  to  tbe  foot. 
Crum,  a  blow  on  the  head  with  a 

cudgel. 
Cuddle,  to  olaap  and  caress. 
Cviam/ck,  B.  abort  staff,   with  a 

cfOolEed  head. 
Cvreh,  a  covering  for  the  head,  a 

kerchief. 
Cvrchie,  a  curtesy,  female  obci- 


DiiiM 


a  doiei 


CurUr.s, 


Dochler,  daughter. 
Doited,  stupifled,  silly  fivim  age. 
Doll,  atnpitied,  crazed ;  also  a  fool. 
Doiaie,  unlucky,   affectedly  neat 

and  trim,  pettish. 
Doodle,  to  dandle. 

Dorty,  saucy,  nice. 

Dovae,  or  douce,  sober,  wise,  pru. 

denb 
Doueely,  soberly,  prudently. 
Boaglit,  was  or  were  able. 
Doap,  backside. 
Diiup-tkelper,  one  that  strikes  the 
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rio^ra 

nd  din, 

iTIpii 

and  sallow. 

Bob,  a 

Hhll 

pithless 

worn  with  grirf,  fetigu 

Dovma 

am  or 

are  not  able,  con 

,  of  age, 

J)rab,  a  young  fem^e  beggar;  to 
spot,  to  slain. 

Drap,  n  drop,  to  drop. 

Dropping,  dropping. 

DTawiting,  bawling,  speaking 
witli  a  seelarian  tone. 

Steep,  (a  ooie,  to  drop. 

Iheigis,  tediouSj  long  about  it,  lin- 
gering. 

Dribbief  drizzling,  tiiekling. 


Ih«, 


litm,  the  bTeeob- 

;  part   of  a  ba|:pipe,  the 


Brocp  rampl't,  that  droops  at  the 

.emppeFi 
Jh-oukit,  wet. 
Drouth,  thirst,  dronght. 
Drucken,  drunken. 
Drumls,  muddy. 
Dnanmark,   or    Drnmrnoeh,  meal 

and  wat«r  mixed,  raw. 
Snail,  pet,  sour  humour. 
Sui,  a  small  pond,  a  hollow  filled 

Stids,  rags,  clothes. 

Snddie,  ragged. 

SKag-dang,      worsted,      pushed, 

stricken. 
Sasied,  throbbed,  beaten. 
Dimk-ihinah,  to  push,  oi  butt  as  a 

l*i«Sl,  overcome  with  superstitioua 

fear,  to  drop  down  suddenly. 

Syver,  bankrupt,  or  about  to  be- 


£'e,  the  eye. 

Een,  the  eyes,  the  eTCning. 

Ecbree,  the  eyebrow. 

Benin',  tho  CToning. 

Eerie,  frighted,  haunted,  dreadmg 

spirits. 
EUd,  old  ago. 
ElbiKk,  the  elbow. 
Mdriuh,  ghastly,  frightful,  elvish. 
En',  end. 

Enhnig}!,  Edinburgh. 
Eneugh,  and  anench,  enough. 
Efpeaal,  especially. 
"■*        ■  ■         formed  by  ad- 


ders, an  addi 
EtlU,  to  try,  ottoi 
Eydent,  diligent. 


ipt,  ai 


Faddam't,     fathomed, 


n  or  eiicused,  aba- 


i',  fairing,a  present  brought 


Faskt,  troubled. 

J'd.im  B'f n,  Fasten's  eren. 

Fanght,  fight. 

Faa'jli,  a,  single  furrow,  out  of  lea, 


FUethin,  EupplioatLng. 

FItesh,  a  fleece. 

Fleg,  a  kick,  a  random  b1 

fight. 
Fkther,  to  decoy  by  fair  wo 
Fletkrin,     jlelhei-ii,      flatter 

smooth  wheedling  wori 
Fley,  to  scare,  to  frighten. 
Fliciuer,  fiicktering,  to  flutter  aa 

young  nesUings  do  when  their 

dam  approaches. 
Flinders,  shreds,  broken  piec 
Fli«gi»-tree,   a    piece  of   ti 

hung  by  way  of  partiao 

tween  two  horses  in  a  st 

a  flail. 


Feal,  loyal,  steadfast. 

Fear/a^,  fearful,  frightfuL 

Fear't,  affrighted. 

Feat,  neat,  spruce,  clever. 

Feehl,  to  fight. 

Feekiin',  fighting. 

Feek  and/et,  number,  quantity. 

Feeket,  an  undcr-wajstcoat 

Feckfi/,  large,  brawny,  stoui 

FecMesa,  pany,  weak,  silly. 

Feehly,  mostly. 

-Pe-;,a-flg 

Ffgs,  faitb  an  exclamat  on 

Fcide,  Seal  cnm  ty 

Fell,  keen    b    ng     the  flesh  un 

mediately  under    the    akin 

level  moor 
Fell^,  rolen 
Fend,  Fa 


Flish,  Jiiik-i,  U>  fret  at  the  yoke. 

Fliskel,  fretlod. 

FliUer,  to  vibrate  hka  the  wing 

of  smaU  birds. 
FliUeriig,    fluttering,    vibratin; 

moving     tremulously     froi 

place  to  place. 
Fliaikie,  a  servant  in  livery. 
Flyle,    flyti,,g,     scold;      fljling, 

scolding. 
Foor,  hoatened. 
Foard,  a  ford. 
Farhcan,  forefiitliers, 
Fbrbyc,  besides. 
For/aini,    distressed,    worn    out 

jaded,  forlorn,  destitule. 
FoTgathet,  to  meet,  to  enceuute: 


shft  c 


Ferlie 


,  the    nearer 
hindmost    piui 


Forgie,  to  forgive. 


Fa  jeahel,  jaded  witli  fiitigue. 

FoM   full,  drank. 

Foughlen,  for/ovgliten,    troubled, 

fiitlgued. 
Foul  1S)V,   the   devil,  tho   n 

fiend. 
Fo  rt,  plentj,  onongh,   or  r 


■ferley,  to  wonder,  a  woi 
ucr,  a  term  of  contempt 

FelcTi,  to  pull  by  fits. 

Fetck't,  pull'd  intermittently. 

Fey,   strange;    one    marked    for 
death,  predestined. 

Fidge,  to  fldget,  fidgeting. 

Fidgin-fain,  tickled  with  plei 

Fient,  flend,  a  petty  oath. 

Fien    ma    <:are,    ikt    devil    may 

JVer,  sound, healthy;  abrother, 

Fierrie,  hnstle,  aetivity. 
Fimle,  to  make  a  rustling  noise, 

fidgety  bustle,  t\iss. 
Fit,  foot. 


Fit:!,  to  make  a  hissing  noise, 

Flafei,  tho  motion  of  rags  in  the 
i  wind;  of  wings. 

]  Fhlnen,  flounel. 
'  Flandrekins,  foreign  generals,  aol- 
!  diers  of  Flanders. 

Flang,  threw  with  violenoe. 


:    also 


a  pitchfork. 
Frenih,  ftofh,  tho  ftotbing  of  al 


ly  up  for  riding  on  an  iiy 

Fv.;  full.' 

Fad,  the  scut  or  tail  of  tho  hare, 

coney,  tic. 
Fvff,  to  blow  intermitlontly. 
Fu-hant,  faU-handed;  said  of  cue 

well  U>  live  in  the  worid. 
fVnnur,  Aill  of  merriments 

iT-dkin,  the  hindmost  horso  on 

(ho  right  hand  when  plough- 


Furder,  further,  auceeed. 
Fvrm,  a  form,  a  bench. 
FaiirmUii,  apuitless,  without  aaj 

Fyie,  trifling  cares,  to  b 

about  t^fles. 
Fyle.  to  soil,  to  dirty. 
Fylt,  soiled,  dirtied. 
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G. 

01    la  laa    a  [  ortion  of  g  nnnd 

(     iman  and  g„;d!>,i/e,  the  maBtat 

The   tfouid  belong  ng  t    a 

and  mifitrass   of  the   house ; 

GTai,  (he  mouth,  to  epeak  boldly  or 

manse  s  called      the  dieb 

pertly. 

orpora  n 

a/    'ei%  wenthgVpMt 

0  111/  or  GuBie,  a  large  knife. 

Oat,  to  go ;  gaed,  went    ja  e  or 

0  U  UMone,  joyous  mischief. 

iWHi,  gone ;  gaun,  going 

Glo'm      thotwUht 

G  Biie/liuddy. 

Cael  or  gate,  way,  manner  toad 

(JfocCT     -thai    tw  1  ght-musmg    a 

Oimptian,    diseemmeni,      know- 

Gaira, parla  of  a  Ittd/B  gown 

shot  m  the  tw  h^ht. 

ledge,  talent 

Ba«g,  lo  go,  to  walk. 

Glo        !o  stare  to  look    a  stare 

G  ily,  gaitf«;  tasteful. 

Saiigrd,  avandatiug  person. 

a  look 

GrU-ieraper,  a  fiddler. 

Gar,  to  make,  to  foroe  to    g""' 

Gh  ru      am»7ed    looking  Bnspi 

Gvtcher,  grandsire. 

foroed  to. 

Garlat,  a  garter. 

m       dspleaseL 

H. 

fiat*,  wise,  sagaoiona,  talkative 

Got- mc!i  the  red  game  red-ooek 

Ho    hall. 

or  moor  cock 

Ha  SibU,  (ha  great  Bible  that  lies 

Gati).  failing  in  hodj. 

Go  -n      the  flower  of  the  daisy 

in  the  halL 

eo«ej,jollj,  large,  plump 

dandelion  hawkweel,  £c 

H  ddin',  house,  home,  dwelling- 

Gaud  and  gorf,  a  cod  or  goad 

Goaa  J  eorered  n  Ih  Ja  e  es 

Goavan    walkmg  as  if  bl  ud    or 

Joe  to  have,  to  accept 

horaaa  at  tJia  plongli 

wtboutanam 

Ha  n,  had  ((he  partioipio  of  hae) ; 

ffosn,  going. 

Go  d  gold 

haven. 

ffaunlerf,  yawned,  longed 

G<,y:l  to  bowl 

Go  g  a.  tool    lie  game  of  g  If 
to  St   ke  as  the  bat  does  the 

H  el,  fient  haet,  a  petty  oath  of 

negation;  nothing. 
Safet,  the  temple,  the  side  of  the 

something  weak. 

eoyKM,  fljiie,  pretty  weU 

ball  at  golf 

head. 

Psar,  riches,  goods  of  any  k  nd. 

Ooal     torm    of    contempt,    tbe 

a-,jB>-ns,  nearly  half,  partly,  not 

ti'eci,  to  tosa  the  head  iu  wanton 

cukoo 

fully  grown. 

Q  aneoc3ran,agroan  to  groan 

Hag,  a  gnlf  in  mosses  and  moors. 

Gtd,  t.  pike 

gra       g  groan  n„ 

moss-ground. 

Gejilla  eteat  folks. 

Grap    a  pron^al  instrument  for 

Haggis,  a  kind  ot  padding,  boiled 

ffeH(j  eleiant 

in  the  stomach  of  a  cow,  or 

Geord^    fcre>rge,  a  guinea,  oalled 

sheep. 

Geordie   from  t^e  head  of 

King  George 

Sraa    e  grandmother 

Get  and  geal,  a  child,  a  young 

0  ape  to  grope    gr  p  t  groped. 

Ha  tt'd,     spared ;      hain'd    gear. 

GrtU  g    t    utmale  fam  1  ar 

hoarded  money. 

Slittvrt,  ghatali),  a  ghost. 

Gree  to  agree     to  bear  iSe  g  ee,  to 

Ha  ■«/,  harvesS. 

fte,  to  give,  gied,  gave     jfl 

bo  dec  dodly  victor      g  etft 

H     4,  ft  petty  oath. 

given 

Ea  iei-j,  nonsense,  speaking  with- 

a,M diminutive  of  gift 

Oreea-gTttff  green  grave 

out  thought. 

Gighti,  laughing  maidens 

C    MO  e  loa  haom  ly  grim. 

Hal,  or  hald,  an  abiding  place. 

fireo      to  shed    toars    to    weep 

H  le,  or  haiU,  whole,  tight,  heal- 

(?i;j.sj, a  half  grown,  half  nform 

grcel       weep  ng 

thy. 

edboTocgirl,arompnglad 

Geej   e  k-qu  «  a  quill  unfit  for  a 

ffii;i<.>i,apartJCHlarpartition-waU 

a  hoyden 

pen 

in  a  cottage,  or  more  pro- 

Gtm-mer, an  ewo  two  ysars  old,  a 

ffriEns,  longs,  desires. 

perly  a  seat  of  turf  at  the 

Grieves,  stewards. 

outside. 

Orippit,  seised. 

HoOoamats,  Hallow-eve,  3!st  Oc- 

Gin, if,  against. 

Groaaia-Maut,  drink  for  the  cum- 

tober. 

fiip^y,  a  young  girl. 

Baly,    holy;    "haly-pool,"    holy 

Qitdle,   a  roand    iron    plato    on 

Groaf,  to  get  the  whistle  of  ono'a 

well  with  healing  qualities. 

which  oat-coke  is  fired. 

groat;  to  pJay  a  losing  game, 

Haiae,  home. 

ffini,  to  grin,  to  twist  the  features 

to  feel  the  oonseqaences  of 

Haomiemd,  the  noise  of  feet  like 

Id   rage,  agony,   J;o.;    grin- 

one's  folly. 

the  din  of  hammers. 

Groiei,  a  gooseberry. 

Han't  breed,  hand's  breadth. 

Gia,  a  periwig,  the  face. 

Griimpli,  a  gmnt,  to  grunt 

Hanki,  thread  as  it  comes  from 

OlaikiA,  inattentive,  foolish. 

Gnimpkic,  fi/HMjaJin,  a  sow;  the 

the  measuring  reel,  quanti- 

aitti^,  a  sword. 

snorting  of  an  angry  pig. 

tJaa,  4c. 

eiaiiia,    glittering)  gmootli,  like 

Gmu.;  ground. 

Hansel-lhrone,  throne  when  Erst 

glass. 

oeenpied  by  a  king. 

ffnmlfc,   tlis  phii,  the   snout,  a 

Sap,  an  outer  garment,  mantle. 

eagerly. 

granting  noise. 

pUid,  Ac;  to  wrap,  to  cover. 

Girr-m.  a  pootherie  gltran,  a  little 

vigorous    animal;    a    horse 

out  like  that  of  a  pig. 

HorigaU,  heart,  liver,  and  lights 

rather   old,  but   yet   active 

Grnihie,  thick,  of  thriving  growth. 

of  an  animal. 

when  heatod. 

6We,   m,!d,  guidi,  the   Supreme 
Being,  good,  goods. 

EapsliaeHid,  when  a  fore  anu 

SUd,  a  bawk. 

hindfootofaramareastoned 

Ghg,  sharp,  ready. 

together  to  prevent  leaping. 

6kg,  a  squint,  to  equintj  a-glm, 
off  at  a  side,  wrong.           • 

eellent 

Gmd-mnnnn',  good-morrow. 

A  wife  is  called  "the  kirk's 

GUyde,  an  old  horse. 

Ouid-^m,  good  evenhig. 

hap-shaekle." 

Giib-gaibU,  that  speaks  smoothly 

in-law,  and  motiier-in-law. 

Hapoei;  a  hopper,  Ihe  hopper  of 

and  readily. 

amQI. 
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Hap-Btep-nn'-loup,  liop,  t 
BarUt,  hearkened 


w-lying 


Ha«d,  to  ho 
Haagk;     lo 

BauTl,  to  drag  to  pull  v  o  ent  y 
Jfaurlin,     t^iuiiig      ofL      p  ijhiig 

ronghly. 
Haver-jaealf  oatmeaL 
Saveril,  a  half-w  tte  1  penon  half 

witted,  one   whu    hal    ual  y 

talks  in       "        ' 


ffiii,  aoow,prgierlyoi 


Beather,  heatli. 

Bech,  oh  strange  an  esclamat  on 
during  heavy  work 

Eecht,  promieeiil  to  foretell  aome- 
tiiiug  that  e  to  be  got  or 
giyan,  foretold  the  thng  fore 
told,  offered 

Seekie,  a  board  n  yrb  ch  are  fixed 
a  number  ot  sharp  steel 
prongs   upr  ght  lor  dre     ng 

Bee  balaa,  words  used  to  soothe  a. 

child. 
BKle-owre-gowdief      topsy  t^ 

turned  the  hottom  opHw 
Beeie,  to  elavat*,  to  rise,  to  1 
BeUim,  the  rudder  or  helm. 
Btrd,  to  (end   flocks,   ooe 

tenda  flooSe. 

Herry,  to  plunder ;  moat  pro] 


to  plande 
BeTryment,  plund 


%  h«rd  of  cattle  of  any 


Jet,  hoi,  hea 
ifeiiff*,   a 


ieuffl,  a  coal-pit;  iom'ii  ietM)S, 

a  blazing  pit. 
ffvYci,  hilehm',  \a  halt,  halting. 
Wney,  honey. 
Bing,  to  hang. 
Biiple,  to  nalk  ciaiily,  to  vtlk 

l^ely,  to  creep. 
Biatie,  dry,  chapt^  barren. 
Uilcht,  a  loop,  made  a  knot 
Himiie,  huisy,  a  young  girl. 
Hoddin,  the  mo^on  of  a  huEband. 


Boddin-gray,  woollen  cloth  o 
coarse  quality,  made  by  m 
ghng  one  blaok  £eeco  wit 


ing  drawn   across   the   rink. 

WhenaEtonefailBtocroaait, 

a  cry  is  raised  of  "A  hog,  a 

hog  '■'  and  it  is  reraoved. 
Big  shniither,  a  kind  of  horae-play 

by  nEtlingwithtbeslionlder; 

to  justie. 
Bood  e     aw,  a  blood  crow,  oorbia. 
Bool  outtrskinorcaEe,anntsha]I, 

a  pea  iiusk, 
ffi.«i  s  aluwly,  leisurely. 
Board  a  fioard,  to  board. 
Boo  d  t  boarded, 
if  n    a  spoon  made  of  horn. 
H  n  e      ne  of  the  many  names 

of  the  deviL 
Emt  or  Aooe!,  to  cough. 
Ealr,   coughing. 
Bat  h  d       turned       iopsy-turrj, 

b  ended,  mined,  moved. 
Eo  qhmagaitdie,\aiisB  hehariour. 


H  sd 


midwife. 


holoi 
Soa  ialt,   sunk  in    the 

■jpoken  of  a  horse. 
Eowff  a  housfl  of  resorts 
Bov.1  to  dig. 
Ho  clot  digged. 
Howl       digging  deep. 
Boy  hoy'i  to  urge,  urged, 
-ffoje  apuUupwa    '       -" 


hg  sting  CI 
Toyle,  to  amble  < 
T^jh^o  d.mmut 


asket;  li 


Jilkl,  a  jilt,  a  giddy  girl. 

Jimp,   to   jump,   slender   in    tie 

Jinlt,  to  dodge,  tn  turn  a  comer; 

a  endden  turning,  a  corner. 
Jinh  an'  diddle,  mnving  to  music, 

motion  of  a  fiddler's  elbow. 

Starting  here  and  there  with 

Jinker,  that  turns  quickly,  a  giy 

aprighfly  girl. 
Jinkin',  dodging,  the  quick  motion 

of  the  bow  on  the  fiddle. 
Jin,  a  jerk,  the  omission  of  water, 

to  squirt 
Joetdeg,  a  kind  of  knife. 
Jouk,  to  stoop,  to  bow  the  head,  to 

Joa,  to  ji™,   a  Tcrb,   wbiob   in- 
cludes both  the  swinging  mo- 


Eimitra  kneeling  and  &lling  back 

on  (he  hams. 
Earckfon,  a  hedgehog. 
Eardtft,  the  loins,  the  crupper. 
Evhton  a  eusbion,  also  a  stook- 

ing  wanting  the  foot 
Svayalled,  lo  move  with  a  hilcb. 


/f  rae,  a  great  grandchild. 
M,  or  ilka,  each,  every. 
lU-deedii,  mischievous. 
M-ii>ilUe,    ill-natured,    malicious, 

niggardly. 
Ingine,  genius,  ingenuity. 
Ingle,  fire,  fircplace- 
hgle-loK,  light  from  the  6ro,  flame 

ftom  the  hearth. 
7  rede  ye,  I  advise  ye,  I  warn  ye. 
"      ".  shall  or  will. 

other,  one  another. 


Jad,  jade ;  also  a  familiar  term 

among  country  folks    for  a 

giddy  young  girl. 
Javk,  to  dally,  to  Irifle. 
Jauhin'f  trifling,  dallying. 

er,  tfllkiog,  and  not  always 

]o  the  purpose. 


water-spirit    said    to    haunt 
fords  and  ferries  at  night,  es- 

Ken,   to    know;    ken'd   or    ken't. 


Set-Kftty,    malted,    a    fleece    of 
Eiaiight,  carking,  anxiety,  to  be 


Kin',  kindred. 

JKn',  kind. 

King't-iood,  a  eerWn  part  of  ih« 


£i>sf  n,  to  christen,  to  bft[ 
Eiit,  chesty  a  shop-oounte 
Kitehen,  anything  that  ei 


of  diamonds  is  called  a 

nislica  the  kittlin'a  e'e. 

naggie,  like  knags,  or  poll 
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knotty 
kn  II 


Kv(e,  U 
Kythe, 


Ltilvur,  thrash. 

tuuusn,  the  augle  between  the 
side  and  the  hottom  o!  a 
wooden  dish. 

laiHag,  lairie,  wading,  and  s  nk 
ing  in  snow,  mud,  Ac    m  ry 
Laith,  loath,  impure. 
Laith/s',  imshM,   sheep  ah     ah 

Lallam,    Scottish    dialeot.    Low 

Lambie,  djminntiyo  of  lamb 


.>'.«/or^,  for 


Qost  hon 


n  the 


it  horse  in  the 


Zone,  lone;  mg  lane,  ihi/ lane,  &a., 

Lanely,  lonely. 

Lang,  long ;  to  think  lavg,  t«  long. 

Lap,  did  leap. 


£nM, 


otheri 


!at,  the  re 


jnder,  the 


•k,  the  latk. 
Lawiaa',  lowland. 
Lay  my  dead,  attiihala  my  death. 
Leal,  loyal,  true,  faithful, 
Lear,  learning,  lore. 
Lee-lnng,  liTe-long. 
Leetome    lane,    happy,    gladsome 

Leeie  me,  a  phrase  of  congratula- 
tory sndoarment ;  I  am  happy 
in  thee  or  proud  of  thee. 

ieiMer,  a  three-prongad  and  barb- 
ed dart  for  striking  fish. 

Lesgh,  did  laugh. 

Zeiit,  a  look,  to  look. 


Libbel, 


>ted. 


Ziot,  lieket,  beat,  thraslien. 

Lift,  sky,  firmament 

Lightly,  aneeringly,  to  sneer  at,  to 

nnderralne. 
titt,  a  ballad,  a  tune,  to  sing 
Haaaa;  a  kept  mistress,  a  a 

Limp't,  lunped,  hobbled. 
Link,  to  tilp  along;  IinWn,  trip- 
ping along. 
Iinn,  a,  waleifall,  a  easoade. 


GLOSSARY. 


the  place  of  milking. 

LooJ  the  palm  of  the  hand. 

i      wj  the  plural  of  loof. 

Lath    mnn!    rustio    exdamatioii 

modified  from  Lord  man. 
Z    B    a  fellow,  a  ragamuffin,  a 

Zo  p  leap,  atartled  with  pain, 
Zo  pi    I  ke,  IflB-louper,  a  strangei 


Zojc  n      flaming;      ioibin-droafh, 

burning  desire  for  drink. 
La      e  abbrcTiation  of  Lawrenoe. 
La        to  loose. 
Loai  d  unbound,  loosed. 

Lug  of  he  lavt,  at  the  judgment- 


Z  m      the     chimney;     lam-head, 

oh  mney-top. 
Z  neS    a  large  piece  of  cheese, 

Zun   a  olcmn  of  smoke,  to  amoke, 

to  walk  quickly. 
Lgart,  of  a  mixed  colour,  gray. 


Maitin,  a  farm. 

JIaiil,  most,  almost. 

JSaiilly,  mostly,  for  the   greater 

Jfoi",  to  make;  maiin',  making. 

MaUy,  MoUy,  Mary. 

3fang, 


Man- 


,  the  house  of  the  pariel 


called 


■.eele. 


aantle. 


"the 


everal 


Mark, 

other  nouns  which  in  ijug- 
lish  require  an  a  to  form  the 
plural,  are  in  Scotch,  like  the 
words  aheep,  deer,  the  same 
in  both  numbers. 

Mark,  merk,  a  Scottish  ooin,  value 
thirteen  shilliuga  and  four 
pence. 

Marled,  party-coloured 

Mar-t  jsar,  the  year  ITlo  Called 
Mar's  year  from  the  rebel 


mixed  com 

Ma 

.k,  to  n 

ash,  asm 

Ma 

fo'n-pi 

,  teapot. 

Ma«ki«,B 

Ml 

Ma 

li,,  the 

thrush. 

a  small  basket,  without  a 
adlo. 

holvjwi,  mournflil. 


withn 


s,  good  manners,  decorum. 

jnr«.sfc9j,  ill-bred,  rude,  impndent. 

Merle,  the  blackbird, 

Meaain,  a  small  dog. 

Middin,  a  dunghill. 

Middin-creeh,  dung-baskets,  pan- 
niers in  which  horses  carry 

Middin-hole,  a  gutter  at  the  bot- 
tom of  a  dunghill. 

mikin'-Mei,  a  place  where  cowa 
or  ewes  are  brought  to  be 
milked. 

Mim,  prim,  afiectodly  meek. 

Mim-ma^'d,  gontle-mouthed. 


Mirk,  dark. 

Miiea',  to  abuse,  to  c 

mUta'd,  abused. 
Misehanter,  accident. 


Mislevk,  mis 
Milker,  mott 


ok. 

'.lie,  confusedly  u 
loislijUd,  to  : 
a  large 


piece  of  ord- 
nance, HI  oe  seen  at  the  Castle 
of  Edinburgh,  composed  of 
iron  bars  welded  together  and 
then  hooped. 
•■oals.  earth. 


Mmlin  Kail,  broth,  composed  si 
ply  of  iiat«r,  shelled  b 
ley,  and  greens;  thin  p. 
broth 

Midchiin,  an  English  pint. 

Mysel,  myaelf 
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JVaij,  a  horse,  a  nag. 

Nappy,  ale,  to  be  Kpsy. 
Ntnleckii,  neglected. 
JVetbai-,  a,  neighbonr. 
Jfeuk,  nook. 

msM,  nil/,  the  fiet. 
mae/a',  iauaful. 
Niffer,  an  esoliange,  to  bartar. 

Suie-tailed  cat,  a  bongmau's  »h 


Nowte,  bhek  cattle. 


Indignity,  literallj    to 
(yerlay,  an  upper  cta.-vai. 


eld  cloUiea. 
<yt,  of  it. 
0«r!e,  drooping,  BhiTering. 


Oare-hip,  striking  with  a  fore- 
bamnier  by  bringing  it  witli 
a,  awing  over  thB  hip. 


PiKk,  intimate,  familiar:  twelve 

BtonO  of  wool. 
jPaidle,  paidien,  to  walk  with  difB- 


Pariaien,  parish 

Parriich,     oatmeal    pudd  ng,     a 

well-known  Sooteh  druik 
Pat,  did  put,  a  pot 
Polite,  or  petile  a  e  naJl  spade  to 

elean  the  plongh 
Pavohli/,  proud  haughty 
PoMftjf,  eunnlng  sly 
Pay"*,  paid,  beat 
Peat-reeh,  the  smoke  of  bnm  ng 

tnrf,     a     b  tl*r     eihaJation 

whisky. 
Ptck,  to  fateh  the  breath  shortly 

as  in  an  astlinia 
Pec^n,  the  eroi,   the  stomach 
Pechin,  respiring  with  difficulty 


of  et 


anlity,  o; 


Pigms-tcraper,  little  fiddler;  a 
term  of  contempt  for  a  bad 

Pint~sioap,  a  two-quart;  measare. 

Pingle,  a  small  pan  for  warming 

children's  sops. 
Plack,  aa  old  Seoteh  coin,  the 

third    part    of    an     English 

penny. 
PlaeMeas,  pennyless,  without  mo- 

Piaidie,  diminutive  of  plaid. 

Platte,  dimiuutive  of  plata. 

Plsvy,  or  pletttih,  a  plough. 

Piii/cie,  a  trick. 

Plimrose,  primrose. 

Pock,  a  meal-bag. 

Poind,  (o  seiie  on  cattle,  or  take 
the  goods  as  the  laws  of  Scot- 
land allow,  for  rent,  te. 

Poorteth,  porerty. 

Poeie,  a  nosegay,  a  garland. 

Fou,  yoi/rf,  tc  pull,  pulled. 

PoiJt,  to  pluck. 

Poassie,  a  hare  or  cat. 

Pome,  to  plnok  with  the  hand. 

Faai,  a  polt,  a  chick. 

Po«%  did  pull. 

Pmilheren,  fiery,  actiY«. 

Ponthery,  like  powder. 

Paw,  the  head,  the  skull. 

Pojmie,  a  little  horse,  a  pony. 

Powther,  OF  pouter,  gunpowder. 

Freelair,  aupereminont. 

Prten,  a  pin. 

PrenI,  printing,  print. 

Frie,  to  taste;  pri^d,  lasted. 

Frief,  proof. 

Prig,  to  cheapen,  b>  dispute ;  pi'ig- 
gin,  cheapening. 

Primaie,  demure,  precise. 

Propone,  to  lay  down,  to  propose. 

Fund,  jHHtd  </  tov7,  pound,  pound 
weight  of  the  refuse  of  flai. 

Pyet,  B,  magpie, 

Pyle,  a  pj/le,  o'  caff,  a  single  grain 
of  chaff. 

Pi/tlh  ep  atle. 

Q. 
0  o^  qu  t. 

Quai    theory  of  a  duck. 
Qieel     a  drinhing-cup  made  of 

wood  Willi  two  handles, 
e  eg  a  cow  from 

old  a  heifer, 

iJuaJc      quaking. 


Jianlin ,  joyous. 

EaplocA,  properly  a  ooarse  ololh. 

Barely,  escellonllj,  very  welL 
Itatli,  a  rush ;  rash-buss,  a  bueh  of 

Fatten,  a  ral. 

Saucle,  rash,  stout,  fearless,  reek. 

Saught,  'reached. 

Baw,  a  row. 

Fax,  to  stretch. 

Jif  am,  oream,  to  cream. 

Searnia;  brimful,  frothing. 

Seave,  take  by  force. 

Beh'iic,  to  repulse,  rebuke. 

Feck,  to  heed. 

Jtede,  counsel,  to  counsel,  to  dis- 


Jted-UK- 


-shftd,   walking 


urfs. 


Bcd-mid,  stark  m 

Bee,  half  drunk,  fuddled;  a  tee 

yaad,  a  wild  horse. 
Fcek,  smoke. 
.RedbV,  smoking. 
Seehii,  smoked,  smoky. 
Seestii,    stood    restive;    stunted, 

withered. 
Setiiead,  remedy. 
Seqiiiie,  requited. 
Bestriciced,  restricted. 
Bevi,  to  smile,  look  affectionately, 

tenderly. 
BicMes,  shocks  of  com,  stooka. 
Biddle,  instrument  for  purifying 

Eitf-raadUs,  men  who  take  the 
property  of  others,  accom- 
panied by  violence  and  rude 

Fig,  a  ridge. 

Bin,  to  run,  to  melt ;  rinaia',  run- 


mi,  the  con 


3  of  (he  si 


Sippli«-kame,      instrument      fop 

dressing  fiax. 
Fitkil,  a  noise  like  the  tearing  of 

fiociiV,  a  denomination  for  a 
ft-iendly  visit.  In  former 
times  yonng  women  met  with 
their  distaffs  during  the  win- 
ter evenings,  to  sing,  and  spin, 
and  be  menj ;  tbese  were 
called  "rookings." 

Boke,  distaff. 

Jiooc^  stands  likewise  for  the  plu- 
ral, roods. 

id,  the  selraga  of  wool- 
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Boic  I,  rolled  wrapped 
Hoici ,  to  low,  to  bsllow 
e  Klh  plenty 


^-fti 


Ramble  gam  fi' 


rougbo. 


m  rftiis  downright  dev  1 

iHt,  the  etom  of  colewort 
bnge. 
RvnkUd,  wrinkled. 
Buih,  a  woraon's  name,  Ih 


aer,  a,  loathing,  to  1    th 

a  hen  or  partridge. 
Screid,  to  tear,  a  rent;  k     dtxg 

^e^'^ikermi,  to  gl  d        My 
gleesomel;  along. 
Scrimp,  to  scant 
&rimj)el,  scant,  scanty. 
"    iggie.eoveredwithn  d  rw    d 

iduil^rfy^  Ibmioaljon 


-at  T,  a  humorous  wag,  a  liarbf 
■II  turn, 
small  wood  in 


hollow  place. 

Skeep-ahmth,  to  think  on- 
shetpshank,  to  be  < 

Sherra  muiV,  Sheriif-Mnlr,  the  iiir. 
mous  battle  of,  1115. 

Shf\  gk      ditch,  a  trench,  a  sluice. 

Sk   I     healiag,  a,  shepherd's  cot- 
tag 


Smeddum,   dost,  powder,  : 

Siaidd^,  smithy. 
Smirhiimf  good-natured,  wi 
Smoor,  smowed,  to  smolhe 

Smomie,  smutty,  obscene ; 

phiz,  sooty  aspect. 
Siastrie,  a  nnmeroas  collee 

small  indlTidnals. 
Snapper,  miBtake. 
Saaih,  abase,  Billingsgate, 


rowflii. 
Sairls,  sorely. 

Sort, 'a  shirt, 

Sarkit,  proTided  in  shirt 

Saugh,  willow. 

'iiugh-wioodies,  withies,  mad       f 

willows,  now  supplanted  by 

ropes  and  eh^ns. 

SMiBWBf,  salmon. 


Sifr'd,  half  offered  and   threat- 

d. 
,S*      her  the  shoulder. 
1,1  traverse  of  the  shuttle 

tVom  side  to  side  of  the  web. 
S  h. 

S  k      sure,  steady. 
S  ;  t       sideling,  slanting. 
Ill         aad,  a  fillet   of    sUk,   s 
t  k  n  of  Tirglnity. 


Sufeihin,  snufl: 


iff-hos. 

:Ug,   bitter,  biting; 


ing. 


enelhttf  hi 
Snick-drawing,  trick,  conttiv 
Snick,  the  latchet  of  a  door. 
Sniii,  mirlle,  ooncealed  laughter, 
to  breathe  the  nostrils  in  a 
displeased  manner. 
Snool,  one  whoso  spirit  is  broken 
opprcsaire  slavery  i  to 
lit  tamely,  to  sneak. 


etantly,  to  si 


oothly  a 


See,  self;  a 

Seiri,  did  se 
&b',  to  send 


L    7*    hy,  mMden  coyness. 
bk  II       a  noisy  reckless  fellow, 
strike,  to  slap ;  lo  walk 
L  a  smart  tripping  step,  a 

Sk  1}    I  mmer,  a  technical  term  in 

f  mala  scolding. 
Slelp      iMpit,  striking,  walking 

rap  dly,  literally  striking  the 

m    ll  a,  thin,  ganiy,  scaltery. 
SI    I    g,  shrieking,  crying, 
ah  I  t    C17,  lo  shriek  shrilly. 
Sk    I      hrieked. 
~-l        lant,  lo  mn  aslant,  to  de- 
te  from  truth. 
■I       I,  ran,  or  hil^  in  an  oblique 

dir  etion. 
'      h  Tenl^  free  acUon. 
Sk  CIS*  a  scream,  to  scream,  the 
"  -t  cry  uttered  by  a  child, 
worthless  fellow,  to  slide 
pidly  off 
Si  /       ^rty-ooloured,  the  cheeks 
f  the  tartsn. 


US  a  dog,  scented,  snuffed. 
So<ffl«-,  a  soldier. 
Si«8ie,  having    sweet    engaging 

loots,  lucl;y,  jolly. 

lui,  to  suck,  to  drink  long  and 
endnringlj. 

_jig)fe,  flesible,  swift. 

Stapled,  suppled. 

Sa«lker,  lo  solder. 

Settler,  a  shoemaker. 

Sawena,  the  fine  flour  remaining 
among  the  seeds  of  oalmeal 
made  into  an  agreeable  pud- 


5oicp,  a  spoo 


imall  quantity 


low  whiatle. 
ME,  to  prophesy,  to  divine, 
laifa,  chips,  splinters. 
,aui,  a  limb. 
'lairge,  io  claeh,  lo  soil,  as  with 


r 


SettUn',  settling, 

to  be  frigbted  Into  qui  tn 

-,  sets  off,  goes  away 

Shachlet-feet,  ill-shaped 
Shaii'd,  a  shred,  a  shard 
^i^an^n,  a  st^ck  cleft    t 

for  pulling  the  tail  of     d  g, 

*o.,  by  way  of  mischief,  ■ 

frighten  him  away. 
Jiank-il,  walk  it;  skaaks,  leg 
Shaal,  shallow. 


SI       I  est,  sly,  slyest. 
SI   I     sleek,  sly. 
11  id   y,  slippery. 
lip   h  d,  smooth  shod. 
Ihk   ,  quench,  slake. 
Slype,  lo  fall  OTCr,  as  a  wet  iiirrow 
from  the  plough. 


r,  feU  0 


r  with  a  slow 


leace,  the  parloui 

lier,  to  aak,  to  inquire;  «p 

linmn^gi-aiih,  wheel  and    j 

)latter,  to  spluttor,  a  spluttei 
)leughia,  a  tobacco-pouch. 

irachled,  scrambled. 
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Spi-echled,  spotted,  areckl^fl 

Slii,  Hooked,  a   stock  of  com. 

Tangle,  a  sea-weed  used  as  salad. 

Siinng,  a.  quick  air  in  music,  a 
Scottish  reel 

made  into  shocks. 

Tap,  the  top. 

Mo(,o  young  bull  or  0)1. 

Tapetless,  heedless,  foolish. 

Sprit,  spra,  B  tough  rooted  plant 

Slound  sudden  pang  of  the  heart. 

Targe,  targe  them  tightly,  cross- 

Slo«p    or  »(oi<5),  a  kind  of  high 

question  them  serereiy. 

ed-leavfld  rush 

narrow  jug  or   disb   with   a 

Tarrow,  to  mnrmBr  at  one's  allow. 

Spriltie,  foil  af  sjimts 

handle  for  holding  liquids. 

^nt,  fire,  mettle,  wit,  spark 

Stoiore,   daat,    mora    particularly 

Spunkit,  metUeaome,  fiery      will 

du^t  m  motion !  sloione,  dusty. 

Taitie,  a  small  measure  for  liouor. 

o'  the  wisp,  or  ignia  fotnas. 

SioimUi«i,  by  stealth. 

Tauld,  or  tald,  told. 

the  deriL 

Sionm,  stolen. 

Ta^g>ie,    a    foolish,    thoughtless 

SpM-tle,  a  Btiot  need  m  making 

Sloi/te,  the  walking  of  a  ^— jlfn 

young  person. 

man 

Touted,  or  ta«tie,  matted  together 

1  notable  Scottish  di'-h 

Simfl,  did  strike. 

(spoken  of  hair  and  wool). 

Sqimd,  a  crew  or  party,  a  aqnad 

ilrae,  straw;  (o  die  a  fair  eirae 

Tame,  Uiat  allows  itself  peaoeably 

death,  to  die  in  bed. 

to  be  handled  (spoken  of  a 

Squatter,  to  Sutter  in  witter,  as 

cow,  horse,  Ac.) 

a  wild-duok,  *e 

Strappea,  tall,  handsome,  vigorons. 

Teat,  a  small  quantity. 

Sq^aaUh,  to  eprani  m  the  act  of 

fibvMft,  low  alluvial  land,  a  hohn. 

TcethUss  tamie,  toothless  cur. 

hiding. 

Strauglt,  straight. 

Teethlesa  gab,  a  mouth  wanting 

SqyKtl,  a  scream,  a,  screeoh,  to 

Sireek,  stretched,  to  stretoh. 

the  teeth,  an  expression  of 

Sir,ddU,  to  straddle. 

Stacher,  to  stagger 

ilroan,  to  spout,  tO  pisS 

Sifu-k,  a  rick  of  corn,  hay,  peats. 

.S/roiip,  the  spout 
,',l«dd,e,  the  anviL 

the  horse  while  in  the  yoke  in 

Sbi^gie,  a  stag. 

the  forenoon. 

Staig,  a  two  year  old  horse 

Teat,  a  field  pulpit,  heed,  cauUon ; 

gmbpen 

to  take  heed. 

Sla«g,  sting,  slang 

Staift,  to  stand,  tian't,  did  stand 

Slruxt,  spirituous  liquor  of  any 

TeMie,  heedftil,  cautious. 

kmd,  to  walk  atnrlily,  to  ba 

Tejiilixs,  heedless,  careless. 

Su,«e.  stone. 

aflrontod. 

Te^igh,  tough. 

Stank,  did  sdnk,  a  pool  of  stand 

Stuff,  com  or  pnlse  of  any  kind 

Th^k,   thatoh;    Ihaek  an'  rape. 

ing  water,  slow  moTing  waler 

5(«rl,  trout  le,  to  molest 

clothing  and  necessaries. 

Stap,  stop,  stave 

Thae,  these. 

Slark,  stoat,  potent 

%me,  a  glimmer. 

StarOe,  to  mn  as  cattle  stung  by 

Sucier,  sugar. 

Thoukll,  thanked. 

the  gadfly. 

Sud,  should. 

Theekii,  thatoh  ed. 

Stavhi«,   stalking,    walking    dis- 

Suyi, the  continued  rnshing  nobe 

Thegilher,  together. 

dainfully,  walking  without  an 

Tkemeei;  themselves. 

Sumph,  a  pluckless  fellow,  with 
little  heart  oi-  sonl. 

Thiek,  inlimato,  familiar. 

Staitmrd,  a  blockhead,  half  witted. 

Thi'jger,  crowding,  make  a  noise; 

Slavi,  did  steal,  to  surfeit 

Satkron,  Southern,  an   old  name 

a  seeker  of  alms. 

^(^  to  cram  the  belly 

of  the  English. 

Thir,  these. 

Smiird,  sword. 

Thirl,  to  thrill. 

Jteefc,to8hut,astitoh 

Siottlld  sweUed. 

Thirled,  thrilled,  vibrated. 

Stfer,  to  molest,  to  stir 

fi'^nj   stately,  jolly. 

Thole,  to  sufi'er,  to  endure. 

Sleeve,  firm,  compacted 

^iuanjif  or™a«iter,atight  sfrap- 

Thnwe,  a  thaw,  to  thaw. 

Stell,t.im. 

ping  young  fellow  or  girl. 

Tho«,ha,  slack,  lasy. 

Si™,  to  rear  as  a  horse  to  leap 

iSiTM  an  exchange,  to  barter. 

Tkrang,  throng,  bnsy,  a  crowd. 

suddenly. 

&^,r/ed  swooned. 

ThrappU,  throat,  windpipe. 

Strat^agin,  wandermg  without  an 

Siffl!,  did  sweat. 

Thraw,  to  sprain,  to  twist,  to  con- 

Ivalth, a  sample. 

tradict 

SienU,  tribute,  duos  of  any  kind 

ileal'  drink,  good  ale,  new  ale  or 

Thrawin',  twisting,  Ac. 

SHbbi^,  sWbble, '.(aW^rnj,   the 

Thrawn,  sprained,   twisted,   con- 

Saeer,  lazy,  averse;   dead-iweer, 

tradictod,  contradiction. 

reaper  in  harrest  who  takes 
the  lead. 

Swoor,  sX-e,^dirswtar. 

Threap,  to  maintiun  by  dint  of  as- 
sertion. 

Smuge,  to  beat,  to  whip. 
^«««*e,lo  labour  hard. 

Thre>hin%    threshing,-     iSrwAin'. 

SHUstlla,  a  crutch,  W  limp,  to 

tree,  a  flail. 

halt;    poles   for    crossing    a 

Smrbe,  knaggy,  full  of  knots. 

Threteen,  thirtoen. 

river. 

Swtr!,  a  onrve,  an  eddying  blast 

™rtt(te,thisUe. 

^impart,   the  eighth   part  of   a 

or  pcol,  a  knot  in  the  wood. 

Through,  to  go  on  with,  to  maka 

Winchester  bushel 

out. 

Slirk,  a,  oow  or  bullock  a  year 

SwUlier  to  hesitate  in  ohoice,  an 

old. 

irresolute  wavering  in  ohoioe. 

(through-ilher). 

Stock,  a  plant  of  coleworl,  cab 

Sgelon,,  a  thick-necked  onion. 
S,,nB,  ainte,  ago,  then. 

Tkr„m,  sound  of  a  spinning-wheel 

bages. 

in  motion,  (he  thread  remun- 

Stoehn;   stocking      ttroiting  Ihe 

ingatUieendof  aweb. 

(*w*in',  when  tiie  bride  and 

Thud,  to  make  a  loud  intormittent 

bridegroom  are  put  into  bed. 

noise. 

the  former  throws  a  stocking      Taeitf    broad-headed  n^la    for 

Thuwaart,  foumart,  polecat. 

at  random  among  the  com    1           the  heels  of  shoes. 

Tkimplt,  thumped. 

pany,  and  the  person  whom      Ti'stoa   rt)-ef-(nEd,haTingthreB 

ThyseV,  thyself. 

it  falls   on  1.  the  n.st  that  1           prongs 

'i'ill'i,  to  it. 

will  bo  married                           1  Tai,  to  take;  t<^«,  taking. 

Timmer,  timber. 

I 
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Tifher,  the  other. 

Tiitlf,  to  whisper,  \o  prate  idly. 

I'iltliTi,  whispering. 

Tocher,  marriage  portion!  tochtr 

landg,  marriage  tionds. 
Tad,  a  fos.     "  Tod  i'  ths  fauld," 

fax.  in  the  fold. 
Toddle,  to  totter,  lilte  lie  wall:  of 

a  child;  lodlen-dow,  toddHag 

dOYO. 

Too-fit-,  "  Too   fa'  0'  the  nieht,' 


Toss,  B  toast 


Toun,  a  hamlet,  a.  fuTDhonBC. 
Tout,  the  blast  of  a  born  or  trui 

pet,  to  blow  ahorn  or  tinmpi 
TovzUs,  lovding,  romping,  rofQii 

the  oiolheB. 


ToyU.t 


J  old  fashion  of  female 


liie  old  ago. 
.trams,  the  handles 

TraasmigTified,       transmigrated, 

metamorphosed. 
Tratkirie,  liaah,  rubbialu 
Triekie,  full  of  tricks. 
Trig,  spniee,  neat 
Till  U     U     in 


Twa/aul,  twofold. 

Twiatle,  tnisting,  the  iirt  of  mahing 


Unhai:Vd  jillg,    a    young    mare 

hitherto  unsaddled. 
Unco,  Eliange,  uncouth,  TOry,  very 

great,  prodigiona. 

Unfauld,  unfold. 
Uaixnn'd,  unknown. 


Vap'rin,  vapouring. 


'aefi,'. 


■ailing. 


n  which  money  ia 
(oe/ii",    Bonowfiil ; 

Waesueka!   WaeS  me!    Alas!   0 

Jlowfr,  wall-flower. 
%  woof;  the  cross  thread  that 
from  the  shuttle  through 


mple,  large,  jolly,  also  an 
amation  of  distress, 
he  belly. 
,  a  bellyfal. 
«,e,  unlucky. 
wanresl/if,  restless,  un- 
tful. 
ork. 


knoll  where  warlocks  one. 

worldly,  eager  in  amassiu] 
alth. 
,  a,  warrant,  to  warrant 

t       or  warsl'led,  wrestled, 
prodigahty. 


of  mantle. 

Waler-h-ose,  brose  made  of  meal 
and  water  simply,  without  the 
addition  of  milk,  butter,  <l;o. 

Wattle,  a  twig,  a  wand. 

Waible,  to  swing,  to  reel. 

ITauitiH,  waking,  watching. 

Wankit,  thickened  as  fiillera  do 

Waukri/e.  not  apt  to  sleep. 

Waui'l,  worsted. 

Wean,  a  child. 

Wearg-iMdle,  toilsome  contest  of 

life. 
Weaion,  weasand,  windpipe. 
Weaven'    tie    itoMng,    to    knit 

stockings. 
Weeder^elips,  inBtniment  for  re- 


Whalpit,  whelped. 


n  thong,  a  piece 
road,  &v. 


Whare,   V 

Wheep,  to  fiy  nimbly,  to  jerk, 
penny-wheep,  small-heer. 

Wkaite,  wha's,  whose — who  is. 

WMt  reek,  nevertheless. 

Whid,  the  motion  of  a  hare  run- 
ning, bat  not  frighted — a  lie. 

Whidden,  running  as  a  hare  or 


Whigmeleeriei, 


fancii 


Whissle,  a  whistle,  to  whistle. 
Wiiiht,   silenoe ;    to   hold   one'. 

whim,  to  be  silent. 
Wiiak,  vhiskft,  to  sweep,  to  laah. 
Whiibi»'  beard,  a  beard  like  the 


Widdi/ii,  twisted  like  a  withy,  —e 
who  merits  hanging. 

Wiel,  a  small  whirlpool. 

Wifie-tcljikie,  a  diminutive  oi  en- 
dearing name  for  wife. 

Wioht,  stout,  enduring. 

WtUi/art-glower,  a  bewildered  dis- 
mayed stare. 

Wimple-momplet,  to  meander,  me- 
.dered,  to  enfold. 


■iMpl!«,  y 
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